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Authof^s Note 


Sometimes titles are written to books and sometimes btoks are 
written to titles. I have done the latter twice now. In both i istances 
I found my title, as a little g rl, on the New England couj itryside. 
But I waited many years for the discovery of the right story to |o with 
it, and finally found it “a far j iece”—as they say in Louisian i—from 
the place where I originally sc ught it. 

While I was writing Crescent Carnival, my lifelong friei d, Jean 
Darling, who spent that winter with me in New Orleans, rt minded 
me of a childhood episode I had entirely forgotten. “One ds jr when 
you and I were walking down the lane at the Oxbow,” s le said, 
referring to the road which runs between the meadows bad of my 
mother’s house near Newbury, Vermont, “you called my atte ition to 
the fields of flowering Queen Anne’s lace. And then you remarked 
thoughtfully, ‘Queen Anne’s lace—that would be a good title for a 
book. When I grow up. I’ll write one and name it that.’ ” 

As Jean recalled this incident, I remembered it perfectly, though I 
could not have told, before then, when and where I first conceived 
the title of Queen Anne's Lace for my first political novel. And the 
reminder served to shift the memory of a similar episode from the 
recesses of my mind to its forefront: once while jogging along the 
dusty highway between Haverhill and Orford, New Hampshire, in 
the horse and buggy days, I noticed a tottering wooden sign, half- 
hidden by overhanging brambles, and inscribed in fading letters with 
the words “The River Road.” I turned off the highway and followed 
the winding course of the Connecticut River for several miles. It 
was a drowsy sort of day, phenomenally warm for New England even 
in midsummer, and though the sign had diverted me, I was not seek¬ 
ing adventure or even attune to it. So I was not disappointed because 
I met no one along the way, and saw nothing beyond neat hay fields, 
patches of stony pasture, a red schoolhouse, a white church, and a few 
farmhouses attached to their barns. No seasoned New Englander, 
accustomed to the rural scene, would have expected to find anything 
more arresting on such a secluded byway. But somehow I felt that 
the sign had been significant, that because of it I would watch for 
other river roads, and that some day I would find one that belonged 
to a story. 

SJiortly after Jean’s reminder, I fqund it in Louisiana. 

At first I hardly dared believe that the search of years had been so 
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richly rewarded. I turned the idea over and over in my mind, until it 
reached the point where it could not be suppressed any longer. This 
happened to occur on a terrifically hot June night, when I had already 
been working for some fifteen hours on end, but when the latter 
part‘of my labors had been somewhat lightened by the presence and 
assistance of Hermann Deutsch, Associate Editor of the New Orleans 
Item. I wiped the perspiration from my streaming face, detached 
my fingers from the smudgy sheets beneath them, and spoke with 
more firnlness than I felt. 

“Hermann, Tve got an idea for another Louisiana novel. I think I 
have to come here again and write it.” 

“Good grief! Suppose you finish this one first!” 

There was certainly something in what he said. The manuscript 
of Crescent Carnival was overdue and grim reminders to that effect 
had been coming in by air mail and telegraph from my publishers. 

“No, but listen,” I persisted. “I want to write a story about the River 
Road—the one that used to be the main thoroughfare between Baton 
Rouge and New Orleans, with all those big sugar plantations on it. 
Then the air line was cut through, and traffic and trade were diverted. 
Most of the old families felt they couldn’t hang on any longer, in their 
huge houses, under changed labor and living conditions.” 

“Well?” 

He had picked up a cigarette and had begun to smoke quietly. He 
idid not interrupt and he did not try to hurry me. Those were both 
isuch unusually good signs that I was encouraged. 

“Well,'but some of them did hang on. I’d like to tell the story of 
a family that managed to.” 

I went on talking and Hermann went on smoking. At last I stopped 
and he laid down his cigarette, 

“I think maybe you’ve got something there,” he said briefly. 

“I think so too. But it would be a hard story to write, Hermann, 
harder even than Crescent Carnival has been. I’d have to put endless 
work into it. I’d have to do an enormous amount of research. I’d have 
to go and live on the River Road myself or I couldn’t get the feel of it. 
Even so, I couldn’t write a novel like that without help. Would you 
help again, if I came back to Louisiana to write?” 

“Yes. I’d be willing to help, in parts where I can, because you do 
work hard. All right, you’re coming back to Louisiana to write The 
lUver Road. Now that’s settled, we might get on where we left off 
before you started this subject. My alarm goes off at five.” 

So after a year in Washington I did come back and he has helped— 
he and so many others that I cannot shake off the fear of failing to 
include all the names which should be on my long list of those who 
have given me invaluable assistance and information. But first of all, 
unquestionably, I should record my gratitude and indebtedness to* the 
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men who have been good enough to share with me as much of their 
own great knowledge of sugar and its production as my limited 
powers would absorb. Among these are the Honorable Edward J. Gay, 
manager and president of the St. Louis plantation, a valued friend 
of many years’ standing; all the Supples of Catherine Plantation, 
newer friends, but equally kind and helpful; the William B. Burken- 
roads. Senior and Junior, and the Edward Lafayes, Senior and Junior, 
partners in the great coffee importing firm of J. Aron and Soil and 
owners of the Supreme Sugar Factory and Refinery, where the pli asant 
guest house affords an ideal center for conference and research and 
where the genial manager, Mr. J. T. Landry, is always ready for 5oth; 
Mr. Richard C. Plater, Jr., of Acedia, another plantation where I am 
always sure of a welcome; Mr. (Clifford G. LeBlanc, Chief Cb tmist 
of Cora Texas, under whose guidance I first experienced the plersures 
of a sugar-house party; Mrs. Florence B. McGowen, who re ailed 
many other festive observances connected with sugar making, and 
whose recollections served to send me in search of them; Mr. G lorge 
M. Murrell, Manager of Tally-Ht), the factory with the mellow orick 
facade and graceful fanlight whxh inspired the description o: my 
fictional sugar house; Mr. George C. Pitcher, President and Manager 
of Alma Plantation; Mr. Feltus B. Leake, Factory Superintendent of 
Poplar Grove, and Mr. S. J. Gianelloni, Jr., owner of Longwood. 
Thanks to the never-failing hospitality of these per.^^ons and their fami¬ 
lies I have been able to visit Louisiana’s sugar factories, both in and 
out of season, and to observe many angles of the activities which take 
place there. And it has also been my privilege to listen, not only to 
historical facts, statistics and definitions connected with the sugar 
business, but to the legends which have grown up around it and around 
the men whose characters and careers, to such an astonishing degree, 
are interwoven with it. 

No one possessing the most superficial acquaintance with the his¬ 
tory of Louisiana sugar could fail to recognize, in my fictional account 
of the experiments with Java cane at Belle Heloise, the great factual 
contribution made to the industry at Southdown Plantation by such 
measures. But for the benefit of those who lack any such acquaintance, 
I am happy to quote from One Hundred Great Years, by Thomas 
Ewing Dabney, one of the most enlightening as well as one of the 
most enjoyable books on Louisiana which I have consulted: 

“In this century, Louisiana’s sugar swung still closer to extinction 
[than in the last] and this time there seemed to be no hope, for the 
land apparently had lost the ability to produce. ... In 1926 it had 
sunk to 42,000 long tons. That year the yield of the entire sugar belt 
was worth only $5,000,000, the value of the strawberry crop in one or 
two Parishes. The cane harvested just about equaled the seed planted. 

“The falling sickness Dr. E. W. Brandes of the United States Dc- 
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partmcnt of Agriculture in 1919 diagnosed as mosaic disease, which 
had already swept through the cane fields of Puerto Rico and Ar¬ 
gentina. The only cure, he said, was to plant new varieties, disease- 
resistant, as those countries had done. But the Louisiana planters paid 
no heed—^they were no longer the careful farmers they had been when 
their principal concentration was upon the growing of cane, and 
sugar-making was a routine chore with equipment which cost a few 
thousand dollars; now the involved and costly manufacturing process 
consumed most of their attention. They did not have time to read farm 
bulletins. Too cold, too hot, too wet, too dry, land worked out, they 
said, and there was nothing they could do about it. Anyway, there 
was no new cane they could get, for the United States prohibited the 
importation of seed for general planting purposes. 

“On Southdown Plantation near Houma, however, there were three 
men who read what Dr. Brandes had written, and pondered. They 
were David Pipes, Charles Krumbhaar, and Elliot Jones, who divided 
the financial, manufacturing, and production management of the 
plantation. From Dr. Brandes, they secured, in 1922, twenty-one eyes 
(sehd) of a cane new to this country but proved mosaic-proof in 
Argentina. 

“This was P.O.J. 234 —^the 234th seedling evolved in the cross- 
pollenization experiments in Proefstation Oest Java; but scoffing 
planters in Louisiana said the letters meant Poor Old Jones. 

“The Southdowners planted that tiny row of P.O.J. Strong and 
green grew the stalks—^no sign of mosaic, though they were sur¬ 
rounded by fields pale and droopy with the disease. They planted 
the entire yield. Next year, they did the same, and the next, and they 
kept this up until by 1927 they had enough new cane for their seven 
thousand acres, and to give the rest of the cane belt a start.” 

In trying to interpret various phases of life along the River Road I 
needed guidance and enlightenment *on many subjects besides the 
production of sugar, and sport, as locally pursued, was foremost 
among these, for this is a great hunting country. After receiving my 
first helpful hint from Hermann Deutsch about the prevalence of 
cat hunting, I conferred with my neighbor, Mr. S. J. Gianelloni, Jr. 
of Longwood Plantation, to whom I have already referred, and who 
has shown a co-operative spirit every time I have consulted him, no 
matter what the subject. I guessed that he might be a devotee of cat 
hunting and I was right; I had hardly put my question to him before 
he and his wife, his son and his daughter, had all embarked on en¬ 
thusiastic accounts of the cat hunts they had enjoyed, and from there 
they went on to tell tall tales of squirrel hunting and ’possum hunt¬ 
ing, too. But they knew a much greater authority, they assured me: 
‘their friend Elemore Morgan, who, by a happy chance, was coming 
to Longwood that evening with some photographs he had juA taken 
of the place—^he was one of the finest photographers anywhere around, 
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didn’t I know? Look, we would just have another drink and a few 
more sandwiches, and by that time Elemore and Dorothy would be 
there. . .. 

The meeting was a happy one for me in every respect. For Elemore 
Morgan proved to be not only a fine photographer—as anyone who 
reads this book will be able to see for himself!—and an authority on 
cat hunting, but a person of such varied knowledge and wide ac¬ 
quaintance that he was able to supplement his own store of infi rma- 
tion by help from several other authentic quarters; and the hrnters 
with whom I came in touch through him, like the planters I had 
previously met, not only taught me facts but told me stories, \^'hich 
in turn I have tried to retell. 

As a matter of fact, while all the characters with whom I have 
peopled The River Road are wholly imaginary—except in the cj se of 
well-known political and historic al figures, whose real names have 
been used throughout with no attempt to disguise them, and A ngus 
Holt, who actually lived and lal^ored at “The Cottage” for many 
years—many of the stories whkii I have woven around thei i or 
caused them to relate are wholly or largely true. These stories have 
come to me from many different sources, on many different occa¬ 
sions. It was Mrs. C. A. Dupuy, the mother of my friend Vl ilma 
Supple, who told me the story of the reluctant bride, when we were 
relaxing after a duck dinner at Catherine Plantation. It was Hewitt 
Bouanchaud who told me the story of the wolf who fell in love with 
a dog, at one of those expansive buffet suppers which abound in New 
Roads. It was Mrs. Corinne Favrot Hart of New Orleans who told me 
about the dance at Doiron’s, and made me see the girls’ gay cretonne 
dresses and their escorts’ matching blouses as clearly as if I had seen 
them myself. It was Lewis Gottlieb of Baton Rouge who told me 
about the speech to the deaf-mutes, at his camp on the Amite River, 
between the snatches of songs which Meadows, his own dusky “Ad¬ 
mirable Crichton,” was playing to the accompaniment of a banjo. 
He also acted as the intermediary through whom I met Major Felix 
Spiller and Captain J, C. Floyd, whose reminiscences supplied me with 
valuable material. Other incidents were suggested by the notable over¬ 
seas exploits of Lt. Col. Eberhard P. Deutsch and Paul Kalman. If these 
stories, and others too numerous to specify, do not carry conviction 
with them, it is less because they are not as real as the River Road itself 
than because of my own lack of skill as a raconteuse. 

Besides the persons who have told me specific stories, there are 
many who, because of their peculiar fitness to do so, have helped 
me to understand—and I hope interpret—atmosphere and develop 
character. Among these are Mrs. Lucille Bourgeois Dutton, now Chief 
of Central Files at Standard Oil, who was born and reared at “Stone¬ 
wall” near New Roads, and Miss MariejConrad, a niece of the owner 
of “Tht Cottage,” whose stories of their childhood have made me 
more conscious than ever of the happy lot of boys and girls who grew 
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up on plantations in the Deep South. Miss Marie’s father, Mr. Fred¬ 
erick D. Conrad, has helped me, too, tramping over every inch of the 
property on Conrad Point with me, so that I could mentally recreate 
all the buildings which once stood here. Her cousin, Mr. Joseph A. 
Loret—^formerly Assistant Attorney General of Puerto Rico and now 
Special Assistant Attorney for the Louisiana Highway Department— 
has furnished invaluable local color, too; he remembered all about the 
shrimp and beer parties they used to have on the batture, and all 
about the men who used to come to them. Through the good offices 
of Monsignor H. Joseph Jacobi I have met his friends the Cangemis 
of Baton Rouge and Father Gardino, Chaplain of the St, John Berch- 
man’s Home in New Orleans, and we have all taken counsel together 
as to how best to develop the characters of my Italian peddler and 
his family and to reproduce their dialect. Through the good offices of 
Mr. E. P. Simmons, President of Sangers in Dallas, I familiarized 
myself with my department store details, hitherto unknown to me. 
Through the good offices of Mr. W. B. Cotton, Jr., Director of Public 
Relations, and Mr. Claude F. Reynaud, Assistant Manager and Gen¬ 
eral Superintendent Inland Waterways, Louisiana Division of the 
Standard Oil, 1 have met Sherman Banta and Leland Le Normand, 
two of the real captains on the “McDougall,’' and groped my way 
towards the creation of another imaginary character, incidentally 
using another -true incident in doing so. Through the good offices of 
Lucille Bourgeois Dutton I met her visiting sister, Corinne Bourgeois 
Bienvenu, whose husband, Graham Bienvenu, is the manager of 
a large sugar central in Cuba, and revived my own pleasant memo¬ 
ries of that delightful island! And acting on my own initiative, I 
have met Captain William B. Smith, Assistant Director, Division 
of Student Life, at Louisiana State University, who has put me in 
touch with Mrs. Thomas W. Fort, whose husband’s heroic career, 
typical of the finest product of L.S.U., furnished me with the de¬ 
tails I needed to describe Riccardo^s. (The real winner of the 
Kemper Williams Saber in 1937 was Cadet Colonel Henry Holt 
Frisbec of Springfield, Massachusetts, now stationed at the Port of 
Embarkation in Boston with the rank of Major; but the action in the 
Pacific, which I have attributed to Riccardo, was all Major Fort’s.) 
A mutual friend brought Colonel W. G. Schauffler, Jr., then Com¬ 
mandant of Harding Field, to a party I was giving to celebrate the 
publication of Harnett Kane’s Deep 'Delta Country, and Vail’s war 
record was gradually established from this meeting, with the added 
help of Colonel Paul E. Todd, Captain Robert C. Camaish, Lieutenant 
John E. O’Loughlin, and Captain Frank P. Agnost, Headquarters 
E.A.T.C., Maxwell Field, Alabama. (And speaking of Harnett Kane, 
if I could do for Louisiana—or for any other state—in fiction what 
he has done for it in The Bayous of Louisiana and Deep Delta Coun¬ 
try I should feel I had achieved the ultimate for which any hovelist 
could hopel) • 
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Miss Thckla Hollingsworth, now a staff writer on the New Yor\ 
Times, who has long been recognized as a leading interpreter and 
adapter of Southern spirituals, wrote two of the lyrics which appear 
in this book, and helped me to arrange various versions of another 
which has long been locally sung at the end of the grinding season. 
The rest of the Negro songs which I have quoted have been taught 
me by my own colored staff at “The Cottage,” and are part of their 
own tradition. And let me gratefully say in passing that they have 
contributed in many other ways besides in teaching me their fongs! 

My friend, Frances Meredith Richard, librarian of Iberville l*arish 
Library Association and a staff writer on the Iberville South, did much 
of the research and furnished many of the reminiscences whi( i en¬ 
abled me to describe the Plaqueniine Sugar Festival of 1936; sh i was 
ably assisted by her brother, Dr. John Alvery Richard, Jr., an 1 her 
friend, Mrs. Samuel Daigre. Inc. dentally, the high-school essa; con¬ 
test described in Part IX really d d take place, and the actual v inner 
of the prize awarded in New Rc ids was Anne Louise Hewes i f the 
Poydras High School. To New Ri lads also goes the honor of clai ming 
as a citizen Allan Ramsey Wurtele, whose mechanical invent! ms— 
attributed in this novel to Mortimer Prescott—^have revolutionized the 
harvesting of sugar cane. The home of Mr. and Mrs. Chester D. I bikes 
in Baton Rouge furnished me with the prototype of the one I “gave” to 
Fabian dAlvery; and though Folkeses have a pleasant garden of their 
own, I transplanted the one which actually belongs to Mr. and Mrs. 
Thomas Moody, also if Baton Rouge, from St. Charles Street to 
Somerulos Street and attached it to the d’Alvery house! 

Besides isolated articles, editorials and pamphlets too numerous for 
mention, I have read with care and attention The Year Boo\ of the 
Louisiana Sugar Planters Association for 1917 and for 1921-1924, in¬ 
clusive; the 1939 Year Boo\ of the Louisiana Sugar Industry; the Story 
of Louisiana Sugar Cane issued in 1939 by the Educational Commit¬ 
tee of the American Sugar Cane League; The Cane Sugar Handboo\ 
by Guilford L. Spencer and George P. Meade; the spring issue of 
The Louisiana Tourist for 1939; and the series of ten articles, variously 
titled but all dealing with the problems precipitated by mosaic dis¬ 
ease, written by Thomas Ewing Dabney and published in the New 
Orleans Item during the spring of 1927. With the same care and at¬ 
tention which I have given the official records of the sugar industry, I 
have read the official journal of the proceedings of the Louisiana Senate 
and House of Representatives of 1930, and numerous diaries kept by 
planters, both past and present, in this region. Most of these diaries 
arc privately owned. Two, however— The Scrapboo\ and Diary of 
E, /. Capell and The Diary of Mrs. Isaac /. Hilliard —^both in manu¬ 
script form, are in the archives of the Louisiana State University; 
and one^ Plantation Life in the Plorida JParishes of Louisiana, as re¬ 
flected in the diary of Bennett H. Barrow, has been edited by Edwin 
Adams •Davis and is published by the Columbia University Press. 



G. G. Gerbing’s Camellias; Harnett Kane’s Louisiana Hayridel Elma 
Godchaux' Stubborn Roots; Frazier Smith’s White Pillars; Hermann 
dc Bachelle Seebold’s Old Louisiana Plantation Homes and Family 
Trees; William A. Read’s Louisiana French; lAzzit Carters McVoy’s 
Louisiana in the Short Story; and the Louisiana State Guide of the 
State Guide series published by Hastings House are among the many 
books, besides those already mentioned, which I have found especially 
illuminating. The article Old Man River is Rolling on to War, pub' 
lished in the February 21, 1943 issue of Parade, first stimulated the 
interest in river traffic which the location of The Cottage has further 
awakened, and part of Frances Belle’s reflections in Chapter XLVII are 
based on certain paragraphs of this article. I am greatly indebted to 
Parade for permission to use them in this way. I have also consulted 
the files of the New Orleans Item, the Baton Rouge Advocate and 
State Times, and the Lal^^e Charles American Press with good results. 

Louisiana is a law unto herself literally as well as figuratively; she 
is the only State in the Union, governed by the Napoleonic Code 
instead of the English Common Law, just as she is the only State 
which is divided into Parishes instead of Counties; and lest through 
my own lack of legal knowledge I should err in my references to the 
inheritance of property and other important questions I have consulted 
Charles Cecil Bird, Esq., of Baton Rouge and obtained his valuable 
legal advice. *Mr. Lewis Gottlieb, Vice-President of the City National 
Bank of Baton Rouge, has been equally patient in explaining some 
of the complex relations between bankers and planters, whose “yearly 
meetings were generally dreaded to an equal degree by both” during 
the depression period, though current conditions are happily very dif¬ 
ferent, Steele Burden, Landscape Architect of Louisiana State Uni¬ 
versity, has revealed to me the mysteries of many an old garden, 
enabling me, in the end, to recreate a real one as well as several 
imaginary ones. 

Though Jean Darling, the lifelong friend I mentioned near the be¬ 
ginning of this note, came with me on my first Louisiana venture, 
Clara Wilson, the faithful housekeeper who had ministered to my 
wants and needs for so many years, simultaneously decided she could 
not face the alien atmosphere of the Deep South. I missed her very 
much during my own absence from more accustomed ground and 
I am happy to feel she missed me a little, too. At all events, she was 
waiting to welcome me home, and when I told her that the Wash¬ 
ington scene was to be only an interlude then between sojourns in 
Louisiana, she said that the next time she would come, too. She was 
as good as her word, and I think she has had her reward. She freely 
states that “The Cottage” is the most beautiful place she has ever 
seen, and her kindly ways and culinary skill have won new friends 
for her as well as for me. These friends, to whom she is “Miss Clara,” 
are scattered up and down the River Road, throughout the Teche 
country, and all over the city of New Orleans. Indeed, who knows if 
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without the refreshment and sustenance of her incomparable mint 
juleps, her onion soups, corn chowders and dewberry pies, my various 
assistants would have the endurance to persevere in helping me 
throughout our long hard task? 

Among these assistants, I must not fail to mention my secretiary, 
Marion Ridinger Hunter, who certainly needed perseverance and 
endurance in order to keep abreast of her share of my work, but who 
somehow managed to do it, often against heavy odds. She is bj all 
means the best woman driver I liave ever seen, and as she rc,>rc- 
sented my only means of transportation most of the time, vas 
an important consideration. Beiiiv; decorative, as well as effici :nt, 
not the least of her contributions ?o The River Road was in po ing 
with Mr. James J. Bailey, one of d e heirs to “The Cottage,” and my 
dog Lucky, as the photograph wh ch Elemore Morgan took on his 
occasion furnished the basis for Mr. Norman Reeves’ jacket dra^\ ng. 
From these examples, it will be rei dily understood that “Little H int¬ 
er’s” activities in behalf of the book have extended in many directi ins. 
Katharine McKiever, of the N.( .W.C. News Service, whose, de¬ 
pendability in the matter of resear, h is as great as ever; Mary Lc sfer 
of the New Orleans Item; and Lucille Dutton, mentioned be!are, 
have all supplemented Marion’s efforts in various ways and also de¬ 
serve a hand. 

Every word in this author’s note will serve to reveal the fact that 
“I have received advice and help from many quarters.” But then, as 
Thomas Ewing Dabney^adds after making the same admission in One 
Hundred Great Years . . , “What careful reporter does not?” And 
anyway “This was in clarifying obscure developments,” not m crea¬ 
tive work. Many developments in Louisiana, among them political 
developments, require clarification, if the product of an outsider’s 
imagination is to have an indispensable seal of authenticity in the end, 
and this is one of the many ways in which Hermann’s help has meant 
^o much. Moreover, the mere mechanics of living have been difficult, 
and on that account also I have needed all the encouragement and 
succor I could secure from every source. While plying a profession 
peculiarly dependent upon communication, I have had to get along 
without a telephone, without mail service, without delivery of any 
commodity, even a newspaper. All this has taken some adjustment 
to meet, especially as the intermittent absence of water, roads which 
at times have been almost impassable, the ruin of two victory gardens 
—one through drought and one through seepage—and several long 
hard illnesses have further complicated the picture. I have found every¬ 
thing from snakes to skunks on my doorstep, and I have been obliged 
to combat mosquitoes and other insects which found no difficulty in 
boring their way through two sets of screens and a mosquito bar. After 
Mrs. Hunter’s departure at six in the evening I have been absolutely cut 
off from# the outside world. There has bcefi no way of summoning help 
in an emergency, and no way of getting out for change and diversion 
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since a spinal difficulty prevents me from driving a car myself and 
there was no one else on the place who could do so. I have been sepa¬ 
rated from all my family and most of my friends—never has my isola¬ 
tion been so complete in any place where I have visited. At one time I 
was seriously tempted to give up trying to cope with all these handicaps 
and resume my role of foreign correspondent, which I came to 
believe would entail fewer difficulties! But I resisted the tempta¬ 
tion because, even in my moments of greatest depression, I knew 
down deep in my heart that the beauty of my surroundings, the wealth 
of available material, the boon of my opportunity, and the faith of 
those friends who believed that I could “crown my gifts with grace 
to persevere” were far more significant than any obstacle in my path. 
Holding fast to this knowledge, I eventually found I could go on 
with an ever-deepening sense of purpose, of fulfillment, and of joy. 
In discovering the River Road which belonged to my story, I have 
proven again to myself that in life there is no such thing as a blind 
alley. Every impasse which looks like one leads, after all, to another 
n\^gic highway. F. P. K. 

“The Cottage,” River Road, 

Baton Rouge, Louisiana. 

December 1943-5cptcmbcr 1945, 
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*‘The description which I have g ven of a sugar estate, with its vast 
level fields, like emerald plains, its st ately sucrerie, its snow-white N« gro 
village, its elegant chateau buried iti trees, will answer for that of the 
hundreds which continuously line the two shores of the Mississi ppi, 
between Baton Rouge and New C)rleans. ... A few yards from the 
water runs a beautiful road, bordered on one side by gardens and hot ses, 
and on the other by the River. . . . The whole line of shore, for the 
one hundred and fifty miles, is a continued unbroken street. *. . 
This ... is the river road, following in and out every curve of the em¬ 
banked shore, and level as a race horse track. Thus, one riding along 
this road has constantly the green bank, or Levee, on one side, with the 
mile-wide River flowing majestically by, bearing huge steamers past on 
its tawny bosom. On the other hand are hedges separating gardens, 
lawns, cottages, villas, arid emerald cane fields, with groups of live oaks, 
magnolias, lemon, and banana trees interspersed. For miles, all the day 
long, the traveler can ride through a scene of beauty and ever lively 
interest.” 

—Ta\en from ''The Sunny South, or The Southerner at Home: 
Letters embracing five years experience of a northern governess in the 
land of sugar and cotton* . . . Edited by Professor G. H. Ingraham 
of Mississippi. Published by G. G. Evans, Philadelphia — 1860. 









PART I 

*'Hail the Conquering Hero Comes** 
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CHAl’TER I 

I 

“There’s no use going to the window yet, Merry. It’s barely five and 
you know these things never start on time. I don't believe the parade’s 
left the campus yet.” 

“I don’t suppose it has. But I like standing here where I can see the 
flags and festoons. Come here and look at them, too.” 

“I’ve looked at ’em already. Anyway, our own show windows have 
got all the other decorations licked to a standstill and we can’t see 
those from here. That backdrop of the battleship with the eagle hover¬ 
ing over her is a knockout.” 

“Yes, it is. And I like t|ie way the war relics are arranged in front of 
it between the Victory Loan posters. But the other stores have good 
displays, too, Hazel, and all this bunting floating in the air gives me a 
big thrill. So do the crowds. I never saw so many people on Third 
Street. The parade’ll be along presently. I don’t mind waiting.” 

“I know you don’t. But at that, it doesn’t usually get a girl anywhere.” 

Hazel Wallace spoke in a tone slightly tinged with sarcasm. Every¬ 
one in Goldenberg’s store knew that Meredith Randall, Mr. Golden* 
berg’s private secretary, had waited and waited for Gervais d’Alvery 
to come back from France and marry her. As far as that went, everyone 
in Baton Rouge knew it, and almost everyone had thought that her 
waiting would be in vain. But Merry, as they all called her, did not 
seem to mind. She did not mind having people know that she was 
waiting, she did not mind having people speak of it, she did not even 
mind having them feel that her confidence was misplaced. To be sure, 
she did not air her patience and her trust, she did not bring up Gervais 
d’Alves^y’s name of her own accord. But her faith in him was so 
supren^e that her very bearing bespoke it; her love for him had such 
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a shining quality that its glow pervaded her being. Lately, since the 
grudging but general admission that her confidence had not been mis¬ 
placed after all, and the further unmistakable evidence that she had 
reason not only to trust his integrity but to glory in his prowess, this 
glow had expanded to include everyone around her and actually to 
transform the drab surroundings of herself and her fellow workers. 
Gervais d’Alvery had won promotion for gallant conduct in the face 
of the enemy; in spite of serious wounds, he had successfully led his 
men against Hun machine-gun emplacements; after his recovery, the 
United States Government had conferred the Distinguished Service 
Cross upon him, and the French Government the Croix de Guerre. 
His home coming, late the previous week, had been the occasion of the 
greatest demonstration that had ever taken place at the Baton Rouge 
station. Now in the Victory Loan Parade which was about to begin he 
was the object of excited and concentrated attention. Nearly one 
hundred officers and men, recently returned from overseas, were to 
march in the parade. But none of them had made such a record as 
Gervais d’Alvery; none so dashingly embodied the popular conception 
of’^a “hero”; and none, by birth and background, was so logically 
predestined to become the local idol. 

No wonder that Hazel, sauntering over to the dingy window of the 
crowded cubbyhole where she and Merry did their typing at adjacent 
clattering machines, said to herself, rather resentfully, that her sarcasm 
seemed to fall Jlat. Merry could certainly afford to ignore it. Because 
everyone had now seen the meeting of her and Gervais at the station. 
Everyqne had known from the avidity with which he seized her in his 
arms and pressed his face down against hers, and from the lingering 
reluctance with which he finally released her, with what fervor and 
intensity he returned her love. Everyone knew that he would rather 
have gone straight home with her to the jer^built little bungalow on 
St. Napoleon Street, where she lived with tier shrewish mother, and 
their eccentric lodger, Miss Mittie Alden, than to have been borne 
away on the shoulders of cheering men to the music of a big brass 
band. In fact, a good many people said afterwards that it was a shame 
the official banquet to which Gervais had so triumphantly been taken 
had lasted so long, that the Governor and the Mayor and the Secretary 
of State had all made such long speeches. Because, when these were 
finally over, it had been too late for Gervais to see Merry again that 
night. He had been obliged to go straight on to his plantation, Belle 
Hcloisc,^and the cheering men and the’brass band had accompanied 
him all the way down the River Road. Not that anyone doubted he 
had managed to get back to see Merry since then... . 

The door leading from Mr, Goldenberg’s private office into the 
cubbyhole opened quietly, and Mr. Goldenberg came out—a thickset, 
gray-haired man, immaculate of appearance and formal of manner. He 
spoke to the girls civilly but conventionally, t 

“I sec youVe finished your letters, Miss Meredith. Mrs. Goldenberg 



and my mother, with two or three of their friends, have come down to 
my office to watch the parade, and Mrs. Goldenberg has suggested that 
perhaps you would like to join us. She’d be very glad to have you, 
if you would. Miss Hazel may come, too, if Mr. Sears can spare her.” 

Mr. Sears, the merchandise manager, whose office was on the other 
side of the cubbyhole, was a notorious martinet, and Mr. GoldenI>erg 
never interfered with his subordinates’ discipline. Hazel had been pout¬ 
ing all the afternoon over the amount of work which he had left her 
to plow through when he went out. But after all, he had gone. He was 
going to march in the parade himself, with G^^^her members of the 
Victory Loan Committee. If he did not find all his letters written v^ tien 
he came back the next morning I^e could stew and stew, but t tere 
would be nothing he could do a »out it then. Hazel accepted Mr. 
Goldenberg’s invitation with gushii g alacrity. 

“Oh, Mr. Goldenberg, that’s sim^ y sweet of youl I mean it’s sin ply 
sweet of Mrs. Goldenberg. I’d ado e to watch the parade from ) aur 
office windows. Wouldn’t you, Mer;y.?” 

“It is very kind of Mrs. Goldenbe r g to ask us. But I think perhaus I 
ought to wait here for Miss Mittic. I told her this was where she’d 
find me. She wouldn’t know where to look for me, if I left.” 

“I will keep someone else here, in your place. Miss Meredith, to: tell 
your friend that you’re in my office. Of course, Mrs. Goldenberg and I 
will be very pleased to have her join us there, too, when she arriv^.” 

As if the matter were settled, Mr. Goldenberg opened the door of 
his office again, and tfft: two girls walked in. The cubicles occupied 
by the minor officials of the store were drab and cluttered, and great 
naked-looking white water coolers stood in their corners, between the 
olive-green files. The floors in most of these cubicles were bare, though 
Mr. Sears had somehow contrived to achieve a shabby, mousecolorcd 
carpet. The desks were badly battered and perpetually heaped with 
untidy piles of papers, escaping from beneath glass paperweights, and 
other miscellaneous packages littered the straightbacked chairs. The 
walls were undecorated except for dog-eared sales charts, felt bulletin 
boards defaced by pricking, and mammoth calendars issued by insur¬ 
ance companies. But Mr. Goldenberg’s office was entirely different, and 
Hazel, who seldom had occasion to enter it, was much impressed. A 
brightly colored rug covered the floor, and reproductions of Mr. Max- 
field Parrish’s exotic paintings adorned the walls. There were no files, 
and instead of the objectionable water cooler, a shining thermos jar, 
precisely placed with two neat glasses on a matching tray, invited re¬ 
freshment. The glassed-over desk was orderly and sparsely covered, and 
the only calendar in the room was a small one, neatly encased in a 
frame of tooled leather, which matched the frame containing the photo¬ 
graph of Mrs. Goldenberg in full but restrained evening dress which 
stood on the opposite side of the unblemished blotter, near a silver bud 
vase cohtaining a lonely crimson rose. Merry was a pretty lucky girl. 
Hazel thought, to spend so much of her time in an office like this, work- 
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ing for a perfect gentleman like Mr. Goldenberg, instead of being 
cooped up in a horrid little pen with a sourpuss like Mr. Sears. Just the 
same, she did not think Merry had been invited to come to this office, 
socially, before. She knew, for a fact, that nothing of the sort had hap¬ 
pened on Armistice Day, because she and Merry had watched the 
parade together then. It was that million-volt kiss at the depot which 
had got Merry this invitation. Mrs. Goldenberg knew perfectly well 
that Captain Gervais d’Alvery of Belle Heloise would not have kissed 
Meredith Randall of St. Napoleon Street like that, for all the world to 
sec, if he had not meant to marry her; and now that Merry’s days as 
Mr. Goldenberg’s secretary were numbered, and her position as the 
chatelaine of Belle Heloise assured, Mrs. Goldenberg felt very differ¬ 
ently towards her. 

Mrs. Goldenberg came forward to meet the girls and to introduce 
them to her mother-in-law and her friends. She was a dark handsome 
woman dressed in dark handsome clothes, which were a little heavy¬ 
looking for late spring, but nevertheless as elegant as they were costly. 
Bqfore the World War, Mrs. Goldenberg had gone to Paris every year 
to buy her clothes, and she was already planning to resume these pleas¬ 
ant pilgrimages; meanwhile she had done very well in New York. 
A sable stole was draped over her satin-sheathed shoulders, and a 
diamond bar pin sparkled in the smooth folds of the shining material 
drawn down over her ample breast. There were diamonds on her 
fingers, too, 'hot many of them, but enormous. Hazel noticed, and 
beyond a doubt the large pearls around her neck were real. There were 
advantages in marrying a rich storekeeper after all, whatever stuck-up 
girls who would have nothing to do with anyone “in trade” might say 
about it. Hazel was sure Merry would never have diamonds to compare 
with Mrs. Goldenberg’s, just heirloom jewelry in heavy settings, cameos 
and garnets probably, and maybe some seed pearls. Hazel had noticed 
the insignificant little ring which Merry had been wearing the last few 
days, and though she had it on her right hand instead of her left. Hazel 
had no doubt that Gervais had given it to her. It was just the sort of 
ring Hazel would have expected of him, made of twisted gold and 
studded with turquoises, some of them slightly discolored. The 
d’Alverys were not poverty-stricken, like so many of the old River 
families who looked down on the townsfolk and spoke of them sneer- 
ingly as “catfish aristocracy,” because when the Mississippi receded 
after it had risen, quantities of catfish were left on the banks beside 
Baton Rouge. But they were not wealthy either. 

As far as Hazel knew, Fabian d’Alvery was the only one of Gervais’ 
kin who was really prosperous, and he had not lived on a plantation 
in a long time, but in a cute house on Somerulos Street. This was right 
on the edge of “Catfish Town,” but no one made disparaging remarks 
about Fabian for living there, because he was a d’Alvery. He was also 
a lawyer, and furthermore he was making money fast. Of course*he had 
something queer the matter with his spine, which had prevented him 
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from going to war, and he had been very bitter about that; but he had 
kept on getting richer and richer just the same. And he was one of the 
best speakers in the Parish; he had been in constant demand as a 
“Four-Minute Man” in every one of the Liberty Loan Drives. He was 
going to speak that very afternoon, on the corner of Convention and 
Third Street, when the parade halted on purpose to admit such ad¬ 
dresses. Probably he had done just as much good, raising money by 
making speeches and giving away a lot himself besides to the Red i ^ross 
and other good causes, as Gervais had done getting woundeej and 
killing Huns. Only he did not think so, and Merry did not see n to 
think so either. That was another reason why Fabian was embitt tred. 
Merry respected Fabian and pitied him, but she adored Gervais. And 
if Merry had only felt just a little differently, or would have prete ided 
that she did, she could have been married at the beginning of the war, 
when nearly all the other girls vere doing it, and given wond irful 
parties on Somerulos Street for vis. ting celebrities, and worn diair Dnds 
as big as Mrs. Goldenberg’s. . . . 

“This is my husband’s mother, Miss Randall,” Mrs. Goldenberg was 
saying smoothly, breaking in on Hazel’s reverie. “She enjoys a pj rade 
beyond anything, so I hope you’ll stand right here beside her, and 
explain everything to her. I’m afraid I don’t understand the program 
very well. But it begins at the University, doesn’t it?” i 

“Yes, on the campus. The parade must have started already. I tfemk 
it’s headed by the mounted police. If we listen well hear the horses 
coming presently. And, the music. There are going to be three bands.” 

Without self-consciousness or awkwardness, Merry had taken the 
indicated place beside the elder Mrs. Goldenberg. The old lady looked 
at her shrewdly, and, at first, rather sharply; but apparently she was 
pleased with what she saw. Merry’s big brown eyes met hers candidly, 
and there was something so trustful in their gaze that her own glance 
softened as she continued her scrutiny. She had heard that this girl was 
a beauty, and she had suffered occasional pangs of maternal uneasiness 
in thinking of her son’s secretary. But now she knew the pangs were 
needless. There was an almost childlike quality, not only in Merry’s 
guileless gaze, but in the fresh bloom of her skin, and in the dimples 
which deepened in her cheeks when she smiled. Her hair, which she 
wore bound with a ribbon and falling in loose waves over her shoulders, 
enhanced the illusion of extreme youth; it must have been honey- 
colored when she was a little girl, for though it was brown now, it was 
still full of golden glints. But the old lady who was so carefully ap¬ 
praising all this likewise saw that beneath its masses of shining hair the 
girl’s head was shapely and erect, and she sensed that beneath the fair 
flesh the bodily structure was very strong. Here before her was some¬ 
thing more than beauty and better than beauty. She could feel Merry’s 
generous vitality flowing out towards her, warming her aged limbs and 
reaninjating her wary spirit, and in like,measure she was aware of the 
girl’s integrity and intelligence and steadfastness. She smothered a little 



sigh, knowing that her son would lose a great deal when he lost the 
cheer and challenge of such a presence. Then she smiled and gave 
Merry’s hand a litde pat, as her daughter-in-law went on with the in¬ 
troductions, belatedly including Hazel in them. 

“Mrs. Silver, you’ve met my husband’s invaluable little secretary be¬ 
fore, haven’t you? Really? Why I thought— And this is her friend 
Miss—oh, yes—of course, Miss Wallace! Mrs. Wayland, Miss Randall 
and Miss Wallace. Mrs. Bourdonnay, Miss Randall and Miss Wallace. 
It’s delightful, isn’t it, that we could have some charming young girls 
added to our little group? I asked Miss d’Alvery and her friend Miss 
Hathaway to join us, because I really think you can get a better view 
of a parade from this office than from any other point. But it seems 
they’d already been invited to the Mansion. Governor and Mrs. Pleasant 
arc having a small coffee party. You know Miss Cresside d’Alvery, of 
course. Miss Randall?” 

“No, I haven’t met her yet. But I’m hoping to.” 

Funny that she can talk like that about Gervais’ sister, Hazel thought, 
as if it did not matter at all that Cresside d’Alvery, who was as snooty 
aseshe was fast, had gone out of her way to avoid meeting Merry. And 
as for Cresside’s bosonrA friend, Regine Hathaway, she had told all over 
town that there was nothing in the rumored engagement, that Gervais 
had never intended to marry a nobody ^like Meredith Randall. The 
■scene at the station had put an abrupt stop to her spiteful talk, and 
Hazel, for one, was glad of it. But still she wasn’t easy in her mind 
about Regine Hathaway; she thought Regin^ would try to get even 
with Merry yet. Because, of course, Regine had wanted Gervais her¬ 
self—almost as much as Cresside wanted Regine’s friend, Sylvestre 
Tremaine, who was up from New Orleans visiting at Hathaway Hall 
now, and who must have gone with them to the Mansion. Sylvestre 
Tremaine hadn’t been in the war either, though the reason wasn’t as ob¬ 
vious as it was in Fabian d’Alvery’s case. As far as anyone knew, there 
wasn’t anything the matter with Sylvestre’s spine. That is, not really. 
Though Hazel, seemed to remember she had heard someone refer to 
him as “that spineless slacker.’^ 

Hazel’s contemptuous reflections were interrupted at this point by the 
properly heralded arrival of Miss Mittie Alden. No one in Baton Rouge 
knew much about the Randalls’ lodger, beyond the fact that she was 
an excellent teacher and a strict disciplinarian, and she was generally 
considered to be as mysterious as she was peculiar. She was a wiry little 
woman, with unkempt hair and hands, whose clothes were an eyesore, 
and whose nose always looked as if it were very cold, even in the warm¬ 
est weather. Among her few friends, she had a way of expressing her¬ 
self that was both quaint and effective, but when she went out among 
strangers, she was silent and constrained, and her cold nose quivered 
all the time, like a rabbit’s. It quivered now, as she made her miserable 
rounds of the Goldenbcrgs gnd their friends, meanwhile casting an 
accusing eye at Merry, and muttering angrily under her breath, as if 

8 ' 



to blame the girl for the agonizing experience to which she was being 
subjected. But Merry, seemingly more and more at ease, blithely ig¬ 
nored this. She made sure that Miss Mittie was placed where there 
would be the best possible view of the parade, and then herself went 
on talking to old Mrs. Goldenberg. 

“I can hear the music now, can’t you? Listen!” 

Old Mrs. Goldenberg leaned forward. She was growing a little deaf, 
but the strains which had so quickly reached Merry’s alert cars souided 
thrillingly, if dimly, in her own. 

^‘Buy a bond, buy a bond, buy a bond. 

Help the boys across the pond. 

They are fighting t here for you. 

Yes, they’re dying for you too, 

Buy a bond, buy a bond, buy a bond!” 

‘‘Well they’re not dying now/’ Merry said thankfully, pre sing 
old Mrs. Goldenbcrg’s hand. “The song doesn’t fit that way any i lore. 
But, of course, we still ought to buy bonds—^that’s the whole >oint 
of this parade. So in that way the song does fit, doesn’t it? And t's a 
grand tune!” She began to hum the song herself, under her bteath. 

“ ‘Help the boys across the sea, 

Far away in sunny France, 

Where they take a hero’s chance. 

Buy a,bond, buy a bond for liberty!’” 

The music was coming nearer and nearer. Merry interrupted hersdf 
to tell Mrs. Goldenberg about something else, now that the stimulus of 
the song was no longer a surprise. “We’ll be seeing the mounted police 
any moment. And then the Red Cross nurses, and the canteen workers, 
and the Boy Scouts-” 

“And the Victory Loan Committee,” interposed Hazel, speaking 
up, in spite of herself, for the absent Mr. Sears. 

“Yes, the Victory Loan Committee, and hundreds of Standard Oil 
employees. The Standard Oil has a wonderful band of its own, Mrs. 
Goldenberg. A man named Sylvester Smith leads it. And there’s the 
fife and drum corps, too. Price Mitchell leads that. And the Uni¬ 
versity Band- 

“You’re not going to forget to mention the Overseas Contingent, are 
you, Miss Meredith, while you’re talking to my mother?” 

Mr. Goldenberg still spoke civilly and conventionally in addressing 
Merry but somehow it was evident that she had contrived to please 
him very much. Hazel did not know whether this was because Merry 
was being so nice to his mother, to whom he was devoted; or whether 
it was because she was so natural and simple in the presence of his 
wife and the other important ladies, though a little graver than usual;, 
or whether it was because he too had realized the import as well as the 
impact of that million-volt kiss at the station. If it were the kiss that 
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had changed his estimate of Merry, however, Hazel felt that the 
underlying reasons for this were not the same as the underlying 
reasons for his wife’s cordiality. He would not be moved by Merry as 
the prospective mistress of Belle Heloise; in fact, he would probably 
go out of his way to indicate that this would make no difference to 
him, for Mr. Goldcnberg was a very proud person in his own right, 
much prouder than Mrs. Goldenberg, and toadied to no one. But he 
might well be moved by Merry as a human being devotedly loving and 
passionately beloved. . . • 

When the Overseas Contingent swung into sight, led by Gervais 
d’Alvery, lean, bronzed, handsome, wearing his captain’s uniform and 
all his medals. Hazel, watching the expression of Mr. Goldenberg’s 
face, knew that in her last surmise she had not guessed wrong. 

II 

*‘If you fellows really want to see anything of this parade, you better 
stop talking politics for a few minutes and come on out. There’s the 
Red Cross unit starting up the . street right now and the Overseas 
Division’s right behind it.” 

“I don’t give a damn about the Overseas Division. I can’t go any¬ 
where these days that I don’t find the streets blocked by a parade. 
What I came down here from Caddo to find out, and what I haven’t 
found out yet-” 

know, Tack, I know. In fact, Jim and I both know why you came 
down here from Caddo. So docs Carruth, fcfr that matter. Just the 
same,'this is only April, and the election doesn’t come off till next 
January, So there’s still a little time to spare. We’ve been talking 
politics quite a while now to please you. Maybe you’d be willing to 
humor the rest of us by taking a half-hour off to see the parade. It 
couldn’t do any harm.” 

Three of the four men who had paused in front of the cash register 
at “Izzy’s” moved unhurriedly towards the sidewalk, and after an 
instant’s hesitation the fourth one. Tack Evans, reluctantly decided to 
join them. At his invitation the others had been drinking small blacks 
and eating L.S.U. cream cheese at the counter which ran the length of 
the tunneUike room, constituting the politicians’ favorite meeting 
place: Bailey, the Secretary of State who had spoken first; 

George Favrot, the Congressman from the sixth district, who had 
retorted to Tack so drily, and Carruth Jpnes, an attorney and legislator 
of East Baton Rouge Parish, whose high-pitched voice seemed to be 
momentarily silenced. On their way out they had stopped to speak 
to the beaming, baldheaded proprietor of the little cafe. Izzy always 
presided personally at the cash register, in front of a large photograph 
of himself which was fastened up against a shelf and inscribed across 
the forehead with the words famous for his brains. He was a very 
short man, so that physically fhe cash register almost concealed him; 
the tufts of gray hair encirding his shiny dome and the cleanshaven 
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contour of his rubicund countenance were barely visible above it. But 
nothing could obscure Izzy’s radiant personality or dim the luster of 
his fame. Orleanians often said, rather sneeringly, that Izzy’s was 
the only place in Baton Rouge where civilized food could be had. 
But not one of them denied that you could get it there. 

“The Congressman’s right, Mr. Evans,” he now said encouragingly, 
noticing that the outsider still hesitated. “You don’t want to miss 
seeing this Overseas Division. It’s going to be a great sight. Moie’n a 
hundred men in it, all from Baton Rouge. And this young fellow who’s 
leading it, Gervais d’Alvery, he’s made a fine record. We’re all m ghty 
proud of him in this section. He was in here Saturday, eating ^ome 
of my specialties, relishing ’em, too. Mary’s Lamb and Izzy’s Yam, 
that’s what I served him. Well, I’m going to have another look a- that 
boy myself. I believe he’s going l ir.” While Izzy was still spea dng, 
three or four white-jacketed, whi^e-aproned Negro waiters shot past 
towards the door with unaccustomed alacrity, and Izzy beamed nore 
broadly than ever. “I might just as well,” he said. “Tliere wod t be 
any cash coming in to ring up undl those boys of mine get back ' My 
customers are out on the sidewalk already. Everybody wants t) see 
Captain d’Alvery at the head of that Division.” 

He might as well give up the struggle. Tack Evans said to himself, 
though he stood still for a moment longer, impatiently jiggling the 
large monogram hanging from his watch chain, and listening un¬ 
moved to strains of “Over There.” As he had previously remarked, 
he had not come down from Caddo to see a parade; he had come 
down because he wanted to know what was brewing in the political 
pot, who was going to support whom, what the score was on the 
governorship.. He assumed that the man backed by Behrman, the 
mayor of New Orleans, would get in; Behrman had backed Pleasant, 
and Pleasant had got in, so very likely it would be the same next time. 
But he wanted to be sure. At the same time, he wanted to be on good 
terms with the three men who had just been his guests, because as 
far as Baton Rouge was concerned, the right side was whatever side 
they were on. In other words, the gubernatorial candidate they didn’t 
support might be elected, but never the local representatives; and 
Tack had to stand in with the local representatives, too, if he intended 
to make a mark for himself. That was just what he did intend, now 
that his field had proved up, after he had got that grand drilling, 
contract. And he couldn’t make his mark if he made mistakes. He 
had to try to run with the hare and hunt with the hounds. It was all 
very complicated. 

Moving slowly forward, Tack abandoned the monogrammed watch 
chain, and lighted a cigarette. Jim Bailey was smoking a cigar now, 
he noticed, Carruth Jones a pipe,‘and George Favrot was unobtrusively 
chewfng tobacco. Tack pushed his way through the crowd and joined 
them at the edge of the sidewalk, towering above them alL Bailey 

11 



was a tall man, too, but Evans was long and rangy, built more like 
the traditional Texan than the typical Louisianian. He was proud 
of his size, as he was of his record, but he knew that neither impressed 
this triumvirate whose good will it was so essential he secure. He was 
only a hillbilly to them; the others all “belonged.” 

The Red Cross unit was directly in front of Izzy’s now, the first 
section of it being in the form of a living “Old Glory,” woven by 
nurses. Some were dressed entirely in white, others entirely in red; 
these two divisions made up the stripes of the flag. The field effect 
was given by stars in the caps of another division of marchers. The 
nurses swung rapidly along, their pretty faces alight, their trim per¬ 
sons swaying to the strains of “Keep the Home Fires Burning”: 

“Keep the Home Fires Burning, 

While your hearts are yearning. 

Though the lads are far away 
They dream of home. 

There’s a silver lining, through the dark clouds shining, 

Turn the dark clouds inside out 
Till the boys come home.” 

Behind the section forming “Old Glory” was another forming the 
Red Cross, and this was followed by still ahother forming a big blue 
V to typify the Fifth Loan. These animate flags were all greeted 
with tremendous applause, in which Bailey, Favrot and Jones all 
joined heartily, while Evans continued to stares moodily out towards 
the street. The Red Cross unit was followed by a huge white float, 
with a beautiful girl enthroned at one end. She was dressed in ^ flowing 
Grecian robe, and carried an enormous American flag; at her feet, in 
attitudes of appropriate admiration, were grouped several sailors, 
soldiers and marines. Jim Bailey looked the girl over appraisingly, and 
nodded his approval. 

“Corinne Bourgeois does right well as Miss America,” he said to 
Favrot. Then he gave a soft chuckle. “Just the same, the general 
effect would be a whole lot better if that brass eagle on the top of 
her flag didn’t keep getting caught in the electric wires. Someone 
ought to have measured it beforehand.” 

“You’re a great one, Jim, always telling what someone else ought 
to do. Why didn’t you ever think of that yourself, until just now?’’ 

“I can’t think of everything, can I? I’ve got enough to do running 
an office, running for re-election to that office, and not minding other 
people’s business. Well, here’s what we’ve been waiting for. Suppose 
we stop arguing and take it all in.” 

The “Miss America” float had been the direct precursor of the 
Overseas Division. Preceded by a band playing “Over There,” more 
than a hundred recently discharged soldiers and sailors were now 
coming up Third Street. Most of them marched jauntily, responding 
gaily to me prolonged cheers with which they were greeted; but a 



few looked straight ahead of them as they marched, their white faces 
set in grim lines. Several were minus an arm, and several others walked 
with a limp, struggling and skipping to keep up with the smart pace 
of their comrades. Here and there three gold stripes, representing a 
year and a half of service overseas, glittered in the sunshine; here and 
there a medal gleamed, proclaiming its wearer a hero of the Argonne 
or St. Mihiel; and taken by and large, the men’s uniforms were fresh 
and neat. Some, however, were stained and shabby, some were in¬ 
complete, and in still other instances, the men were even w< iring 
civilian dress, placarded with circular cards bearing the I gend 
“Veteran, World War.” Many wore a white rose, previously p nned 
upon their persons by the pretty ^irls who made up the animate flags 
in the Red Cross Division. But ;c was obvious that no special effort 
had been made to achieve conformity in appearance among the i inks; 
the men had only recently returnt d from overseas, singly and in ;mall 
groups and they represented many different types of service; i was 
something of a triumph to have got so many together on such short 
notice, in a small city, without try .ng to do more. 

What the division as a whole lac ked in dash, however, its leader s€up- 
plied in abundant measure: Gervais d’Alvery, clad in the field 
uniform of a Captain of Artillery was an arresting figure. He wa.^ only 
a little above medium height, and slenderly built; but he carried him¬ 
self so proudly and erectly that he gave the effect of being a tall and 
powerful man. He had the high cheek bones, fine features and clear 
olive complexion characteristic of a Creole aristocrat, and his tan ac¬ 
centuated the fine quality of his skin instead of detracting from it. A 
small black mustache, closely clipped, shadowed his upper Up, and his 
rather heavy brows were black, too; both added to the striking quality 
of his handsome face. His magnetism, Uke his vitality, was inescapable. 

“If I only had that young fellow up in Shreveport, Vd know what 
to do. I wouldn’t have to be studying who to send down here, ’ Evans 
remarked at last, his eyes following the trim figure of Captain d’Alvery 
with reluctant admiration. 

“Aren’t you getting pretty biggity, talking about ‘sending down’? 
If you’ve elected anyone yet, I haven’t happened to hear of it. Not out¬ 
growing your breeches, are you, Evans?” 

Bailey was invariably soft-spoken, but his pleasant voice could be 
oddly at variance with his pointed words. Evans flushed angrily at the 
sound of it now. Before he could frame an effective retort, however, 
George Favrot broke in. 

“It’s not impossible, you know, that the Parish of East Baton Rouge 
may know what to do with Gervais d’Alvery. Caddo isn’t the only place 
where his qualities could be appreciated.” 

“That’s so. Besides, it might be a good thing if the other representa¬ 
tive from this Parish were a planter.” 

Cairuth Jones was joining in the discussion at last, somewhat self¬ 
consciously. His high-pitched voice broke in a slight squeak, and he 



took his pipe from between his teeth and turned to look covertly at 
sach of his companions in turn. Jim Bailey laughed, easily. 

“I suppose you think you’re elected already, Carruth.” 

“Well, same to you, Jim. You think you’ve got a mortgage on your 
job. Some time Louisiana might decide it actually wanted another 
Secretary of State.” 

“Yes, it might. But I’ll begin to worry about that when it happens. 
Meanwhile, I’m not so sure about running soldiers as candidates, espe¬ 
cially officers/’ Jim Bailey replied. He still spoke with easy good na¬ 
ture, but a more thoughtful note had crept into his voice. “Right now, 
everyone’s shouting ‘Hooray* just like we are. But every buck private 
who’s had to salute and say, ‘Yes sir’!—‘No sir’!—^‘Oh sir’! for two 
years will be laying in the gap to catch even.” 

“I can’t agree with you there, Jim.” Tack Evans was jiggling his 
monogrammed watch chain again, while he rather dourly regarded 
a large truck that was lumbering by, placarded with the inscription 
WE HELPED TAKE THE GERM OUT OF GERMANY AND THE HELL OUT OF WIL¬ 
HELM. The truck, along with others bearing similar captions, was a 
feature of the division sponsored by the Standard Oil, and it seemed 
to rouse a special feeling of animosity in him. Under his breath Evans 
was damning the Standard Oil as an organization, and even its products 
listed on the side of another truck as war-winning commodities. But 
the watch chain had always given him a feeling of importance; now it 
seemed partly to restore the right to authoritative speech of which the 
genial Secretary of State kept robbing him. “A*hero is a hero,” Evans 
ended stentoriously. 

“I think you’ve got something there. Tack. Besides, if one of our 
representatives is going to have a name like Jones—” George Favrot 
paused, chuckling and glancing slyly in the direction of the attorney— 
“it wouldn’t do any harm if we picked somebody with a name like 
d’Alvery for the other. I don’t need to tell you we have to think of 
things like that in South Louisiana.” 

“I suppose you do.” Though the remark had not been addressed to 
Tack Evans, he picked it up as if it had. “But can you always get men 
like this captain of yours to run for office, even if you do think of it? 
The d’Alvcrys are a pretty proud bunch, aren’t they? Inclined to be¬ 
lieve politics too damned dirty for them?” ^ 

“You may think you know the d’Alvery breed. Tack, but you don’t. 
Not as well as I do, anyway. You’ve never been thrown with the River 
families any to speak of, so far, have you?” Again the soft-spoken 
Secretary of State was putting the hillbilly in his place; again* Tack 
Evans felt the angry flush rising from his ruddy forehead to the roots 
of his sandy hair. “I’ll admit you couldn’t get him to run for a job 
like sheriff or assessor,” Bailey went on pleasantly. “He wouldn’t be in¬ 
terested in the patronage side of politics. But he’d be glad to do any¬ 
thing he thought would help his friends and neighbors, especiaily his 
fellow planters.” Jim Bailey looked thoughtfully down Third Street, 



as if he could still sec Gcrvais d’Alvcry marching at the head of the 
Overseas Division. “In fact, Fd be glad to bet on it, if anyone would 
care to take me up.” Again his face brightened with his winning smile, 
and he nodded across the clearing sidewalk in the direction of Izzy's. 
The beaming proprietor had resumed his place behind the cash register, 
and the white-jacketed, white-aproned Negro waiters were unhurriedly 
beginning to serve the customers who were drifting back towards the 
stools lining the long counter. “The parade seems to be about over, the 
part we’re interested in, anyway,” he said. “Why don’t we have anc ther 
round of small blacks, on me this time? We can go to work no^/ on 
whatever Tack came all the way down from Caddo to get off his chest.’* 

ui 

“‘Oh, it isn’t cheerful to see a man, the marvelous work of God, 

Crushed in the mutilation mill, < rushed to a smeary clod; 

Oh, it isn’t cheerful to hear him moan; but it isn’t that I mine 

It isn’t the anguish that goes ^^ith him, it’s the anguish he haves 
behind. 

For his going opens a tragic do< r that gives on a world of pair,* 

And the death he dies, those who Hve and love, will die again and 
again.’ ” 

Fabian d’Alvery raised one arm slowly and shook his hand from left 
to right as he quoted this verse from a poem by Robert Service, The 
gesture had seemed bo^h appropriate and effective when he practiced it 
before his bedroom mirror; but somehow, here in the street, it did not 
go over so well. Besides, he could feel the little wooden stand under¬ 
neath him teetering as he gesticulated. The stand had been provided to 
assure him extra height and consequence, raising him above the crowd 
and setting him apart from it; he needed it, for unlike his kinsman, 
Gervais d’Alvery, he was unable to cut a fine figure. He had been born 
with a spinal deformity which not only prevented him from walking 
in a normal way, but also gave him a hunched appearance when he 
was standing or sitting. However, at this moment he would willingly 
have sacrificed the height of the stool if he could have felt the solidity 
of the sidewalk under his feet. He persevered, fully aware that his posi¬ 
tion was precarious. 

“Today’s parade is an appeal to help provide for those who are left 
behind,” he said, trying to speak impressively. His voice was earnest 
and so was his face. But he did not speak loudly enough, and his gray, 
eyes, which were his finest feature, were wise and honest rather than 
impelling; aside from them, his thin, refined face was at first glance 
unremarkable. “Thank God, men are no longer being crushed to 
smearing clods in mutilation mills,” he went on laboriously. “But it 
is all too true that when they died they opened tragic doors on a world 
of psyn, and that thousands of others, jvho still survive, arc facing de¬ 
struction and devastation which is a living death.” 
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Beyond the mob jostling around him and making his position more 
precarious every minute, Fabian was conscious of die derisive counte¬ 
nance of ^‘College,” the Italian who kept the fruit stand on the opposite 
side of Convention Street. College, whose real name was Tony 
Cangelosi, had acquired his nickname while he was selling peanuts, 
chewing gum, soft drinks and cheap candy from a much less pretentious 
stand out at the University, which was then still run on a military 
basis, so that the students were subject to strict discipline. Fabian, who 
had spent a year at L.S.U. before going to Princeton, himself had be¬ 
come a patron of College at that period, sometimes more or less sur¬ 
reptitiously. Now, in the wide grin which enlivened the huge Italian’s 
jolly face and in the shrug which shook his broad shoulders, Fabian 
seemed to discern the humiliating mockery of an older man who has 
known a younger one since his salad days and has consequently never 
grown accustomed to regarding an erstwhile prankish student as either 
authoritative or mature. As usual. College was wearing no necktie and 
his collar was imbuttoned at his throat, which was thrown back a little, 
adding to the effect of merriment which he gave; his hands were thrust 
impudently under his exposed suspenders. Everything about his enor¬ 
mous figure, framed with the bunches of bananas hanging in succulent 
abundance on either side of his wooden shack, bespoke ease, content and 
amusement. As Fabian unwillingly met his/twinkling eye, his own dis¬ 
comfiture increased apace. But he went doggedly on with what he had 
to say. 

“If we do not rescue these sad survivors from^ their living death, the 
heroes who have fallen will have died in vain,” he declared. “ ‘They 
will not sleep though poppies grow in Flanders Field.’ This is a war 
which has been fought to make the world safe—^safe for democracy, as 
our great President has so often reminded us, and safe in all other 
ways as well. The dead have done their part. Now we must do ours, 
in this tumultuous postwar period upon which we are just entering. 
We must do it in both tangible and intangible ways. We must be as 
ready to prove our patriotism now as we were in the darkest days of 
the war.” 

This time he felt he had really put his idea over and that his \yords 
had been respectfully received. He did not glance in the direction of 
College again, but kept his eyes fixed on the division of the parade 
which had halted, according to schedule, at Convention and Third. It 
was a large division, extending far down the street, and consisting of 
• a group of boys and girls in their teens. The group was not in uniform, 
yet strangely enough there was a certain uniformity in the bearing^and 
expression of these boys and girls, and they gave a greater effect of 
accustomed unity than many which had passed by. They were not 
rollicking and roisterous either, like many of the others, but grave and 
attentive, as if they understood the basic solemnity and importance of 
the occasion. A great wave of gratitude and recompense welled up in 
Fabian’s heart as he looked at them, and he leaned forward to see the 
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inscription on the banner which their sober young leaders were carrying 
with so much circumspection. The banner was fluttering in the crisp 
breeze, and he could not instantly make out the lettering, because it 
was partially concealed by the shifting folds. Then, with horrible sud¬ 
denness, it leaped out at him: 

STATE SCHOOL FOR THE DEAF AND DUMB 

The deaf mutest The unfortunate boys and girls, educated a* public 
’expense, who could not hear a word that he or anyone else said to 
them and could not have responded even if they did! Their a pparent 
attention had been a mockery, j ist as the Italian’s grin and shi ug had 
been; their steadfast gaze had bt en inspired by no efforts of his. but by 
their anxious watchfulness for the signal to proceed. Unle s their 
alertness was unremitting, they might miss this, for no shar;) com¬ 
mand, no blaring bugle, could penetrate the tragic and perpetual silence 
to which they were doomed, l abian was still staring at ther t, with 
a gaze almost as fixed as theirs, when they caught sight of the ; waited 
signal and began to move, not fieely and joyously, but in that i iQpioto- 
nous unison which no longer ]>uzzled him. He did not wait to see 
who would follow after them. He stepped down from his Hvooden 
stand, giving it a vicious kick as he escaped from it, and plunged into 
the crowd. The corroding knowledge that his disappointment was 
puerile in no way assuaged his overpowering sense of chagrin. 

He was still plowing ahead without any reason or objective, other 
than avoiding the direction of the fruit stand, when he caught sight 
of Meredith Randall and Miss Mittie Alden, less than half a block away 
from him. The girl’s arm was linked in that of her queer companion, 
and she was chattering gaily. Miss Mittie’s own expression was glum, 
but she was obviously exercising considerable will power to keep it so; 
every now and then it relaxed into a reluctant smile. Finally Fabian 
heard her laugh and give utterance to one of her favorite sayings, in 
a voice which for some inexplicable reason was audible above the 
surrounding hubbub. 

“Well, I haven’t seen anything to equal it since Hector was a pup, 
and now he’s a full-grown dog,” she admitted. “I’m telling you. Merry, 
when I saw that American flag spread out flat and held up by those 
four pretty girls, it did something to me. I’d have thrown the last cent 
I had to my name into it, if Fd have had the cash with me. I guess 
maybe it’s just as well I didn’t have but two-seventy-eight in my purse. 
Not but what I’m planning to go down to the bank tomorrow.” 

“Oh, Miss Mittie, I felt just the same way! When I thought of all 
that Gervais had buffered and of the others who had died, and realized 
that we were only being asked for money! . . . Besides, I wanted to 
give a thank offering because he’d come home safe and well to me 
after all.” ^ 

Fabian worked his way sidewise through the crowd towards the 
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curbstone. If he could reach it, he could forge forward fast enough to 
catch up with Merry; and if he could do that, then the day would not 
be a failure after all. No day could be a failure that was crowned with 
her presence, no matter what had happened through the burden and 
heat of it. He called out to her; if he could hear her and Miss Mittic 
above the noise, surely they ought to be able to hear him. 

“Hi, there, Merryl What’s your hurry? Wait a sec, can’t you?’’ 

He saw her pause and turn her head, trying to locate the source of 
his call, but unsuccessfully. He had not been able to reach the curbstone 
yet; he was still swallowed up by his turbulent surroundings. But a 
substantial matron who was in front of him had heard him, too. She 
elbowed out a small circle and turned herself around in it. 

*'Why, Fabian!'* she exclaimed delightedly. “I thought I recognized 
your voice! Of course, you have such a wonderful voice that I couldn’t 
very well help it! I’m so glad to have a chance to speak to you! I want 
to tell you that your talk was simply marvelous!'* 

“It’s terribly kind of you to say so, Mrs. Ingledew. But I know it 
wasn’t really. I know it was an awful flop. I’d rather not talk about it 

if you don’t mind, especially just now-” 

“Why, Fabian, how can you say such a thing! It was the most 
marvelous speech I ever heard in my life! Everyone said, when you 
were in high school, that by and by you would be L.S.U.’s most out¬ 
standing orator. When I think of all those debates you were in, about 
sugar and tariffs,and serious subjects like that, and then of your beauti^ 
ful valedictory-” 

With .desperate determination, Fabian had reached the curb, in spite 
of Mrs. Ingledew. Once there, as he had foreseen, he had no trouble in 
plunging forward. But meanwhile Merry and Miss Mittic must have 
turned a corner, for they were nowhere to be seen. Fabian sang out 
again, but the only response to his words came from astonished stran¬ 
gers. Suddenly he felt very tired, and his back hurt him almost un¬ 
bearably. He could not understand how he had dared to hope, even for 
a moment, that the day might not be a failure after all. This was not 
his day. It belonged to his cousin, who could go to war because he did 
not have a bad spine. Who had been wounded, to be sure, but after¬ 
wards decorated for conspicuous gallantry. Who had now come home 
to be acclaimed as the hero of Louisiana and was the accepted suitor 
of Meredith RandalL His cousin, Gervais d’Alvcry. 

IV 

“It’s good to feel the sun so warm, isn’t it, Pascal?** 

“Why not? It belongs to be warm in April, don’t it, Max? And some¬ 
how another it still puts me in mind of Appomattox, even after all 
this long a time.” 

“Reckon I might feel the same as you, if Td been there. But I never 
did get back into the fight, after I was wounded at Donaldsonvillc. I 
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never even heard what went on at Appomattox till a week after it was 
all over. Did you, Pres?” 

“Yes, I heard. But that’s not like I’d been there.” 

The parade was still coming down Third Street. It would turn pres¬ 
ently beside the stereotyped Confederate Monument where these aged 
veterans were waiting to see it come, and swing up North Boulevard, 
where it would disband a few blocks beyond the Executive Mansion. 
But the music from Sylvester Smith’s Band and Price Mitchell’? Fife 
and Drum Corps was still distant; the strains of buy a bond, buy a bond, 
BUY A bond! were not so loud thar the three old friends could na hear 
each other as they rambled on, talking about old days and comj aring 
these to new ones. 

It was the principal pleasure they had left in life. Two of tl tm— 
Pascal Tremblet and Preston Vk knair—^lived in Baton Rouge, 3 ‘ascal 
with his married granddaughter, Preston with his bachelor grai dson. 
They were equally in the way and equally aware of it; the w oden 
bench beside the shell-strewn walk which encircled the monumer ■: rep¬ 
resented almost their only haven t /f escape. They came to it every .pleas¬ 
ant morning and sat there indefinitely, engaged in endless bick fring, 
contented as long as they could keep it up, saddened when they parted 
to return to the meals for which they knew they must not be late Max 
Stoetzner was more fortunately placed; he had saved a little money 
when he was younger and more vigorous, and this, with his pension 
of fifteen dollars a month, enabled him to live peacefully alone, in a 
small shack ornamented with wooden scrollwork, on the outskirts of 
Port Allen. When he crossed the River to Baton Rouge, he made a 
great occasion of it, arraying himself in his faded gray uniform which 
had been made for him at the time the United Confederate Veterans 
attended the dedication of the Albert Sidney Johnson Memorial in New 
Orleans. He took immense pride in the fact that it still fitted him, 
though this was largely because he could afford no bounty at his bare 
and lonely table. The uniform set him slightly apart from the others, 
who always wore the same dingy black suits. 

“You know this fellow everyone’s making such a fuss about, don’t 
you, Pascal?” Max asked, stroking his goatee softly as he spoke. Since 
he had the advantage of his uniform, he felt he should accord his friends 
some advantage also, and he did this by tacitly acknowledging that 
their acquaintance with local figures and local conditions must neces¬ 
sarily be more thorough than that of a man who lived on the west side 
of the River, even if this habitation were only four miles away. 

“Positively, yes. I know all the d’Alverys, me. They’re kin to us in a 
v^ay. Philogene d’Alvery’s sister, Sybelle, married the second cousin 
of my mother. Philogene was Gervais’ father—^well, you know about 
that, at least. But I tell you frankly I don’t know Gervais like I know 
Fabian, or like I knew their grandfather, Lucien Estrade. You take 
when I was a young boy, nobody cdled Belle Heloise the d’Alvery 
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Place, It was the Estradc Plantation, then. The Estrades been living 
there, them, ever since 1824.” 

“They was there a long time, I grant you that,” interrupted Pres 
belligerently, stabbing at the dusty white shells before their bench with 
his gnarled cane. “But that house wasn’t built in no 1824. Nearer 1830, 
if you ask me, when old man Francois Estrade, that always lived in 
New Orleans himself, gave it to his son for a wedding present.” 

“He gave it to his son for a wedding present, yes, but that was in 
1824,” Pascal retorted, glowering. “I ain’t forgot, even if you have. 
Pres, how Lafayette got off the boat, him, and visited my kin at Belle 
Heloise, And that was in January 1825 when he made his voyage from 
New Orleans to Baton Rouge. I tell you frankly, I don’t like the way 
you ignore history, my friend.” 

Preston Vicknair muttered something unintelligible, his head bowed 
over the clasped hands fondling the gnarled cane. Resentfully, he felt 
himself unequal to the task of challenging history. 

“I haven’t got used till yet hearing people talk about the d’Alvery 
Plantation,” Pascal continued in triumph; it was not often Pres would 
admit an error, even tacitly. “Philogene d’Alvery never was more’n a 
poor relation, taken in out of charity, if he did marry Isabelle Estrade. 
Sybclle, his sister that I’m kin to, never had so much as a dowry. But 
I got to admit, me, those d’Alverys always had a way with them, 
paupers or not paupers. This boy’s just running true to form. That’s 
the onliest reason he’s gone so far, him.” 

“He’s a mighty handsome young buck. He hasn’t just got a way 
with him. He’s got looks, too,” volunteered Max. 

“He must ’a had something else, too, if he killed all them Huns. I 
reckon Pascal won’t go so far’s to deny he did kill ’em. Medals like 
he’s got ain’t handed out for nothin’,” Pres added, recovering his 
spirits. 

“Oh, I grant you, me, he’s got medals and all the other trimmin’s,” 
Pascal Tremblet retorted, with some bitterness. “People fall mighty 
hard for heroes nowadays, from the President down. But I can remem¬ 
ber when things was different, yes. They never had no parade when 
Lucien Estrade come home after the War.” He did not identify the 
war. In his mind, and those of his hearers, there was still only one war 
that really counted, changing the destinies of men and the aspects of 
civilization. “He was on Beauregard’s staff, too,” Pascal went on, flat¬ 
tered by his friends’ attention. “So, like you see, he way outranked 
that grandson of his. But no bands, my friends, not so much as one 
trumpet. Lucien Estrade never even came into the depot, no. He jiist 
picked up a little old brown mule that the damn Yankees must of over¬ 
looked, God knows how, and he rode into Baton Rouge like that. 
I4iimie, the mule’s name was, and I inform you, there has always been 
one mule named Minnie at Belle Heloise ever since, out of respect to 
General Estrade.” • • 
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hell o£ a mark of respect, should you ask me,*^ jeered Pres, tapping 
with his cane. Pascal ignored the interruption. 

“Minnie carried the General all the way from Natchez down to 
Woodville and through Bayou Sarah to hit the River Road at Baton 
Rouge,” he continued loftily. “She deserves respect. But they wasn’t 
nobody to meet Lucien Estrade nowhere, and he never expected it, no. 
Besides, nobody could tell when a man in that War would get home, 
or how. But the General wasn’t studying on parades anyway. All he 
had on his mind was finding his wife and children and putting M nnie 
to plow. The poor, poor fellow hadn’t got the news till yet how bot i the 
little boys were already dead and bnried, them. Malarial fever, the oim- 
mer before. Isabelle was born aft< r he got back.” 

“Seem like a sickly lot, the d’Ah erys or the Estrades, whichever way 
you want to call their name. Isabe le, she lost a couple of children too^ 
before Gervais, and another befor Cressidc came along.” 

“Well, not to say sickly, no. * )verbred, maybe. They’ve all )een 
marrying their cousins, as far b. ck as I can remember. I tell you 
frankly, it would do no harm to g t some fresh blood into that sti lin.” 

“I hear Gervais’s got a sweethc art right here in Baton Rouge, •and 
I don’t call to mind she’s any cousin.” 

“Nothing of the sort, Pres. You’ve got everything turned around, 
same as usual. He is to marry one of the Hathaways, him. Reginc, the 
girl’s name is, and handsome? I assure you, my friends—a picture! But 
I never thought so much of Hathaway Hall, me. Built by Carolinians, 
if I am not mistaken, or maybe it was just Virginians. I rather see 
Gervais marry a Louisiana girl. Not so much on account of the 
d’Alverys. But on account of the plantation. I tell you something. Belle 
Heloise was a fine place once, and lots of fine people stayed there in the 
old days, yes. Not just Lafayette either. Henry Clay—^Zachary Taylor— 
Judah P. Benjamin—^Jefferson Davis-” 

The old voice faltered and trailed wistfully to a pause. The approach¬ 
ing band music swelled and stopped. 

“So little was left of the place when Lucien Estrade came home,” 
Pascal continued sadly. “I give you my word of honor, not even gear 
for Minnie. And I don’t know as I would say it ever came back to 
what it was before the War,” Again he did not identify the vvar. “But 
it could. The land’s rich and there’s lots of it.” He paused with a 
chuckle which ended in a sad sigh. “Three thousand arpents altogether 
and twenty-five just in the ‘Small Yard.’ That was where they took the 
passengers from the Princess when she busted a boiler in midstream.” 

“It wasn’t the Princess busted her boiler in midstream, Pascal. It 
was the Mattie Belle!' 

“The Mattie Bellel" Pascal exclaimed scornfully. “The Mattie Belle 
never had no explosion, her. It was the Princess, I assure you, loaded 
with sightseers watching the famous race between the Nachez and the 
Rober^ E. Lee. Poor, poor pcoplel There^vas a tragic end to their merry- 
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making. But the passengers fished out of the water were each and every¬ 
one laid down on sheets spread in the Small Yard. I do not recollect, me, 
how many barrels they broke open to roll those poor scalded people in 
flour on the sheets. One did not buy a little poke of flour in those days, 
no. One kept it by the barrel.” 

“Much good it did to bust up all those flour barrels,” Pres said in 
feeble mockery. “The most of those people died anyway.” 

“And was that the fault of the Estradcs, then?” bristled Pascal. “No, 
never. In fact, the Estrades gave those that died decent burial right 
there at Belle Heloise, yes, in the cedar grove alongside the Yankees 
that died of smallpox, when the Federals used the house as a hospital. 
They tried to drive the family away but they didn’t succeed— Madame 
Estrade stood her ground and dared them to put her and her children 
out. They didn’t succeed in shelling the house from the river cither— 
the damned Yankee Commodore who tried to do that was some kind 
of kin to Lucien, but kinship didn’t stop him, darn his rotten hide. 
Lots of Yankees died on the place though, and their consciences must 
have hurt them, robbers and usurpers that they were, them. They can’t 
rest too easy in their grave. If I believed in ghosts, me, I could say 
frankly that many would haunt that place.” 

“I do not believe in such things either,” said Max, looking up at the 
square crenelated towers of the capitol the Yankees had burned in ’62. 
“But I have many times heard Belle Heloise was haunted.” 

“Oh, that!” replied Pascal. “That’s Angus Holt.” 

“Never knew of no family by the name of Hclt on the River Road,” 
Pres challenged at once. “And I’d have heard of them if they’d 
amounted to shucks.” 

“Angus Holt was no family, him,” Pascal explained loftily. “He was 
just a Scotch tramp came up the levee at sunset one night, and asked 
at Belle Heloise for a drink of water. After he got the water, he asked 
could he have a hot dinner, and after he got the dinner, he asked for a 
night’s lodging. Imagine it, he never left the place again, no, not until 
he died. Not even then, at least, for he is buried right there in the 
garden he tended. What a gardener, my friends! No other could touch 
him. But he was a man of learning, too. He could make anything grow 
that had a root, him, and he knew the roots of all the languages, too. 
He taught them to Lucien Estrade and Lucien Estrade’s children— 
, why he even taught Lucien how to speak English!"* 

Pascal was warming to his subject. Hete was a story that was actually 
all new to his hearers, which Max could not supplement and which 
Pres could not dispute. 

“Philogene d’Alvery—a wild young buck, that rascal!—used to dress 
lift ^ sheet, and go prowling around to frighten everybody, pretending 
was a ghost of Angus Holt. He was no more dian pestering his 
rich wife’s family, I assure you, but his pranks started old women to 
telling it about that Belle Heloise was haunted. Maybe Angur does 
really haunt the downstairs room he slept in. The Garden Room it has 
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been called ever since, because it leads right into the garden he laid out.” 

“Then he would haunt that, too, for certain.” 

“Maybe.” Pascal no longer cared to dispute with Pres. His eyes were 
fixed on the approaching troops, his foot tapping time to thefband 
music. “I’m not denying, me, Angus Holt might have some kind of a 
part in the past which goes with an old River house like Belle Heloise,” 
he admitted. “But if he does, he’s got a part in the future, too—a future 
that’s coming towards us this very minute along with that brass band 
that’s playing ‘Over There.’” Softly, in his quavering voice, he l*cgaa 
to hum. 

“‘So prepare, sav a prayer. 

Send the word, send the word 
To beware . . . 

We’ll be over, we’re coming over. 

And we won’t come back ’til it’s 
Over, over thrre.*” 

He could not go on. His voice cracked and broke. He cough^^^ re¬ 
gretfully and rose. “I could have managed all right if it had only been 
‘Dixie,’ ” he said in an apologetic way. “I’ve been waiting for that, but 
it looks as if I’d have to wait a while longer. And I can still salute. 
Shall we, my friends? I’m not saying Gervais d’Alvery is any such 
soldier as Lucien Estrade. But I figure we could owe him that much 
anyway, for his grandfather’s sake.’' 

V 

“Well, it certainly was a fine parade. But that seems to be the last 
of it. Suppose we come into the dining room and have a little coffee!” 

The governor’s wife rose, looking at her guests with a comprehensive 
smile and addressing them as a group. They had been sitting on the 
lower gallery of the Executive Mansion, a large, rather boxlike white 
house situated on a street corner at one end of a long lawn. A few 
japonica bushes bordered the walk between the house and the street, 
but the bushes were small and the walk was short; the visitors had 
enjoyed an unobstructed view of the parade as it swung up North 
Boulevard; they had also enjoyed discussing its principal features with 
each other. 

“Weren’t those Negro pipestill cleaners from the Standard Oil a 
scream? I mean the ones that made up the last unit, dressed in their 
regular cleaning togs, wooden shoes with canvas uppers and all the 
rest of the paraphernalia.” 

“Yes, I know the ones you mean—the men carrying umbrellas and 
wearing blankets over their heads. Ridiculous, I thought—calling out 
all the time that they couldn’t stand the heat of the sun, when their 
regular work is in the blazing hot stills of the plant! I don’t wonder 
the bystanders were all laughing at them.” 

“Well, I got a great kick out of seeing them, and I think Mr. 
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McClelland was a mighty good sp^t to lead them. Though when it 
comes to wearing wooden shoes himself, I think perhaps that was 
going a bit too far. . . . Listen, did you notice that Britisher marching 
with the Overseas Contingent? He stood out among the others because 
he had on an English uniform, and I believe he got more applause than 
anyone except Gervais d’Alvery, of course. I don’t know who he is 
though.” 

“He isn’t a Britisher, he’s an American. I heard someone say his 
name was Spyker and that he’d been in the Army four years, Joining 
the Canadian Forces first. That’s a good deal longer than any of the 
other men served. I think he deserved all the attention he got.” 

“Well, I’m not in favor of having American boys fight the Britishers^ 
battles for them. You mark my words, there’s been too much of that 
sort of thing already, and there’s bound to be more in the future.” 

Some of the guests were so intensively engaged in conversation of 
this type that they were only vaguely aware of their hostess’s sugges¬ 
tion; though they rose, politely, when she did, they made no immediate 
move to follow her and some of them went on talking among them¬ 
selves. 

“I’m afraid we ought not to linger too long. I’m sure some of you will 
want to hear Colonel Prescott’s stirring address at the conclusion of the 
parade and it’s going to disband just a few blocks from here.” 

The governor's wife still spoke smilingly, but there was a little more 
insistence in her voice this time; she plainly wished to shepherd her 
guests into the dining room without further delay. A slim dark girl, 
exceptionally chic, but piquant rather than pretty, who was perched 
on a railing at the further end of the gallery, somewhat apart from 
most of the other visitors, made a slight grimace as she slid from her 
seat, and linked her arm in that of another young girl who was stand¬ 
ing near her. 

“Listen to the old battleaxe, will you, Regine?” she murmured. 
“Much she cares whether we hear Colonel Prescott’s stirring address or 
not. All she wants is to get us out of the house. Well, I don’t think we’ll 
be delayed long in the dining room—^we’U get one small black and 
one small cookie apiece, if the impending feast is anything like the 
others I’ve been to here. I don’t think this outfit ever heard of gin, much 
less champagne. But come on, let’s get the orgy over with. I want to go 
down to the river to see those four submarine destroyers that have just 
come in from the New Orleans Navy Yard/’ 

“But what have they come for?” 

“To advertise this Loan we’re all getting so hot and bothered about. 
Gervais says they’re on the first leg of the run up to Memphis. . .. 
KSxet "ivmt owut \\Ve xo go to fhe block 

dance in front of the Istrouma. Wouldn’t you? There may be a litdc 
life to that!” * • 

^'Hush, Cresskkl I do wiA you wouldn’t talk like that! Someone 
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might overhear and tell. Then you’d never be invited to the Mansion 
again.” 

The second girl spoke in a fluttering way which was oddly at 
variance with her statuesque appearance. Someone had told Regine 
Hathaway, in her very early youth, that she bore a marked resemblance 
to the Empress Eugenic; ever since then she had cultivated this re¬ 
semblance with phenomenal success, considering the handicaps im¬ 
posed on her by modern fashion. Her hair was always arrange! in 
ringlets, and her carefully planned costumes were always charactei ized 
by some touch of elegance suggesting the Third Empire. But evid ntly 
it had not occurred to her that h< r appearance made her mann« r of 
speaking seem doubly silly. This had, however, often occurre I to 
Cresside d’Alvery, and though Refine was her best friend, it ann )yed 
her excessively. She made no effort to conceal this annoyance a; she 
answered. 

“Now wouldn’t I break right d ‘wn and cry if that happenedl You 
talk as if a coffee party at the Mansion were in the same class as a 
Carnival ball! Doesn’t she, Sylvestre?” 

Cresside turned from Regine to a young man, immaculately dr sssed 
in the height of fashion, who was standing near them. He had l.and- 
some features, a fine figure and a beguiling manner. But it w^ s his 
coloring which made his appearance especially striking; he had very 
red cheeks, very blue eyes and very black hair. He smiled engagingly at 
Cresside, and a look of intimate and ardent understanding flashed 
swiftly between them.^But though he answered lightly and pleasantly, 
there was a guarded undertone to his voice. 

“Oh, I wouldn’t go so far as to say that! Besides, there have been 
some mighty fine parties here in the past, Cresside, and there’ll probably 
be a lot more in the future. It’s just as well to keep in with the crowd 
that’s automatically invited to the Mansion in every administration, 
whether you care for the present one or not. And at the moment we’re 
the guests of the governor’s wife. I think we’d be very wise to go on 
into the dining room!” 

They swung into the end of the line which was now advancing 
through the wide hallway dividing the double drawing rooms on one 
side of it from the governor’s study and the dining room on the other. 
Their temporary absence had passed unobserved in the midst of the 
animated chatter which still preoccupied their fellow guests. But now a 
few of these detached themselves from their special affinities long 
enough to speak to Cresside about her brother. 

“Honey, I should think you’d be so proud you’d be about to burst/1 
declare, I get teary myself when I think that one of our own hometown 
boys got two promotions for gallant conduct in the face of the enemy 
and medals from two different Governments!” 

“Well, I haven’t shed any tears over it yet. I still think Gervais’s a 
stuffed shirt, just like I always did. I haven’t got used to all this hero 
business yet!” 

25 



‘Tou’re not looking for Captain d’Alvcry to leave here any time 
60 on^ are you, Miss Cresside? It would be a great loss to the community 
if he did. He’s got so much to contribute! This state needs men like 
him. It hasn’t got too many.” 

“I don’t know how much he’ll contribute, but I reckon he’s here to 
stay. Anyway, I’m afraid so. He’s going around Belle Heloisc giving 
Army orders right and left.” 

Determined to put an end to this sort of thing, Cresside slipped 
adroitly through the crowd, abandoning Sylvestre and Regine to the 
gushing enthusiasts who were uncertain just what to say or do next. 
They had shared the general impression that there was an “under- 
jtanding” between Regine Hathaway and Gervais d’Alvery. But now 
ihe whole town was buzzing with talk about the way he had greeted 
another girl at the depot, and here was Regine herself, escorted by that 
handsome young Tremaine from New Orleans. That is, at one mo¬ 
ment he appeared to be her escort; but the next he appeared to be 
Cresside’s. It was all very confusing. Perhaps it would be better to say 
nothing more, after all. Murmuring something incoherent, the puzzled 
ladiiis hurried on to the dining room, leaving Regine and Sylvestre 
behind them. 

“Let’s go into the parlor for a minute,” Regine whispered. “No one 
noticed when Cresside delayed us, so I don’t believe anyone would 
notice if we slipped ojff now. We haven’t had a minute to ourselves all 
day, Sylvestre.” 

“Arc you telling me? I don’t know that we can prove much though, 
just going into those great open spaces.” 

It was true that the double drawing rooms at the Executive Mansion 
did not provide a very cosy or secluded spot for an interval of sur¬ 
reptitious love making. The “front parlor” and the “back parlor,” fur¬ 
nished identically in tapestried Victorian furniture, led into each other 
through wide folding doors. The large gilt-framed mirrors which hung 
over the twin fireplaces, not only reflected a formidable expanse of 
room, but everything which took place there. Regine and Sylvestre sat 
down on one of the stiff sofas ranged between rows of still stiffer chairs, 
and after glancing carefully about, achieved an uneasy embrace. Then, 
as no disturbing element appeared to interrupt them, they permitted 
themselves to unbend a little more. But their period of relaxation was 
brief. Unanticipated sounds at the front door proclaimed the arrival 
of a tardy visitor and they had hardly time to get to their feet when 
Fabian d’Alvery walked unconcernedly ’into the drawing room. 

“Why, hello there!” he said. “Is the party over, except for you two.? 

I know it’s late. To tell the truth, I forgot until just a few minutes ago 
that I was supposed to come here after I finished my speech. I was 
almost home, but I turned around and came back. Evidently it wasn’t 
worth the trouble after all.” 

“I don’t know whether you’ll tlunk it worth the trouble or not,” 
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Rcginc said with a giggle. “It hasn’t been much of a party. You should 
have heard Cresside raging on about it. But it isn’t over. Everyone else 
is in the dining room. We came back here a moment ago to—to look 
for my handkerchief.” Regine giggled again. “It was one of my very 
best embroidered ones, and I couldn’t bear to lose it.” 

“I see,” Fabian remarked rather drily. “Well, now that you’ve found 
it, suppose we join the others in the dining room. You have fouid it, 
haven’t you?” 

“Oh, yesl Look!” 

Regine produced a wisp of musi n and lace from her petit-point land- 
bag and held it up for Fabian’s .nspection. He took it from he and 
regarded it solicitously. 

“Yes, that would have been qui^e a loss,” he agreed gravely, ha iding 
it back to her. Then, at the sound of light footsteps, he glanced ;> the 
rear of the room and saw that Crevside was coming towards them, “Did 
you lose your handkerchief, too? * he inquired. 

“I lose on an average of three a day,” she said. “I can’t find any place ' 
to put them in the clothes we we^sr now. But I don’t know what :hat’s 
got to do with this lousy party—no, don’t bother to tell me, Ho>/did 
your speech go off, Fabian?” 

“It was a lousy speech—thanks for supplying me with just the right 
adjective. It sounded all right when I got it off in the privacy of my own 
apartment, but, of course, no one heard it there.” He stopped, grinning 
again. “No one heard it on Third Street either,” he said. “I thought at 
first I had a very attenfive audience. Then I found out that the division 
I was so eloquently addressing was a group from the State School for 
the Deaf.” 

“Oh, Fabian, you didn’t 1” 

For the first time, there was no flippancy in Cresside’s voice when 
she spoke, and none in her pert, provocative little face either. This had 
softened suddenly, and the expression with which she looked at Fabian 
was full of sympathy and affection. He regarded her gratefully but 
whimsically. 

“ ‘Pride cometh before a fall and a haughty spirit before destruction,* ” 
he said. “I thought I was quite an orator once, but I know better now. 
The speech really was lousy, Cresside. I tried talking down to my listen¬ 
ers and that’s an insult to any crowd. It’s a good thing nobody heard me. 

It took me a few minutes to realize that, too, but eventually came the 
dawn. I think the whole thing’s darn funny, when you get right down 
to it. And I had another funny experience afterwards.” 

“I want to hear.” 

“Well, I saw Merry Randall in the crowd and tried to catch up with 
her. But who do you think got me into her clutches? That outstanding 
clubwoman and public-spirited citizen, Mrs. Ivy Mae Ingledew. She 
stopped me and-” 

Thty strolled back to the dining roonl, while Fabian told them about 
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his encounter with Mrs. Ingledew, making a good story out of it. 
Crcsside was laughing unrestrainedly before he finished and presently 
he laughed, too. 

“You see it just wasn’t my day,” he said. “Not that there’s any reason 
\why I should ever have thought it was. Where is the hero of the 
family, Cresside? I was sure Fd find him here. Hasn’t he done his duty 
to the Great Cause by this time?” * 

“I reckon so. But he was going straight home to mother after the 
parade. With a grim purpose, unless I miss my guess. We tried to get 
him to stay in town for the block dance, but he wouldn’t. All the gang 
is going, and later on we’ll probably go somewhere else. You wouldn’t 
come with us, would you, Fabian?” 

“Thanks a lot. But you know I’m not much of an addition, when it 
comes to dancing.” 

The merriment had suddenly gone from his manner. He turned 
away to speak to his hostess, and presently he was swallowed up in a 
group of other acquaintances. When he looked for Cresside again, she 
had ^disappeared; so had Regine and Sylvestre. As he walked down¬ 
town, half an hour later, he heard the band playing for the block dance, 
and for a moment he thought of going over to the Istrouma after all, 
to see who else was in his cousin’s party. Then he decided against it. 
There was a fellow named Erlo Vicknair that Cresside trained with a 
lot, who was nqt a bad sort; probably he was looking after her—though 
Fabian could not help feeling, despite the scene in the drawing room 
of the Executive Mansion, that Cresside had expected Sylvestre to do 
this, and that Regine still believed Gervais would show up sooner or 
later. He went home alone, telling himself that of course everything 
would be all right and wondering why he did not believe iu 


CHAPTER II 

Gervais d’Alvery was devoutly thankful that no banquet had been 
planned after the parade, and that he was free to start for home as soon 
as it was over. Swinging into the River Road, he was acutely conscious, 
as he always had been when he made the turn, of the immediacy with 
which the capital merged into the country. The black fields pierced by 
the tender green of young cane; the flat muddy stretches which later 
would be rich vvith rice; the sturdy cattle ranging over the banks of the 
clover-covered levee; the Negro horsemen riding along its ridge; the 
turbaned women sauntering through the twilight with fagots on their 
heads; the rickety cabins surrounded by thrifty garden patches; the 
fluttering fowl and rooting hogs and plodding mules—all these, no 
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less than the sudden coming of quietude, were the unmistakable sym¬ 
bols of the region’s abrupt and complete detachment from the city 
scene. The sky, lightly veiled with small clouds, had the soft color of 
pale amethysts. A fluttering breeze scattered the fragrance of the clover. 
The great River flowed imperturbably on, concealed by the levee, yet 
omnipresent as any other invisible deity. Gervais could feel its force, 
its immensity, its continuance. Here, at last, by its shores, was beauty 
after ugliness, harmony after discord, tranquility after turmoil, peace 
after war. ... 

Peace in as far as the countryside could give it, and that was 
abundantly; still it would not sufFce unless the hearthstone whicl was 
the core of Ae countryside was bea:;ified by it, too. Instinctively, G< rvais 
glanced away from the levee and s w the immense facade of Hath iway 
Hall, glistening among the greens and grays of the grove whic i en¬ 
circled it. The house was one of t he handsomest on either side c E the 
River, both inside and out: the st iteliness of its situation, the m jesty 
of its proportions, the delicacy oi its carved ornamentation—^al this 
gave it a grandeur which made tl^e simpler attributes of Belle H loise 
seem almost bumble in comparison. Yet Hathaway Hall, for Ifim, 
lacked the final quality of charm w hich would have made it irresis able, 
either in itself or as a setting for his love. He tried to tell himsell that 
this was because it was not essentially Louisianian in feeling and ex¬ 
pression; its builder had been a Carolinian who had not constructed it 
on the scale and in the style of either his native or his adopted state, but 
in a manner which he, conceived to be a glorification of both. The re¬ 
sult was impressive but it was not enchanting, at least to Gervais, 
though it was suited to Regine and she to it. This was the sort of house 
to which she inevitably belonged, quite as much as it was the sort of 
house which inevitably belonged to her. Even as a child, she had pre¬ 
ferred playing alone in its great galleries to paddling with the others on 
the sandy shores of the old barrow pit at the bend of the River near 
Belle Heloise. Declining the honors of a Carnival queen, she had made 
her debut in the White Ball Room; she would be married in it, too, 
disdaining the solemnity of the Church; and after her marriage she 
would abide at Hathaway Hall and reign there. She would never follow 
her husband spontaneously to his home, or merge her life instinctively 
with his. 

. Gervais smiled a little wryly and shook his head, thinking of all this. 
The role of Prince Consort at Hathaway Hall had never appealed to 
him; there was not money enough in the world, let alone on one 
plantation, to tempt him to repeat his father’s mistake. He knew that 
Philogene d’Alvery had come to Belle Heloise as the poor relation, the 
charming wastrel who had not the stamina or the purpose to strike out 
for himself; and the kinsfolk who hastened to give him shelter, also 
hastened to give him their daughter, conniving to keep her with them. 
Gerv^js knew that this case was different; but still it was comparable. 
Strange that his mother, who must know that he was more her son 
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than Philogcnc’s, had never admitted it, that she had always assumed— 
or at all events pretended to assume—^that eventually he and Rcgine 
would be married. Very possibly it had been part of her plan that he 
would leave Belle Heloise, and that it would be Cresside, and Cresside’s 
future husband, who would stay with her. The wry smile hardened 
into a straight line, and he shook his head again, thinking of this. . . , 

A small cemetery, dominated by a latticed tower built to house a 
tolling bell, lay at the outskirts of Hathaway Hall. Philogene d Alvery 
was buried there, in the same lot with the kinsfolk who had found him 
so convenient to kidnap. Even in death he had not escaped any of the 
respectable responsible relatives who had remained at Belle Heloise 
from one generation to another, while his branch of the family went 
wandering; and the family tombs of the Tremaines and Hathaways 
were divided from those of the Estrades and the d’Alverys by only the 
width of a lot, suggesting another unchangeable and unbreakable tie. 
Gervais slowed down his car as he approached the cemetery, and the 
general appearance of weediness and neglect which it presented from 
the road moved him to get out and walk down the unkempt alUe 
towards his father’s grave, to inspect the condition of this. Formerly 
his mother had been prone to make a cult of the dead, but evidently 
this mourning phase was past. Everywhere the grass was rank and 
long, making it impossible to tell where the lots ended and the pathway 
began, except in the cases where the former were surrounded by rusty 
iron railings, most of them in a state of extreme decrepitude; Gervais 
walked warily and watchfully, keeping a sharp lookout for snakes as 
he went forward. He had an antipathy for these so great that it 
amounted almost to a phobia, and Cresside, who did not share it, had 
always delighted in playing on his fear. He was thankful that she was 
not with him, for the prevailing eeriness of the place had served to 
rouse it. 

The newer tombs were nearest the road, and starkly uniform 
in appearance; they rose in great rectangular blocks, white as chalk 
above the green grass and against the green trees. Further back were 
several which rose in uneven tiers of crumbling red brick, their hap¬ 
hazard construction suggesting casual additions to an original block 
whenever another member of a disappearing family died. Still more to 
the rear was a heterogeneous collection of mossy monuments more 
pretentious in character: there was a square stone slab sheltered by a 
square stone canopy which had once been supported at the four corners 
by columns; now two of the columns were tottering, and in conse¬ 
quence the canopy was grotesquely tilted. Near this pitiful wreck of 
stability was a draped urn surmounting a fluted pillar, both so badly 
chipped that it looked as if one side had been actually hacked off. The 
Estrades’ lot was dominated by a small Gothic chapel, the Hathaways’ 
by a female figure whose hands were devoutly clasped, but who had 
managed to bend only one knee, while the simpering expression <rn her 
upturned face indicated complacency rather than resignation or grief. 



The slabs which surrounded her were for the most part severely plain, 
as if to further accentuate her importance; but the head of one was 
decorated with a small recumbent lamb, so sharply chiseled as to make 
it appear that its sculptor had been thinking of quills instead of ijecce 
when he carved it. Gervais had always hated this lamb, which marked 
the grave of the great-aunt for whom Reginc had been named, and 
whom she was said to resemble. But he could not avoid passing 
the Hathaway tombs if he were to reach his father’s, and 1 ivol- 
untarily he glanced at the repulshc little stone creature as he we it by 
it. To his surprise, he saw that it \\'as not alone on the slab; some hing 
circular, which looked like a coiled rope, lay beside it; and a flat, 
evil-looking head reared up in the midst of the spiral, which qui ered 
and commenced to unwind. Hoiror stricken, Gervais recoiled as a 
snake slithered off the stone and vanished in the tall grass which hi had 
almost forgotten to regard with suspicion. 

Gervais forced himself to go on towards his father’s tomb. A1 this . 
treacherous grass should be cut ear ly the next morning, he vowed and 
hereafter there should be fresh flewers for the little Gothic chaf ej or 
none at all; savagely he flung out the dark brown blossoms drex ping 
in front of him and emptied the slimy water in the vase that had held 
them. The cornice should be repaired, too, the inscriptions cleaned and 
clarified, the iron railing mended and painted. Most of the tombs he 
had passed had once belonged to families who long ago had left the 
River Road—the Comerfords, the Simoneaux, the Bovards, the Sur- 
cliffes. Some of them had lost their homes through fire or flood, others 
through mere neglect, others through poverty or indifference. The 
Faith Estate, Chelmsford, Cedar Grove—all these places which had once 
been such proud plantations were only names now; there was no one 
left on them to care for either the living or the dead. Only Hackberry 
Lodge, recently bought by a Bostonian named Charles Boylston, had 
been redeemed; the general neglect of the cemetery was all too easy 
to explain. But he would not permit it to continue; henceforth it must 
take its tone from the families who had possessed the stamina to sur¬ 
vive disaster and decay, and stubbornly he excluded the Hathaways and 
their kin from this category. It was nothing to him what happened to 
their simpering statues and their prickly lambs; but there should be 
no more snakes slithering through the grass near the place where the 
Estrades and the d’Alverys were buried. 

Still raging with resentment, he walked slowly back towards the 
road. The light was changing fast; the tottering tiers of brick were 
already engulfed by the shadows of the cedars which surrounded them, 
and even the chalk-white tombs looked gray against the grass. But 
there were still patches of sunshine on his path, and looking down, as 
inadvertently as he had glanced at the lamb half an hour earlier, he 
8aw a four-leaf clover in the ’ midst ^ of a common cluster. Like 
most Creoles, he was extremely superstitious, though he himself would 
have vehemently denied this; and here, at last, was a good omen, 
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after the evil one which had so badly shaken him. He picked the four- 
leaf clover and folded it carefully away in his wallet; he would have it 
enclosed in a little gold-rimmed glass locket and give it to Merry. The 
best luck he had ever had lay in his meeting with her. Now he wanted 
to share this token of it. 

Thanks to his cheering discovery, he left the cemetery happier than 
he had entered it, after all. And he brightened still further when he 
heard a joyous shout and saw an old favorite of his, Luigi Tramonte, 
hastening forward to meet him. Luigi was an Italian peddler, who 
carried his picayune wares in a deep coarse-woven basket strapped to 
his shoulders. He had been a familiar figure along the River Road 
ever since Gervais could remember; his arrival was always hailed with 
delight in the quarters of all the plantations and he was not infre¬ 
quently summoned courteously, if condescendingly, into the mansions 
also. His principal stock in trade was a sort of syrup candy, called 
Johnny Crooks, into which fresh shredded cocoanut had been stirred 
before it was shaped into balls; but he also dealt in two other specialties 
of the region: stage planks—four by eight sflabs of hard gingerbread 
wiA thin white icing on one side; and sauerkraut candy—a brown 
sugar sweetmeat flavored with vinegar and vanilla; also in taffy, Hcorice, 
peanuts, bananas, peppermint sticis and other dcUcacics of like nature. 
All in all, his sweetmeats made so substantial a burden that his basket 
was very heavy, and he wore large tufted pads on his shoulders to pre¬ 
vent the wide leather straps which held it in place from cutting into 
his flesh. He was also adept in shifting the weight of his load, so that it 
should never rest too long in one place, and his manner of doing it had 
developed into a motion resembling a violent and habitual shrug. He 
shrugged now, in a series of powerful contortions, before waving his 
broad-brimmed hat several times around his dark head and lumbering 
forward to meet Gervais. 

“ ’Alio, ’alio, Capitanol* he shouted delightedly. *‘Watta good luck I 
have to meeta you this day I I wanta shaka your hand!” 

Suiting his actions to his words he hitched over to the car, which 
Gervais had brought to a standstill, and pumped the young officer’s 
arm up and down with unabating vehemence. “We go to the depot to 
see you come in,” he continued, “Me and my wife, Netta, and my bam¬ 
bino, too. I gotta me a beautiful bambino, Capitano, while you were 
at the war. Fifteen years we been married, me and Netta, never I getta 
me a bambino before. But Netta, she pray plenty to Santo Amico, and 
now I gotta him. We tooka him to the depot, so he coulda say, bimeby, 
when he’s bigga man, in war himself maybe, he see Capitano d’Alvery 
coma back from France. You stay in France alia time, eh, Capitano? 
You no go to Italy?’* 

“No, I didn’t go to Italy, I’m sorry to say. But I hope I’ll get there 
some day yet. AU the men who did go there were crazy about it. . . • 
So you got you a fine bambifio while 1 was away, did you, Luigi? 
What’s his name?” 
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“His name Ricc^rdo. Si, si, one very fine bambino. I holda him up 
high at the depot, but you no see him because you’re looking alia time 
at one very pretty young lady, eh, Capitano?'' 

Luigi, who was as habitually jolly as he was habitually heavy-lad^n, 
laughed heartily, throwing back his head and showing his glean4ng 
white teeth. Encumbered though he was with his big basket, he nikn- 
aged, amidst his merriment, to poke Gervais jestingly in the ribs, fiut 
this familiarity, coming from Luigi, somehow lacked the quality wt ich 
would have made Gervais regard it as presumptuous, coming fronj al¬ 
most anyone else. Gervais laughed, too. 

“Fm afraid you’re right, Luigi, ’ he said. “I didn’t see the :’ine 
bambino this time. I was pretty preoccupied. But I hope to see 1 im 
some other time, very soon.” 

“I bringa him to Belle Heloise mvself, one day,” Luigi said prou lly. 
“I gonna teach him my trade. Soon like he can walk, he gonna go ’1 ing 
with me on the River Road. Then maybe, bimeby, we make so m ich 
money, Riccardo he don’ have just a basket with candy in—sec ^— 
toting it alia day long like his papa. He have nice littla store, sell fa icy 
groceries, all sorts fancy groceries. Well, I gotta go ’long, Capitan >.•! 
know you wanna get home, and I g()tta get to the quarters by Hatha^vay 
before sundown. But you leta me give you a package of Johnny Crooks 
for gooda luck. Next time, when I come to Belle Heloise you buy nvo 
stage planks to make up, eh, Capitano?'' 

Gervais laughed again, telling Luigi he had just found a four-leaf 
clover and that he would be glad to add the Johnny Crooks to it; then 
with a more serious show of gratitude, he accepted the squashy package 
which the Italian offered him. Having hitched his heavy basket into 
position, Luigi stood in the middle of the road waving his hat and 
cheering as the Captain drove off. Gervais did not have much further 
to go now. A stranger, approaching Belle Heloise for the first time, 
might easily have missed the myrtle-bordered driveway into which 
Gervais turned. This driveway, leading off the River Road at a sharp 
angle, was narrow as well as short; and the entrance to it was nearly 
hidden by clusters of wild palmetto, which likewise almost concealed 
the squat wooden posts on either side of it; it was as inconspicuous 
as it was unpretentious, and with the labor shortage which had come 
during the war, it was also unkempt. The cattle-gap between the posts 
rattled as Gervais went over it, and he smiled contentedly—the same 
old rattle, always the first of the familiar home sounds! The next was 
the cooing of the doves in the twin pigeonniers; these ejuaint, conical 
structures, surrounded by overgrown shrubbery, were the singing 
towers of Belle Heloise. Sometimes, when Gervais was ceming in, doves 
flew across his face in whirring pursuit of each other, or lighted, with a 
gentle flutter of wings, upon his shoulders. Not when i^ was as late as 
this, however; they were now settled in their cotes fol* Tie night; only 
the mild music which they made, drifting drowsily towards him, re¬ 
vealed their continual presence. 
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The straightaway <rf the drive ended as abruptly as-it had begun; it 
swerved to the right in order to skirt a tall tangle of overgrown privet 
now in the fullness of its feathery white bloom, which marked the 
beginning of the flagstone walk to the front door, and which looked 
as forbidding and impenetrable as the thorny thickets which allegedly 
guarded the Sleeping Beauty, As a matter of fact, a hole was periodically 
hacked in the midst of the privet growth to form a crude and narrow 
archway. But this was so seldom used that prickly boughs quickly 
enclosed it again; by force of habit almost everyone took the turn that 
Gervais was taking now, skirting the privet trees and winding into 
the small grove of oaks at the side of the house. Some of the moss- 
draped branches made a frame for the cream-colored colonnade; but 
there was no imposing allSe, no studied and formal plan of planting. 
At Bdle Heloise it was the ancient house itself, not its approach or its 
surroundiegs, which really counted. 

A Negro boy who had been drowsing by the pump came forward to 
take the car and put it in the dilapidated shed which served as a garage. 
This was Amen, the youngest son of Selah the butler, who had always 
tjfken the reins from his master when Gervais came back from riding 
the crops, pridcfully leading the palomino back to the stables for special 
grooming. Now he took charge of the battered automobile with much 
the same air. Gervais was fond of Amen, and ordinarily he would have 
stopped to chat with the boy; but for the moment he was bent on 
seeing his Another with the least possible delay; there had been no 
chance for a serious talk with her amidst the. first hurly-burly of his 
hohiccoming, but he was determined that there should be no procrasti¬ 
nation in clarifying his position with Merry. So he responded abstract¬ 
edly to Amen’s cheerful greeting, and freed himself impatiently from 
the two dogs who leaped about him, barking with excitement and 
delight. This was another of the old familiar sounds, but it failed to 
evolve such fond memories as the rattle of the cattle-gap and the cooing 
of the doves. He did not sec why they had ever had dogs like these at 
Belle Heloise in the first place, he told himself irritably, momentarily 
forgetting his own youthful attachment to Snow, the aging white collie, 
and Cornet, the crippled fox terrier; they should have had a real dog 
like Pabian’s spaniel Belizaire. He called out after the disappearing 
Negro bpy, voicing his irritation after failing to voice any kindliness. 

“How many times have I told you to keep the cockleburrs out of 
Snow’s hair? He looks as if he had been tolling in them. Have him 
combed out by morning or tell me the reason why. And Cornet’s as 
badly maimed as if he’d been fighting a tiger. You’d better get him to 
the veterinary before he loses a leg.” 

Amen stopped the car noisily and stuck his wooly head out of the 
side. ‘Tessuh, Mr. Gervais. Ah didn^t disremember what you told me, 
but Ahte deme had a fever in mah back.” The look of bcamii^ ex¬ 
pectancy with which he had come .forward to meet Gervais gon^ 

and a hangdog expression of dejection had taken its place. Ordinarily 



Gcrvais would have felt compunction for such a change, knowing him¬ 
self responsible for it. But now he spoke even more sharply the second 
time. 

“Well, then, you’d better go to the doctor yourself when you take 
Cornet to the veterinary. But get him there. Fm working up a fever, 
too, and it isn’t just in one place, cither-” 

The family cat, a tortoiseshell named Miss Larcclla, whose bul^png 
form belied her right to a maidenly title, came padding towards i lim, 
purring sonorously and rubbing her sleek sides against his angles. 
Again he freed himself, even more irritably than from the dogs^ but 
less easily, for Miss Larcella instantly dug her claws into his ! kin, 
clinging to his leg and mewing piteously. Another silly, superfl ious 
animal, Gervais thought savagdy, restraining with difficulty the im¬ 
pulse to toss the persistent pet out into the shrubbery, as he strod^ off 
towards the colonnade forming the gallery that surrounded three : ides 
of the house. It was paved with the same type of mellow brick w lich 
made the walls, and his footsteps tapped out a signal of approad on 
this pavement as he crossed it. But even without the signal Geisrjis 
knew that Selah would be watching for him from the doorway. The 
sight of the old butler’s bent figure, standing between the fluted 
pillars, was another integral part of home coming. Selah was not the 
formal butler of tradition, given to platitudes and pomposity; he 
stumbled a little as he walked, and his clothes were always slightly 
askew; he gave a general effect of apology and shabbiness. But he 
belonged. He was as m\ich a part of Belle Heloise as the colonnade, 
and it never occurred to Gervais that he might not be as permanent. 

“Good evening, Selah. Has Lucic told you how Madame’s feeling 
tonight?” 

Contrary to local custom, none of the servants had continued to call 
his mother Miss Isabelle after her marriage. She had been Madame to 
them from the time she became Philogene’s wife. Gervais had never 
heard them address her otherwise, and never referred to her himself 
in any other way. 

“Yessuh, Mr. Gervais. She’s po’ly, jes lak she alluz is. There ain’t no 
difference. . • • The parade was mighty grand, wasn’t it, Mr. Gervais? 
Ah reckon there ain’t never been anything in Baton Rouge to equal it.” 

“Well, it seemed to go off all right. . . . Madame is awake, isn’t she?” 

“Yessuh, she’s awake. Lucie don’ tole me she waked up extra early 
this ebenin’. Seems lak she’s restless, waitin’ for you and Miss Cresside 
to git home and tell her all about the parade.” 

“I don’t think Miss Cresside will be home until pretty late, Selah. 
She went to a party at the Mansion this afternoon, with Miss Regine 
and Mr. Sylvestre, and I have an impression they’re going on to an¬ 
other somewhere else after that. Tell Lou Ida not to hold up dinner 
for her. I’m hungry myself. ButT’m going up to see Madame before 
I eat.” * 

He handed his cap to the old butler, nodded, a trifle less abstractedly 
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than when he h^4 left Amen, and started across the immense hall. It 
ran the entire len^ of the house, dividing the library, music room and 
garden room on one side from the parlor, dining room and service 
quarters on the other. Though the door at either end of it habitually 
stood open, the colonnade so shaded it that it was really radiant only 
during the brief period of sunset; now it was already engulfed in eve¬ 
ning shadows. Gervais was used to its dimness, but suddenly this irked 
him; never had he felt so strongly that the house lacked light and 
warmth and the simple kindly humanity that was as alien to his sister’s 
flippant coquetry as it was to his mother’s arrogant reserve. Light and 
warmth were what Merry would bring to the house, if he could only 
get her there without such a struggle that it spoiled the spontaneity of 
her single-hearted love for him. Those were the qualities that would 
stamp her as its chatelaine, if he could persuade his mother to step aside 
for his wife. He had no delusions about the difficulties and delays which 
confronted him; but because it seemed as if he could not stand the dim¬ 
ness and the cold another moment, he turned sharply, and gave an 
^rupt order to Selah from the stairway, aware, as he did so, that the 
fulfillment of his command would alter only the face of the established 
order, and not its spirit. 

“Do turn on the gas, Selah. Tonight and every night. I hate to come 
home to a dark house. And light some fires. I don’t like to freeze to 
death either, and it’s still mighty chilly in the evenings.’^ 

“Yessuh^ Mr. Gervais. Madame, she’s in her room all de time, and 
Miss Cresside, she’s out all de time. It ain*t hardly seemed worth¬ 
while-” 

“Well, I’m home again now, and I like a bright house and a warm 
one. I’ve had enough gloom and cold in France to last me all the rest 
of my life. Don’t forget. I like a clean one, too. And there are cobwebs 
and dirt-daubers’ nests in practically every corner of this place.” 

“They comes right overnight, Mr. Gervais. Ah cleans ’em out in de 
cbenin’, and there they is again, first thing de nex’ mornin’.” 

“Well, clean them out again the next morning, too, then.” 

He went on up the stairs, slightly ashamed of himself for having 
spoken so sharply to the old servant who was conscientiously trying 
to save gas and fuel, and who had long lacked anyone to set household 
standards for him. On the landing he paused briefly, and from force of 
reviving habit, rather than from any devout impulse, muttered the 
first few words of an old Latin prayer. There was a niche beside the 
landing, where an ancient Spanish statue of the Virgin and Child was 
enshrined. It was a beautiful wooden image, exquisitely carved and 
lavishly gilded, which had originally been brought to Louisiana from 
Seville, among the belongings of a royal governor. The first mistress of 
Belle Heloisc, who was a descendant of this functionary, had brought 
it with her when she came to the plantation as a bride, and ever since 
it had stood in this niche, which had been built on purpose td receive 
it. Vigil lights were always kept burning in front of it, and on special 



feast days taller candles were lighted there, too, while jeweled crowns 
and rich robes were placed upon the figures, and flowers on either side 
of them. The statue was the family’s most prized possession, and evcjy 
succeeding generation was taught to pray before it. Gervais and 
Cresside had knelt there together countless times, while their mother 
stood behind them, a detaining hand on the shoulder of each, a 
meticulous voice prompting their impatient patter. Gervais could not 
remember that his father had ever st<x)d there, too. Philogene d’Alve:y 
had usually been out hunting in th i fields or sipping brandy in t le 
gallery while his wife guided the children through their relucts it 
prayers. But Gervais could feel his n.other s hand on his shoulder st IL 
He tried to shake it off as he went on up the stairs and knocked at 
her door. Speaking in French, she told him to come in, and he enter d 
her room. 

Like all other rooms at Belle Helc .se, this one had high blank ws Is 
of white plaster and dark massive l urniture. Downstairs, the broca le 
draperies and Aubusson rugs, the po; traits and porcelains, did much to 
relieve the severity of the walls and the somber quality of the furnitu; e; 
but in Madame dAlvery’s room thej e was no such relief. The curtaj a® 
at the wide windows and on the mammoth four-poster were made of 
plain white muslin, and except for a dark braided rug beside the b('d, 
the floor was bare. The mantel shelf was unadorned by vases, and a 
realistic crucifix, instead of a pleasing portrait, hung over it. Madame 
dAlvery herself sat propped up among huge square pillows, the fine 
linen of her nightgown closing tightly in around her neck and wrists, 
her hair covered with a fine linen cap. Her long, veined hands lay 
folded over the smooth sheet in deadly irnpassivity; they would be 
folded like that when she lay in her coffin. But her black eyes, which 
had been the greatest of her many beauties in her youth, glowed from 
her pale face like dark fire. She waited, silent and motionless, for her 
son to approach her and address her. 

“Hello, maman/' he said with forced cheerfulness. “How are you 
this fine evening? Feeling better?” 

“There is no change in my condition, Gervais. I have no hope that 
there will be. I shall never recover from my crushing loss. But I do 
not complain. I await in long-suffering a Heavenly reunion with your 
dear father.” 

She sighed, patiently, and Gervais smothered an ejaculation which 
was considerably less resigned. He had been puzzled, at the time of his 
father’s death, by his mother’s complete prostration; she had never 
impressed him as a woman whose being was so interlocked with her 
husband’s that the two could not be wrenched apart without disaster 
to the survivor. In fact he had always felt that Philogene dAlvery— 
improvident, charming, inconsequential—^was completely under the 
dominion of his handsome and imperious wife, and that the only real 
difference caused by Philogene’s elimination from Belle Heloise lay in 
Isabelle’s grievance over having one vassal the less. His bewilderment 



at his modier’s collapse deepened into distrust when the family phy¬ 
sician, Dr. Champagne, after a succession of more tactful utterances, 
abruptly announced one day that he could not deprive those who were 
really suffering of his services or consume valuable time traveling back 
and forth over the River Road, merely because it was Madame 
d’Alvery’s whim to lie abed, visited by no one except her doctor and 
her confessor. If her heart really had been broken—the physician’s tone 
betrayed his skepticism on this point—^it would mend again in time, 
like any other woman’s under similar circumstances. As for her body, 
that was as strong as steel. 

At the time this unfeeling pronouncement had been made, Gervais 
was still willing to give his mother the benefit of the doubt; he at 
first suggested a consultation of physicians, and upon her indignant 
refusal to sanction this, asked her to let him seek out someone else 
who would be willing to take over her case; he was sure that a younger 
man, less preoccupied and harassed than Dr. Champagne, would be 
glad to give her all the attention she needed. Madame d’Alvery had 
proudly replied that she did not propose to have an unskilled youth 
C}(!periment upon her, furthering his career at her expense; and, in any 
case, the heartlessness and carelessness of Dr. Champagne had so dis¬ 
illusioned her that she had lost faith in all physicians. From then on, 
she would bear her afflictions without 2 fny attempt to alleviate them. 
The gravity of these afflictions had long since become a matter of mis¬ 
trust to her-son and of indifference to her daughter; but she herself 
fostered it with the same relentlessncss which tmarked her every other 
purpose. 

“Your sister did not return with you?’^ she inquired now, having 
allowed an effective interval to elapse after the sigh. 

“No, I believe she and Reginc were going on to some party or other 
after the parade.” 

He had been impatient when Selah pleaded with him for an account 
of the parade, because he was in a hurry to get to his mother and 
talk to her about Merry. Now, illogically, he wished his mother would 
ask him some questions. And yet, it was not so illogical, after all, for 
a man to desire his mother to share his hour of triumph, to reveal pride 
and pleasure in his achievement. Madame d’Alvery dismissed the 
parade by asking an irrelevant question. 

“Unescorted.?” 

“Not by a long shot. When you see either of those girls unescorted, 
you’ll see a white blackbird. They had about a dozen boys buzzing 
around. Besides, of course Sylvestre, in attendance with his usual gal¬ 
lantry.” 

“I should have said, unescorted by you. I should have thought, 
Gervais, that you would have wished to remain with your sister— 
and her friend.” 

Madame d’Alvery stressed ‘the last three words. The emph^s was 
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unnecessary. Without it, Gervais knew that it was not because Regine 
was Cresside’s friend that his mother wanted him to act as the gkrs 
escort, but because she Was predestined as his wife. He decided to 
plunge into his subject without more delay. 

“No, I didn’t, especially. As I said, Sylvestre was along. It seems 
he’s visiting at Hathaway Hall again. And if there^s one man I can^t 
stomach, it’s he. But at least he provides the figure of the protective 
male that you think is so important. And I was in a hurry to get home. 

I wanted to talk to you.” 

“I am very much gratified by vour filial devotion. At the sine 
time-” 

“I’ve got something a lot more important on my mind than tak ng 
Cresside and Regine to some tarn ^ tea. I’m going to get marric i.’^ 

For the first time, the long slim iiands which were folded over he 
white sheet fluttered slightly. Then almost immediately they were .' till 
again. But the great eyes burned with increasing intensity in he 
white face. 

“Get married? This is very sudtien, my son.” 

“It isn’t at all sudden. It’s been L;*oing on for years. If I’d had i hy 
sense at all, I’d have got married before I went to France. Then I’d 
have had a wife and child to come home to, like the other men I know. 

I wouldn’t have come back to a great shadowy empty house that my 
sister won’t stay in and my mother withdraws from. I’d have had some¬ 
one besides the butler waiting to welcome me. Well, I’m going to have 
someone, from now onj” 

Again Madame d’Alvery’s hands fluttered momentarily. But she 
spoke with complete control. 

“You are very vehement, Gervais, and very critical. I see no good 
reason for you to be either. Surely you know that I shall put no im¬ 
pediment in the way of your marriage—^if you have made a proper 
choice. I never would have done so. You could have married two 
years ago as easily as now. As for the emptiness of the house, I cannot 
help my infirmities, and it is natural, at Cresside’s age, that she should 
be pleasure-loving.” 

“Well, suppose we pass over the condition of the house for a mo¬ 
ment—especially as I propose to change that. But I don’t know whether 
you will think I have made a proper choice. Not that there’s any 
sound reason why you shouldn’t—in fact you ought to be thankful that 
a girl of any real caliber will have me. I haven’t so much to offer her. 
... I don’t need to have you tell me, though, what your idea of a 
proper choice is. And it isn’t the same as mine.” 

“Then I am very sorry, Gervais. I had hoped you would be guided 
by my wishes.” 

“Usually I have been, haven’t I?” 

“Yes. That is why I am the more amazed—and the more distressed— 
that you should not be, in this all-important instance ” 
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“You chose all my friends while I was growing up. You chose my 
college and my career. At least you might let me choose my own wife. 
I have chosen her.” 

“Who is this wife you have chosen, Gervais?” 

“Her name’s Meredith Randall.” 

“I do not recall any Randalls among our acquaintances. Has her 
family ever visited with ours?” 

“Not that I know of.” 

“Then where did you meet her?” 

“On the 'Bsver Queen/' 

“The River Queen?" 

“Yes. The dance boat that comes down from St. Louis every winter. 
You must have heard about it dozens of times.” 

“If I have, I have forgotten. You met this girl you want to make 
your wife at a public dance?” 

“Good God, don’t talk about it in that tone of voicel Everyone in 
Baton Rouge—at least everyone young—dances aboard the River Queen 
when it’s anchored there. There’s nothing disgraceful or furtive about 
it^ You make up your own crowd, and it’s a good crowd. The same 
goes for Plaqucmine and Donaldsonville that goes for Baton Rouge. 
Someone in my crowd asked Meredith Randall—I forget now who. As 
a matter of fact, I think it was Fabian. It’s of no consequence anyway. It 
was the first time she’d ever been aboard the River Queen, or to a big 
dance anywdiere—she was just a kid, a sophomore at the Baton Rouge 
High School. And, gosh, did she eat it all up! Everyone wanted to 
dance with her, because she was having such a swell time herself that 
it did something contagious to her dancing. I never saw a girl who 
had so much vitality!” 

He paused, his resentment against his mother momentarily swallowed 
up in vivid reminiscence. He was remembering the two searchlights 
stabbing upward through the river mists, visible for miles away and 
none the less effective because their manipulation was a clever adver¬ 
tising trick. He was remembering the screaming calliope, drowning 
out the crackling calls of the tree frogs and the shrill notes of the 
crickets chirping along the river bank. He was remembering the old- 
fashioned landing stage leading from the foot of the levee to the boiler 
deck, and the ornamental white fretwork banister of the stairway that 
led to the upper deck where the dance floor was, and where the orches¬ 
tra began to tune up as soon as the, calliope stopped playing. He was 
remembering the gleaming dance floor itself, not flat, but concave, slop¬ 
ing markedly upward at the bow end. He was remembering the first 
time he had served notice on the rest of the “bunch” that there wasn’t 
to be any more cutting in when he was dancing with Merry, and the 
special tunc that he and Merry had begun to look upon as their own 
soon after this—“We’ll Go On a Chinese Honeymoon,” the name of 
it was. He was remembering the couples who parked in adjoining chairs 
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on the dark deck outside which was supposedly brightly illumined, but 
where someone always thoughtfully extinguished most of the overhead 
incandescents, which were pretty dim at best, by unscrewing then^ part 
way in their sockets. He was remembering some of these couples Were 
frequently fused in the single silhouette of a long kiss; and he was re¬ 
membering, with chagrin mingled with admiration, that when he had 
tried to draw Merry into such an embrace, she had eluded hirri not 
coyly but almost gravely, and that afterwards she had told him. very 
earnestly how she would have to feel about a man before she w )uld 
let him kiss her or want to kiss him in return. It was that kiss he had 
not succeeded in getting which l^ad made him want desperate! f to 
hold her in his arms, not as an interlude in an evening’s outing but 
as a fulfillment and a reward. . . . His mother’s measured voic< cut 
coolly across his warm reverie. 

“This girl received her education at the Baton Rouge High School?’" 

“Now that you know what her name is, suppose you refer to her 
as Meredith. Or Merry—that’s what I call her. Yes ... is there my- 
thing wrong with the Baton Rouge High School?” 

“I believe not. I believe it does a very worthy work In supplying in¬ 
struction to a great many young middle-class persons who would other¬ 
wise have none.” 

“I suppose you’d have felt better if I’d have told you Merry went to 
Convent or Grand Coteau?” 

“Much better. It would have assured me that even if she were not 
a Catholic herself, she* had been surrounded by excellent influences. 
Incidentally, is she a Catholic?” 

“No. She isn’t.” 

“There has never been a Protestant at Belle Heloise, Gervais.” 

“There is going to be one now.” 

Defiantly, the two pairs of dark eyes met. To his mother’s surprise 
and chagrin, Gervais was able to outstare her. His gaze was as stub¬ 
born as it was piercing. Reluctantly, Madame d’Alvery lowered her 
white lids, unable to endure the challenge any longer. Aware that he 
had won the first round, Gervais relaxed. 

“I think I’ll light the fire. There’s no use sitting and shivering, if we’re 
in for a long discussion. What else would you like to have me tell you 
about Merry?” 

Without waiting for an answer, he rose and walked over to the fire¬ 
place. The grate was already neatly laid with coal and small kindling, 
and when he set a match to these, the flame leapt up instantly, alter¬ 
nately illuminating the blank white walls with its radiance and dark¬ 
ening them with its shadow. The eerie quality of the grim crucifix over 
the marble mantel, and of the still figure on the mahogany bed was in¬ 
tensified in the weird light. 

“And the canaics, too, while I’m’ about it,” Gervais went on. “ThereV 
no usc-talking in the dark cither. I told Sclah when I came in that I 
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hated a gloomy house. Of course, youll do as you please about your 
own room. But I’d appreciate your letting me brighten it up a little 
when I am in it. Do you mind very much if I smoke?” 

Madame d’Alvcry made a deprecatory gesture, designed to indicate 
diat in her opinion the suggestion was unworthy of a true Creole 
gentleman, but that, of course, he would do as he pleased. She con¬ 
trived to make this gesture so eloquent that Gervais could almost hear 
her saying that never, in all the years of their marriage, had her hus¬ 
band smoked in her bedchamber. Gervais reseated himself, crossed his 
knees, and repeated his question, lighted cigarette in hand. 

“What else would you like me to tell you about Merry?” 

“I should like to know something about her family and her back¬ 
ground, if that is not asking too much.” 

“Of course it isn’t asking too much. She’s an only child. At least she 
if) now. She had two brothers, Malcolm and Vail, but they were both 
killed in the war—one at St. Mihiel and the other at Montfaucon, I 
reckon they were good fellows, though I don’t believe they were quite 
inJMerry’s class. They both married girls from out of town. I don’t 
know anytliing about their wives. Merry’s mother’s a widow. She and 
Merry live in a little house on St. Napoleon Street—you know, the 
kind that has two front doors, though the fa 9 ade’s so narrow it’s taken 
some planning to get them side by side. The extra door is for the 
convenience, of the lodger.” 

“The lodger?” 

“Yes. Nearly everyone around there has a ledger who occupies the 
front room. The extra door leads directly into this room, and the 
lodger goes in and out through it, without disturbing the family. It 
is a very sensible arrangement.” 

“And the Randall family takes in lodgers?” 

“Not lodgers, just one of them. And you wouldn’t call it taking in, 
exactly. There’s no coming and going. Miss Mittie’s lived with the 
Randalls for years—ever since I’ve known them, and long before that, 
too, I reckon. She’s quite a character. Came from New England 
originally. Teaches Latin at the High School. Has an inexhaustible 
fund of wise sayings and a droll way of getting them off. Dotes on 
Merry.” 

Madame d’Alvery actually raised one hand, as a signal to her son 
that she did not desire to hear anything more about the peculiar Miss 
Mittie. But she asked another question about the Randalls themselves. 

“Since they’re obliged to share their home with a lodger, 1 gather 
that this family with whom you have become—” She hesitated, quailed 
for the second time before her son’s accusing gaze, and substituted 
“acquainted” for “entangled,” at least aloud. “I gather that this family 
with whom you have become acquainted is in straitened circumstances.” 

“I^ afraid they are. I don’t know much about the late Mr. Randall. 
I believe be was some kind of a minor railroad ofBcial. Anyway, it’s 
obvk>us he didn’t leave his widow very well provided for. She and 
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Merry live very simply. And Merry’s worked ever since she got 
through High School.” 

^‘She worf^sr 

*‘Yes. She’s a stenographer at Goldenberg’s store. Or, rather, Ae’s 
risen now to be Mr. Goldenberg’s private secretary. I reckon she’s 
made herself pretty nearly invaluable to him. It’s going to be an awful 
shock for the old codger to lose her. I’m sure he figured that ii he 
didn’t, at the beginning of the war hysteria, when practically e ery 
girl in town was getting married over night, he never would. Veil, 
of course, he should have lost her then. That’s when I ought to 1 ave 
married her, as I said before. I don’t deserve the luck I’ve got in ha' ing 
her wait for me.” 

“And what withheld you then, since you are not withheld now ” 

“I’m ashamed to say so, but I S';ppose it was the same sort of ally 
inhibition that’s cluttering up you; mind—^the deep-rooted convic ion 
that great River families and mere catfish town nobility shouldn’t nix 
their blood. That I was the last of my line, and that when it cam ; to 
marriage, it behooved me to male a suitable alliance—^with Re^i^tc 
Hathaway, or at least some girl like her, exactly as you’d plan3ied. 
That, of course, I was entitled to a few light love affairs before I 
settled down, but that when I did- ** 

“And that was what this was before you went to war? A light love 
affair with a stenographer?” 

“No. This was never gi light love affair, ma mhre. I must ask you to 
be very sure that you do not make any mistake about that.” 

Suddenly his voice was steely, as his eyes had been already, and for 
the first time in his life he was calling her ''ma mere' instead of maman. 
Madame d’Alvery was horribly aware that this change in address was 
not accidental, and that its meaning was grave. He went on, inexorably. 

“There were a few light love affairs in France,” he said. “And a 
few others before I ever knew Merry at all. I’m not at all proud of 
the fact. It isn’t worthy of me or of her. I only mention it in passing 
to try to show you the difference. ... I was attracted to Merry the 
first time I met her, that night on the River Queen, I told you, it was 
her vitality I noticed first. There was something about her enjoyment— 
the spontaneity and freshness of it—^that affected her dancing and 
made it different from any other girl’s. It was so natural and un¬ 
affected. Her laugh was that way, too, and she laughed a lot. I got so I 
listened for it, and waited for it. Of course I liked her looks, too. She’s 
very lovely to look at. She has rosy cheeks, with deep dimples in them, 
and beautiful white teeth and big brown eyes. Her hair’s brown, too, 
but there are golden lights in it. She’s more than lovely looking. She 
looks warm-hearted and tender and true, and she is. She’s the soul 
of honor and steadfastness.” 

Gervais paused, but his mother made no comment. He walked over 
to the fire and laid more coals on it, and again the flames leapt up, 
transfiguring the cold walls and the suffering Christ and the bed- 
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bound woman. When he came back, he did not reseat himself. He stood 
over his mother and looked down at her. 

“I knew all that before I went to France,” he said. “The first dance 
on the /2/V'er Queen was only one incident in our—association. I saw 
a lot of her after that at dances and elsewhere. And every time I saw 
her, I liked her better than I had the time before. But, of course, she 
was just a kid. And she went to the Baton Rouge High School and 
lived on St. Napoleon Street and there was a lodger in the house. And 
by and by she graduated at the head of her class and went to work in 
Goldenberg’s store as a stenographer. By that time I wasn't merely 
attracted to her, I was in love with her. But still I didn’t have the guts 
to ask her to marry me. I was a hidebound fool. But at least I wasn’t 
enough of a fool to suggest an affair. And at least I had enough sense, 
before I went away, to ask her if she’d wait for me. 

“She said she would, and she kissed me good-by—^it was the first 
time she ever had kissed me. I realized then how much I meant to her, 
because—well, because I’d tried to get her to do it before, and she 
wouldn’t. She wrote to me, but we didn’t get our mail very regularly, 
and the letters were sort of shy, especially at first. But from the ones 
I did get, I knew there must have been others, and gradually they grew 
less and less reserved. She wasn’t afraid/ after a while, to tell me just 
how she felt, and I could see thit she felt plenty. But what touched me 
most of all \vas her loyalty and her trust. It never occurred to her to 
look at another man, from the time I asked her to wait for me and she 
said she would, and it never occurred to her that I wouldn’t marry her 
as soon as I got back. That I wouldn’t want to. I do want to. I want 
to more than I want anything else in the world. If I haven’t learned 
another damn thing in France, I’ve learned something about values. 
I’m going to marry her right away, without wasting any more precious 
time.” 

Suddenly he smiled, as if the very thought of marrying Meredith 
Randall made him so happy that he forgot he had set out to be stub¬ 
born and stern or that there was any reason why he should be. Then he 
leaned over and kissed his mother on the forehead. 

“You’ll enjoy having her in the house,” he said. “She’ll be pleasant 
company for you. She’ll take the responsibility of the housekeeping off 
your shoulders. It must have worried you to feel things were being 
neglected, when you couldn’t look after them yourself. She might even 
help you get well. I thought we’d keep my old room for ours—^then 
you and Cresside could both stay where you arc, on this side of the 
hall, and if Merry and I need to expand later on, we’ll have all the 
space on the other side to do it in. We ought to be able to tuck away 
any number of grandchildren for you! Is there anything more I can 
do for you, tnaman, before I go down to dinner?” 
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CHAPTER III 


The belated dinner which Gervais ate alone in the big square dining 
room was very good, and he did full justice to it. A week or so earlier 
Amen had caught a huge turtle which had been lumbering t n- 
concernedly along the River Road where it skirted the Small Ya d, 
and Selah had snatched it away fn m him and saved it for Gerv; is, 
whose arrival they knew was impenvling. Gervais had always been n- 
ordinately fond of turtle soup, and Lou Ida had put forth her b'ist 
efforts in making the one into whi h the unwary traveler had b( m 
transformed. Selah set down the tureen with solemnity, and then e- 
moved the cover with a flourish. Gervais sniffed in the steami ig 
fragrance from the succulent dish as he ladled it out into the heated so ip 
plate of gold-banded china which S- lah had previously placed on t le 
spotless damask cloth between the i.eatly laid silverware. 

“There’s not a soup in France that can touch this, Selah, and they 
have mighty fine soups there, too,” (rervais said enthusiastically. Nc w 
that he had spoken his mind and indicated his will to his mother, lie 
was much less tense. Moreover, he was sincerely sorry for his earlier 
abruptness, and eager to make amends for it by a special show of 
geniality. He had always talked, incidentally, to Selah when he was 
eating alone, though he**never did so if there were guests, or if Cressidc 
were with him; but this time he talked by deliberate intent. “I stayed 
in one place where we had a different kind twenty-seven nights in 
succession; but at that, turtle soup wasn’t one of the varieties. And 
there isn’t any turtle soup like this anywhere in the world except at 
Belle Heloise. You may tell Lou Ida I said so.” 

“Yessuh, Mr. Gervais, Ah sholy shall. Ah wish you coulda seen 
ole Mr. Turtle befo’ he went into dat soup, though, Mr. Gervais— 
crawlin’ along down de road lak he never had a care in de world, 
when Amen cotched him. Ah disremember Ah ever seen a turtle big 
lak he was. He was marked handsome, too.” 

“I’ll see plenty of turtles along die River Road from now on. I’m 
home to stay this time . . 

“Ah’m proud to hear dat, Mr. Gervais.” 

Selah removed the tureen ceremoniously, in the same manner that 
he had brought it in, and substituted a hot dinner plate for the soup 
plate which Gervais had now emptied twice. Then he reappeared, 
bearing an immense ham, its sugar coating spiked with cloves, its pink 
substance pushed through with herb pockets. 

“Lou Ida felt real bad she didn’t get to cook your dinner the night 
you ccyne home, ’cause you wuz to dat banquet. She broilin’ a steak 
for yo, too, Mr. Gervais, but it ain’t quite ready. She didn’t want it 
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to get to lookin^ lak a piece of shoe leather while you wuz enjoyin’ 
your soup, and she thut you mought lak to try dis ham while you wuz 
waitin’. Our hogs, they’se cured moughty good this year.” 

“Fm pleased to hear it, but I’m still more interested in our birds. 
What about those? Any left for next fall’s shooting?” 

“Yessuh, Mr. Gervais, you gwine to have plenty birds, mebbe more 
*an you know what to do with. Ain’t hardly nobody bothered them all 
dc time you’se been gone. Mr. Fabian, he done come out dove-huntin’ 
once or twice, but not bird-huntin’. An’ he’s a sure enough sorry shot, 
even on doves.” 

Having made his disparaging remark, he disappeared quickly in the 
direction of the kitchen, as if aware that Gervais might resent his re¬ 
flection on the prowess of any member of his family, and that it might 
be wisest to retreat. When he returned, he brought with him the steak, 
now broiled to a turn and imbedded in enormous mushrooms. 

“Good Lord, Selah, how do you think I’m ever going to eat that 
eteak when you’ve filled me full of ham, and on top of that turtle 
soup, too?” 

•‘Go ’long, Mr. Gervais, you never see de time you couldn’t eat 
steak, ’specially right after Lent, when you done been filled up wid 
fish for five weeks. This here a mighty fine steak, too. Our beef cattle, 
they done just as good as our hogs. De grazin’s never been better on de 
kvec than this year past. Grass stayed green most all winter, and de 
clover, it started cornin’ out in February.” 

Stifling a jnock groan, Gervais helped himsolf liberally to the steak. 
Besides the mushrooms, and the mound of flaky rice which auto¬ 
matically accompanied all gravied dishes, there were crimson beets 
cooked with their own greens, and asparagus heaped on toast in a jade- 
colored pile; also a bottle of St. Emilion. As he sipped his sound red 
wine, Gervais lighted a cigarette and asked Selah for an ash tray. 
Though the old butler gave it to him without demur, his expression 
changed, reverting to almost the same look of scorn as when he had 
spoken of Fabian’s marksmanship. He knew that nicotine, like hard 
liquor, dulled the sense of taste, and he privately considered it an in¬ 
sult to Lou Ida’s dinner to do this. But again he changed the plates, this 
time bringing in an unheated one of fragile porcelain, painted with 
fruit and flowers; and when Gervais had set aside his finger bowl, 
Selah offered him mammoth strawberries from a silver basket orna¬ 
mented around the side with a berry design, and a large silver spoon 
embellished with a similar design at the end of the handle, with which 
to scoop them up. 

“Good Lord, Selah!” Gervais said again. “The berry-patch must be 
doing as well as the hogs and the beef cattle. Those strawberries are 
as big as crabapples.” 

“Yessuh, Ah specks so. Ain’t never seen no crabapples. The milch 
cows is doin’ well, too. Ah done had to bring ’nother of Madame’s 
strawberry spoons to git the cream outin de pitchur with.” ^ 
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Selah spdkc gloatingly and truthfully. The cream in the little pitcher 
of garnet-colored Bohemian glass, ornamented with clear spots sur¬ 
rounded by blue stippling, was so thick that it could not possibly be 
poured. Gervais took the second precious old strawberry spoon and 
ladled it out, not avidly, as he had ladled out the turtle soup, but with 
leisurely appreciation and admiration. When the strawberries were 
almost covered with it, and with the snowy sugar which he sifted 
slowly over the cream from an antique mufhneer, he looked ap at 
Selah with his charming smile. 

^‘This has been a wonderful di:iner, Selah. There’s only one tl Dubic 
with it, and that isn’t your fault, < »r Lou Ida’s. I’ve had to eat it a one.” 

“Yessuh, Mr. Gervais, Ah knows. Mebbe Ah’s got a misconvi ;tion, 
and mebbe Ah ought not to say t no ways. But Ah believes Ma lame 
might pearten up a mite, if she’d jes let herself. And Ah believes Miss 
Cresside mought have her a ni( e time right here at Belle H( loise, 
effen she’d ask nice lady people and nice gentlemen people .11 to 
come here, ’stead of goin’ out otl er places wid dem all de time. ’ 

“I believe you’re right. I’ve ol en thought the same thing mysjlf, 
Selah. But unfortunately neither Madame nor Miss Cresside a^ccs 
with us. However-” 

The charming smile did not wholly fade from Gervais’ face. But 
as he went on, he spoke with increasing gravity, befitting a serious 
and highly important subject. 

‘‘However, I don’t believe I shall have to eat many more meals alone. 
I’m expecting to be maiVied very soon, Selah. So of course my wifd will 
be at this table with me, hereafter. I’m sure you’ll take pride in servin|^ 
her as well as you always have me, and in making the silver shine as 
it never did before by the time she gets here. I’m sure you’ll under¬ 
stand now why I want the house to be clean and bright and warm, 
always. I’m sure you’ll be glad to know Belle Heloise is going to have 
a beautiful young mistress to grace it again.” 

“Ah is, Mr. Gervais, Ah sholy is. Lordy, if dat ain’t de bes’ news 
Ah’s heard since Ah done foun’ out de war ober dcre in France done 
got ended, and you wuz cornin’ home. Is it Miss Regine gwine be de 
beautiful bride, Mr. Gervais?” 

“No, Selah, it isn’t Miss Regine. It’s a Miss Merry—a Miss Merry 
Randall.” 

“Den she libes ober on de west side of de River, don’t she, Mr. Ger- 
yais? Ah ain’t neber heard of any Randall place on our side.” 

“She doesn’t live on a plantation at all, Selah. She lives in Baton 
Rouge—^like Mr. Fabian, you know.” 

“Yessuh, yessuh. Right in de town? Well, Ah sholy wishes yo’ all 
de happiness in de world, Mr. Gervais, both you and de young lady dat’s 
gwine be our new mistress. You don’t mind effen Ah tells Lou Ida de 
good news right away, docs you, Mr. Gervais?” 

Gerais gave his consent gladly, and Selah, having served the coffee, 
returned to the kitchen to spread the glad tidings. The tall clock in the 
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hall struck nine sonorously while Gcrvais was still eating strawberries, 
and immediately afterwards the ornate gilt timepiece which stood 
under a silene or oval glass on the drawing-room mantel tinkled out a 
silly tunc. When Gervais and Cresside were little, Philogene had told 
them that whenever this happened, the heartless girl who leaned 
provocatively over the dial on the mantelpiece was mocking the poor 
old grandfather encased in the hall, and the children had believed him. 
Gcrvais had disliked that gilded girl from childhood, and he detested 
her doubly now that she reminded him it was too late for him to go 
back to town and see Merry again that night. Both Mrs. Randall and 
Miss Mittie had conservative ideas about male callers, even callers 
whose intentions were honorable, definite and urgent, and Merry re¬ 
spected these. She had told Gervais that if he could not get back to 
town before nine, she would not expect him. She had not said this 
resentfully or hintingly; that was not Merry’s way. She had not asked 
him to supper cither, after the parade. She knew that he must have 
time to talk to his mother, without any sense of pressure, and her own 
mpther liked to have supper promptly at six o’clock. She had suggested 
that perhaps he would telephone if he were not coming, but then she 
had remembered, before he reminded her, that there was no telephone 
at Belle Heloise. She had said something soothing when he remarked, 
explosively, that it was ridiculous he should not be able to get a tele¬ 
phone installed within a few miles of the state capital, when he had 
used field telephones from one end of France to the other; it was just 
another example of the way the politicians r^n things in Louisiana; 
After he got into the legislature, he was going to get all that changed, 
or know the reason why. 

In spite of his disappointment, however, his deep irritation did not 
return. As he went from the dining room through the parlor and 
across the hall on his way to the library, he stopped at the open door 
of the house and looked out, drawing in the scented air with deep 
breaths. The Satsumas were in full bloom just then, and though they 
were located beyond the kitchen wing, at the side of the house, their 
fragrance was so strong that it came to him in great waves. But it was 
not only the smell of the orange blossoms which was so delicious. The 
sweet olive and night jasmine were blooming, too, and the privet and 
magnolia fuscata and honeysuckle; and besides all these, there was the 
indistinguishable scent which betokens the presence of no special 
flower, but which is the very essence of spring itself, pervading the 
grass and the shrubs and the trees and floating up to the very heavens. 
The Easter moon, at the height of its glory, added the element o£ 
radiance to this element of reviving freshness. Across the pavement of 
the gallery, the reflection of the columns slanted as white as snow be¬ 
tween shafts of blackness, and the raftered ceiling above them was 
black, too, with a strange impenetrable darkness; but beyond the colon¬ 
nade, the walk which led to the further end of the driveway at its 
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final curve, was strangely luminous. The amaryllis, which had suc¬ 
ceeded the azaleas blooming along this path earlier in the season, was 
at the fullness of its splendor now. So was the yucca which Amen, 
steeped in the lore which Angus Holt had handed down, trained to 
curve, when it reached its full height, to form a graceful arChway. 
The crimson majesty of the amaryllis, the snowy bells of the yucca, 
formed a contrast so striking that it was almost breath-taking. 

Gervais left the shelter of the gallery and walked slowly do\ m the 
gorgeous illuminated pathway. This should have been his wi dding 
night, he thought, and Merry ^should have been walking wit i him 
through this magic, scented arch, which might well have served as the 
aisle leading to an altar. His resolution that his marriage mur: take 
place immediately crystallized as he paced slowly back and fort l, pic¬ 
turing Merry as his bride. Involuntarily, he thought of a story about 
Isabelle Estrade and Philogene d Alvery which he had inevitably heard 
over and over again, since it was :he sort of story which no man vould 
choose to hear about his own fa’her and mother: after their mj rriage 
had been arranged by Isabelle’s j arents, it was also arranged ths: they 
should not take a wedding trip, but spend their honeymoon rf the 
garqonnihre at the rear of the gi.rden where Philogene had ma le his 
quarters during his prolonged visit to his rich relatives. In the dead 
of night, however, long after the departure of the last wedding guest 
who had made the event so convivial an occasion, Lucien and Evaline 
Estrade had been startled by having their daughter burst into their own 
stately conjugal chamber, clad only in her long-sleeved, high-necked 
nightgown, and crying out to them in hysterical resentment and rage: 

"*]e ne peux pas me coucher avec ce cochon W, 11 vent m'enlever la 
chemise!" 

Somehow they had quieted her, somehow, at that untimely hour, 
they had belatedly explained to her the rights and privileges of a 
husband; and before Philogene could start in pursuit of her, Lucien 
Estrade had himself led her back to the gargonnihe, after Evaline hac 
wrapped a cashmere dressing gown around her as she murmured a few 
last words of counsel and consolation in her daughter’s ear. As a matter 
of fact, Philogene had not had the slightest idea of pursuing her. He 
awaited her return, the circumstances of which he had no difficulty in 
divining, without undue impatience and with considerable amusement; 
and, to do him justice, he took no advantage of the shamed and re¬ 
bellious mood in which his bride was returned to him, either then or 
later. Philogene, who loved to make a jest of everything, even his 
own destitution, never derided his wife for the sorry role she had 
played at the moment which should have represented supreme ful¬ 
fillment to her. Gervais realized this, for he understood his father 
better than most persons, and loved him better than anyone. But he 
had always been ashamed of the episode himself. Now he reveled in 
the ^^alization that his fate would be so different from his father’s, that 



his bride would not only accept his right of dominance and her destiny 
of surrender without question, but that she would receive him radiantly 
as well as trustfully, glorifying their union through her ardor even as^ 
she quickened it through her acquiescence. 

For a long time,, as he paced back and forth, in the strange lumines¬ 
cence of the colonnade, he could think only of Merry, and of this rap¬ 
turous consummation of Kis marriage to her. The very conviction 
that this was at last so close at hand, however, that his long pent-up 
passion for her would so soon be assuaged, steadied him instead 
of increasing his restlessness and impatience; he began to think more 
quietly about other aspects of their life together. He took immense 
satisfaction in the knowledge that he would be able to give Merry a 
home and a tradition so superior to those she had hitherto possessed; 
he looked forward to seeing her live at leisure amidst surroundings 
distinguished by taste and tradition, in settings of great natural 
beauty. He visualized her presiding at the head of his table, pouring 
coffee in his parlor, sauntering through his garden, and—^instinctively 
reverting to his earlier visions—enthroned on his bed. Mentally, 
he ‘oaw her exquisitely arrayed as well as adorably disrobed, adorned 
with the jewels and laces that had been his grandmother’s and 
his great-grandmother’s, tucking camellias and jasmine in the ribbon 
which bound the shining masses of her hair and the tulle that veiled 
the whiteness of her bosom. He saw her, too, as she would look when 
she was great with child, bearing herself with such dignity and com¬ 
posure that her condition enhanced her queenKness; and he saw her 
with the newborn child at her breast, not daunted or prostrated by her 
travail, but triumphantly nourishing the new life from her own 
abundant supply of vitality. . . . 

Though these visions exhilarated him, they did not blind him, how¬ 
ever. He knew that Belle Hcloisc, beautiful as it was, had escaped only 
by a hair’s breadth the insidious decadence which in the end had de¬ 
stroyed not only countless houses which had been the glory of the 
River Road, but also hundreds of the men and women who had peopled 
them. Merry would help him, of course, to avert such a catastrophe here; 
but if she were to do justice to the part which he yearned to see her 
play, she must not be handicapped from the start by problems and 
burdens which lay essentially in a man’s province and not his wife’s. 
He must safeguard both the position she would adorn and the home 
which she would glorify. Still pacing back and forth in the slanting 
black and white shadows, he seriously considered first the state in 
which he had found the plantation, and then his general standing in 
the community. At last, finding that his thoughts were beginning ta- 
take him around and around in circles, he went into the library, 
and, at random, selected one volume after another from the row of 
old diaries on the top shelf of the breakfront bookcase. These were 
uniform in style, size and shape, aqd were all inscribed in block 
letters on the black cloth bindings with the words 
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THE SUGAR PLANTATION 
RECORD AND ACCOUNT BOOK 
BY THOMAS AFFLECK 

Inside there was the same identity of format. Each page provided 
for a week’s chronicle, being evenly divided into seven small rectangles 

imder the general caption record of passing events on the -- 

PLANTATION FOR THE WEEK BEGINNING —. The name of the plan ation 
and the date were written in the blank spaces left for this pu *pose, 
and nearly every day’s record be.;an with a comment on the we ither: 
‘‘A cloudy foggy morning and f ne day”—fine cold day witl con¬ 
siderable frost this morning”—“ V very warm day with thunde * and 
rain after noon.” Only births, deaths and important visits we e re¬ 
corded above such statements, .«nd these were generally writt :n in 
red ink, to set them apart from tne rest. The next entry was ger rrally 
on the subject of health or illnt ss: “All well except Philogem who 
has a sore throat”—“I hear of nr sickness in the Parish”—“I ha\ i sev¬ 
eral Negroes sick with several kir Is of diseases the Dr. attending i lem” 
—^“One boy lying up with sore eves and one woman with her b *elist’* 
—^“Two women in childbed”—“More Negroes sick than ever teforc^ 
Measles, Fever and everything else they can have.” Next came com¬ 
ments of general character, mostly about working and crop condi¬ 
tions. Gervais had not previously realized, or if he did he had forgotten, 
that female slaves did such heavy work on the plantation, or that 
so many different kinds of activity had been the rule rather than the 
exception. He read, with astonishment, that “the women” were clearing 
ground, making fences, rolling logs, raking up manure; with equal 
amazement that “the boys” were making baskets, shoes and fences, 
cutting up new-ground logs, getting in tanbark, setting out peach 
trees and Irish potatoes, and building corn houses. 

At first he found little to differentiate the books kept by his grand¬ 
father and his great-grandfather. They both attended the races in St. 
Francisville, they were both sworn in as PoLce Jurors in Baton Rouge. 
They both went fishing in the streams and hunting in the swamps 
and forests, taking bass, deer, ducks and in fact game of every sort. 
They both kept dogs, which they rubbed with linseed oil, turpentine 
and sulphur. They both entertained their friends, offering them such 
modest meals as those comprising “gumbo, boned turkey, young 
rooster, beef tongue, guava jelly, vegetables, plumb(sic) pudding and 
syllabub.” But gradually Gervais came upon observations in Lucien’s 
diary which had never appeared in Francois’: “War is all the talk’* 
—^“Everything at exorbitant prices”—“The most dreadful time known 
to man.” Even the vital statistics changed in character; “Many deaths 
in the Parish. Typhoid fever and pneumonia seem to be the prevalent 
diseases brought in by the Army.” 

Gervais shut the volume bearing the telltale date of 1862, put it 
back^in the bookcase, and flung himself into a barrelback chair. The 
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old entries no longer intrigued him; they revolted him. He did not 
want to read or hear or think about a war, even a war which was 
now only a part of history. He felt irritable and restless again, as he 
had earlier in the evening. But he was tired, too, and presently he 
realized that without knowing it, he must have dozed in front of 
the fire, .^or he had not heard a car coming in, or a horse’s hoofs in 
the driveway, and the servants had long since gone to bed; yet there 
were footsteps in the gallery now, and the murmur of voices. The 
footsteps were dilatory, indicating a reluctance to go forward, and the 
murmur was so low that it suggested secrecy. Every now and then 
both ceased entirely, and somehow the silences suggested embraces, 
which seemed to become more and more lingering as they took place 
closer and closer to the front door. He would have risen and gone 
to the door himself, if he had not felt that any gesture of welcoming 
a guest might savor of spying on his sister; so he sat still, involun¬ 
tarily listening, and increasingly uncomfortable as the silences became 
more and more intensified. He had almost decided that he could not 
stand them any longer, no matter how maladroit his manner of 
ternmnating them might seem, when there was a long-drawn-out 
good night, punctuated by unmistakable kisses. A moment later 
Cresside tiptoed into the hall alone. 

“Don’t trip, trying to keep quiet,” Gervais called to her. “I can 
hear you, all right. I can also hear your cavalier cautiously retreating 
Why didn’t he come in with you? Was he afraid I’d shoot him?” 

“You sound mighty silly, Gervais, when you .get smart-alecky. It’s 
a little late, isn’t it, to go visiting? And how were we to know you 
were here, anyway?” 

“Thanks for the delicate compliment. I reckon that no matter how I 
get, I don’t sound any sillier than you do, when you go creeping along 
hke a cat, or when you stand out on the gallery smacking somebody 
clse’s lips along with your own. If you’re going to quibble. I’d say 
it was a little late to be coming in, and I shouldn’t think it would 
take a Sherlock Holmes to guess that if there were a light in the 
library at this hour, I might be the person who was using it. I don’t 
suppose the servants have taken to literature, while I was in France. 
And as far as I know maman hasn’t been down the stairs in over two 
years.” 

“Oh, for Pete’s sake! Haven’t you had enough fighting without 
trying to pick a quarrel with me all the time? You haven’t done 
anything else but, so far.” 

Cresside swung herself into a chair sideways and lighted a cigarette^ 
nonchalantly tossing the match, when she had done so, down on the 
Aubusson carpet. Gervais rose, rather pointedly, and, walking over 
to the place where the match lay, picked it up, and carried it to the 
fireplace. 

“You’ve got to be terribly prissy since you went into the Army> 
do you know it?” Cresside said scornfully. 
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* 1 ^ 0 , I don’t know that. But I do know that this carpet cost two 
thousand dollars, and that we couldn’t find another like it anywhere, 
even if we could afford to buy another—^which we can’t.” 

“Well, I can remember when you used to throw matches around 
yourself, like nobody’s business, and flick ashes on the carpet, too.” 

Cresside flicked ashes on the carpet now as she spoke, and began to 
swing her beautiful legs, delicately encased in silk stockings, back and 
forth over the arm of the chair. Her feet, unserviceably but attr: ctively 
shod in gay high-heeled slippers, were also exquisitely not ceable. 
Apparently she had gone some where and changed her clotb s after 
leaving the Executive Mansion, for she was now wearing a sl( eveless 
beaded evening dress, which tame barely to her knees and clung 
closely to her flat little figure. Gervais was conscious of a leeting 
feeling of amazement that a girl, otherwise provocatively fe; linine, 
should have fallen so completely under the influence of the :urrent 
craze for a “boyish form.” But this seemed to him a cause f( r mild 
amusement rather than genuine concern; it was her face rath r than 
her figure which really disquieted him. She used more makeup ihan 
Regine or any other girl he had seen in Baton Rouge who car le into 
the comfortable category of ladies; but usually she applied it sk llfully, 
if dashingly. Now it gave her a blurred look; the pearly glow of her 
skin seemed muddied under the rouge, the curving line of her mouth 
hardened by her lipstick. Her hair, usually so shiny and sleek, was 
also disordered. She saw him looking at it and tossed back the loose 
locks. 

“All set to play the heavy elder brother, Gervais?” 

“No. Just the same Fd be interested in knowing who brought you 
home.” 

“Well, just to show you what a sweet little sister I really am I’ll 
tell you. It was Sylvestre.” 

“Good God, you don’t mean to tell me you’ve really fallen for that 
muffin hound?” 

“I’m sorry you don’t appreciate him. In fact, it makes me damn 
mad. Just as mad as it makes you to have maman raise hell about 
Merry. So you ought to know how I feel.” 

“I wouldn’t compare Merry with Sylvestre, if I were you. And I 
wouldn’t swear quite so much either, if I were a presumably nice girl.” 

“Well, you’re not a presumably nice girl. You’re a conquering hero 
with all the privileges that go with it. Just the same, you might cut 
out the ‘presumably’ when you’re talking about me. I don’t care much 
for your dirty digs.” 

“And I don’t care much about having you going in for heavy neck¬ 
ing with a specimen like Sylvestre. If you think the nature of the 
tender passages out on the gallery escaped me, you’re damn-well mis¬ 
taken.” 

“No, I don’t think so. I think you’d be bound to recognize them. 
After all, you’re in pretty good practice yourself.” 
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Cressidc’s last remark ended jerkily, not because of any voluntary 
change in the venomed honey of her tones, but because her brother 
was shaking her. The impudent swinging of her legs had ceased 
because he had pulled her abruptly to her feet; neither could she 
continue her spoken insults with any degree of effectiveness, because 
she could not get her breath, which she had lost from amazement as 
well as fury. Gervais had always been a kind and complaisant brother; 
even when they were children, he had very seldom teased her, and 
never before in his life had he touched her roughly. Now, when he 
stopped shaking her, he continued to grip her shoulders and to force 
her to look at him. 

*‘See here,” he said sternly. “All this nonsense is going to stop. From 
now on you’re going to behave yourself. Who’s supposed to be look¬ 
ing out for you, anyhow?” 

“Lucie looks after me. She’s my maid as much as she is maman's. 
She’s a good one, too.” 

“I’m not talking about a maid, and you know it. Who looks after 
yoH)in maman's place?” 

“Mrs. Hathaway. She says it’s just as easy for her to look after two 
girls as one. She’s been mighty kind about it. Maman's very grateful 
to her.” 

“She may have been kind, but I’d say she’s been damn careless, if 
tonight’s a sample of the way she looks after you. I think I’d better 
have a little talk with her. I’ll tell her that when you go out with her 
daughter, I’d like to have you stay with her daughter, and not come 
strewing in with her house guest at two in the morning. If I weren’t 
going to get married right away, I’d see if one of our own kinswomen 
who’s got a sharp eye and a strong constitution wouldn’t come and 
make us a prolonged visit. As it is, I don’t believe that’s necessary. 
I’ll look after you myself until Merry gets here to help me do it. And 
I’ll begin my guardianship with the statement that you can stop this 
pretty little flirtation of yours before it goes any further.” 

“It’s no more of a flirtation than yours is.” 

“I’m engaged to Meredith. Are you engaged to Sylvestre?” 

“More or less.” 

“That’s not quite definite enough to suit me. Has Sylvestre asked 
you to marry him?” 

“Practically.” 

“That’s not definite enough to suit me either. Unless he’s said, in 
so many words, that he wants you to be his wife, I think it will be 
very healthy for both of you to stop seeing each other alone.” 

“Well, he has—^in so many words.” 

“Do you mean what I mean by that, or do you mean rather vague 
words which you’ve slanted to suit yourself?” 

“I don’t see why I should tell you exactly what Sylvestre said to me 
when he proposed. I bet Merry doesn’t go around telUng evei'yone 
what you said to her when you proposed.” 
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"This isn’t a case of telling everyone. It’s a ease of telling me. You 
<k)n’t have to tell me exactly what he said cither. All I want is your 
word of honor that he has proposed.” 

“All right. He has proposed.” 

Cresside’s defiant eyes did not drop before her brother’s accusing 
ones, as his mother’s had dropped earlier in the evening. She con¬ 
tinued to stare at him, boldly, as long as he confronted her. Whnn at 
last he loosened his hold on her shoulders, she gave a little mot king 
laugh. 

“Now that you’ve found that out, Paul Pry, suppose you let n: f go 
to bed. I could do with a little skep.” 

“Yes, you look as if you could. These tense episodes quite > ften 
have exhausting after-effects. We i, I won’t keep you. But I’ll run 
over to Hathaway Hall tomorrow morning and have a little chat 
with Sylvestre. As long as he’s g< ing to be my brother-in-law, vorse 
luck, we might just as well understand each other at the outset. Vnd 
one of the things I don’t want any fw/Vunderstanding about is a 
fiance’s prerogatives, as the d’Alverys interpret them.” ^ 

“Well, of course you’re the soul of tact, but I shouldn’t think, my¬ 
self, that a conversation of the sort you have in mind would exictly 
pave the way for brotherly love. And I don’t know just how pleased 
Mrs. Hathaway would be to have you make a scene in her house. 
She goes in for dignity with a capital D, and she seems to be feeling 
a little cool towards you right now. In fact, I shouldn’t wonder if she 
said something to y<Hi about a proposal, if you gave her the right 
kind of an opening. I think she rather expected it. Oh, not for her¬ 
self, of course, but for her dear daughter. You didn’t by any chance 
ever take Reginc home on a moonlight night, did you, and loiter for 
a little while on the way ? 

“I’ve hardly seen Regine since I got home. You know that.” 

“Yes, but didn’t you see her sometimes before you went away? With¬ 
out the whole family sitting around? Now, now! Don’t talk to me 
about men who raise false hopes in the fluttering breasts of innocent 
maidens!” 

“Don’t talk to me like a fool!” Gervais said sharply. 

There was no sound reason why Gervais should have been so dis¬ 
quieted. He had never said anything to Regine, in that prewar 
period when after all they were both just kids, which she could truth¬ 
fully have told her mother was “fresh”—^that was the way it would 
have been expressed then. He did not know how the incoming crop 
of youngsters would define this particular type of conduct, if indeed 
there was any term of opprobrium connected with it; as far as he 
could sec, almost anything went now. If he had ever tried to kiss 
Regine, either against her will or because she seemed to expect it, 
the qjiress had been so casual that he had completely forgotten it. 
The match-making schemes had been hatched between her mother 
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and his; if Rcginc had accepted them complacently—^and he had an 
uneasy feeling that she might have—^he had never furthered them, 
at least not consciously. Naturally, he had taken her home from a few* 
parties, since they ran with the same crowd. Probably he had paid 
her some silly compliments and sent her insignificant litde presents 
from time to time. But none of that amounted to a last year’s bird s nest. 
It had nothing to do with his triumphant love for Merry, or with the 
unfortunate infatuation of Cresside for Sylvestre. There was no reason 
why he should not go to Hathaway Hall the first thing in the morning 
and have a plain talk with that skunk. He had half a notion that 
Cresside had lied to him about the proposal, in spite of the fact that 
she had given her word of honor, that she was telling the truth. 
Well, he would soon find out. . . . 

He was unaccountably restless all night, disquieted not only by 
his own tumultuous thoughts, but by a variety of nocturnal sounds: 
the cricketlike chirp of toad-frogs, engaged on their amorous occasions 
in the disused sugar kettle beneath his window; the liquid trill of the 
mockingbird which had found daylight all too short for its throat¬ 
bursting jubilance; the lonesome wail of a freight engine hauling its 
mixed string of box and tank cars northward towards Vicksburg; 
the asthmatic chuff of the John D. Grace churning downstream from 
Baton Rouge to Plaquemine; and sharpening all these, the vicious 
whine of mosquitoes beyond the bars. Such sounds had once 
helped lull liim to sleep; but for a long time the sounds he had 
listened to at night had been different; the chatter of machine guns 
at St. Mihiel; the roistering at Dufour^s estaminet in Lille; the 
rhythmic crash of waters riven by the stem of a transport. The mocking¬ 
bird’s joyousness seemed ill-timed now, the toad-frog’s lovenote offen¬ 
sive; they irritated and disturbed him. At last, tired of tossing from 
one side of the bed to the other, he rose and going to the plantation 
desk in the corner of the room, unlocked the dropleaf front which 
slanted across the pigeonholes and took out his own diary, which 
he had left there when he went to France. It fell open at the last 
entry: 

“April 6, 1917. Heavy rainfall. Much needed after long spell dry 
weather but still too cool for young cane. Maman worse, sent for 
Dr. Champagne. Cresside came home from Convent for Easter holi¬ 
days. War declared against Germany, Shall be off tomorrow to enlist.” 

“There certainly is a deadly monotony about the records the men 
in this family have kept,” he said half aloud. “Maybe I’d better start 
in again along different lines.” He hesitated, almost tempted to begin 
the new record then and there. It seemed an absurd thing to do, how¬ 
ever, in the middle of the night, and presently he shoved the old diary 
back into its pigeonhole, relocked the desk, and got into bed again. But 
still he could not sleep, and eventually, abandoning the effort, he got up 
and dressed, long before his usual hour. As he stepped from his ^room 
into the upper hallway, Lucie opened the shutter door opposite his, 
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leading into his mother’s bedchamber. The mulatto maid was wear¬ 
ing her inevitable tignon; she was carrying the customary coffee tray; 
but there was an unwonted expression of bewilderment on her usually 
placid face. Gervais noticed it with concern. When Lucie looked like 
that, it was portentous. 

“Good morning, Lucie,” he said pleasantly. “How’s Madame^ this 
morning? I hope I didn’t tire her, talking to her so long last evening.” 

Lucie curtsied. She was very fond of Gervais, and she had enormous 
respect for him. She had long regarded him as the head of the touse, 
and now that he had come home from the war in heroic guis i, his 
importance in her estimation was still further enhanced. 

“No, sah, Mr. Gervais,” she si id respectfully. “You didn’t tir r her 
out none. I don’t know when I sc^en her so pert like she is this i Corn¬ 
ing. She done tole me she thought she mought try to get out >f de 
bed, after while, and lay herseb down on de couch in de be idoir 
instead. She must be feelin’ pert f she’s aimin’ to do that. You I viows 
yourself, Mr. Gervais, that Mad; me ain’t been out of de bed b fore, 
not once, since poor Mr. Philogeise done died.” 


CHAPTER IV 

The plantation bell calling the field hands to work was still ring¬ 
ing when Gervais went down the stairs and into the rear of the lower 
gallery. It was a great bronze bell, suspended from a wooden standard 
near the corn crib, and its tone, at once impelling and melodious, had 
increased in richness with age; it could be heard at least five miles 
away. Like the statue on the stairs, this bell was ancient and honorable 
and closely associated with the annals of the family. It not only gave 
the summons to daily toil; it warned of flood and fire, heralded births, 
pealed for weddings, tolled for the dead. All these functions were 
habitual on every great sugar estate; the bell was literally the voice 
of the plantation. But the one at Belle Heloise had served in even more 
homely and intimate ways; as a child, Lucien Estrade had learned 
most of his letters from its inscriptions, identifying them, one by one, 
under the painstaking direction of Angus Holt. 

“J stands for justice. Laddie. And A for authority, P for patience, 
another P for peace, another A for amenity, R for rule, T for toil, I for 
ingenuity, E for energy, N for nobility. Repeat that after me now, 
and mind you don’t forget what I’ve told you either, you scatterbrain 
you I” 

When he had learned his lesson properly, Lucien was permitted to 
ring die bell for “quitting time,” and to this reward he looked forward 
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with eagerness. Then, strangely enough, Philogene d’Alvery had been 
the one to continue the custom the Scotchman had started; he taught 
Gervais the alphabet by the bell^ too, less patiently but more gaily 
than Angus had taught his pupil, permitting him to peal it often with¬ 
out rhyme or reason, a practice which threw everyone into confusion. 
To Gervais, the sound of his father’s drollery was forever intermingled 
with the peal of the bclL 

^7 four joie, A pour amour, P pour passion, encore de la passion 
quand nous trouvons P la deuxtkme fois, encore de Vamour avec le 
Second A, R pour ravir, T pour tempter, I pour ivresse, E pour extase 
^^is done, Gervais, a tu compris?'^ 

In those days Gervais had always shaken his head, smiling, and 
Philogene, shaking his head and smiling too, had continued the lesson 
in a slightly more serious vein. Now, stopping before the bell which 
still swayed though it had ceased to sound, Gervais smiled again at 
the remembrance of those strange lessons, tracing the inscription with 
his forefinger while he studied it afresh. The bell was ornamented at 
top and bottom with elaborate scrollwork, and beneath the upper 
scioll was a plaque, inscribed among further ornamentation with the 
words: 


j’appartien ^ 

A MONSIEUR 
FRAN90IS ESTRADE 

It was while pointing to that first word, yappartien-A belong—that 
Philogene had told his son J stood for joy and E for ecstasy; but 
Gervais had known for a long time that there had been little joy 
and less ecstasy in his father s life, and the mockery in Philogene’s 
voice, which still rang through the peal of the bell, always had a note 
of bitterness in it. But the bitterness had never silenced his wry 
jesting for long; after a temporary lapse into gravity, he usually con¬ 
tinued his lesson in the same vein that he had begun it, as he went 
on to the second inscription on the bell, the one which encircled it 
below the plaque and above the lower scroll: 

FOVIDUE A l’ATELIER DE THIAC-MAICHAM DURAMD VtOUVELLE ORLEAVTS ' 

LE 21 jum 1824 

Gervais had often wondered about Thiac-Maignan Durand, the 
man who had cast this bell in his workshop nearly a hundred years 
before. He had asked Philogene what sort of an artisan Thiac prob¬ 
ably was; and Philogene, in his droll way, had said Thiac must have 
been the sort who put everything hind side foremost, because all the 
Ns on the inscription were cast backwards, and were weirdly presented 
as Pis. Ns presented that way, Philogene told Gervais, did not stand 
anything, which was the reason he had to skip the last letter in 
lappartien, the incomplete word making it all too pointed that^c, at 



any rate, did not belong; whereas, if the Ns had been properly pre¬ 
sented, they might have stood for normalcie. It was too bad they 
didn’t, because a little norm aide would not have been amiss at Belle 
Heloise and would have helped Philogene to belong. ... 

Gervais was still staring at the bell and thinking about his father 
when Lezine Sance, his overseer, came up to speak to him. Sance was 
a short wiry man, sallow faced in spite of his outdoor life, with an 
inverted crescent of a mustache, and thin straggling brown hair. As 
usual, he was wearing a khaki-c( lored shirt, open at the throa , a 
heavy leather belt, cloth riding bn eches, and well-cut though rue jed 
brown boots. The back of his neck was ravined from the sun and his 
sleeves were rolled up above the el )ow. One shirt pocket was bulj ing 
with cigars, while from the other protruded an enormous silver w tch 
with a minuscule trace chain att; ched to it at one end and lo( ped 
through a buttonhole at the othe . His hat, worn at a jaunty a) gle, 
was a coarsely plaited affair of pah letto straw, shaped into a some' hat 
dandified fedora model. He was Ic iding his horse, a small cobby j lan- 
tation pony, which would never . ave taken any ribbons on the tan- 
bark, but which carried him inter.'ninably along ditch-banks and' )Ver 
headlands under the broiling Lc uisiana sun without showing any 
hint of fatigue, moving in a comfortable little rack equally easy on 
mount and rider. 

“Good morning, Captain d’Alvery,” he said agreeably. The air was 
crisp, but from force of habit he removed the pseudo-fedora and 
vigorously wiped first its sweatband and then his own unbeaded brow 
with his big bandana. “Regular Easter weather, isn’t it ? I don’t recollect 
a year when the mornings haven’t been chilly at Easter, whatever 
time of year that came. But it’ll be plenty warm later in the day. . . . 
Anything you’d like to tell me before I go out into the fields?” 

“Yes. I’d like to tell you that the fence to the mule yard looks in 
mighty bad condition to me. I’d be willing to bet that the mules and 
pigs have been breaking out and eating the corn sprouts.” 

“Well, Captain, you get me the bob-wire and posts and staples I 
need, and I’ll see that the mules and pigs don’t get out.” 

“Very well. I’ll take care ’of that in Baton Rouge today. But your 
mule shed is in bad shape, too. A good many shingles are missing and 
half the doors from the catchpen are sagging on their hinges.” 

“Captain, I just haven’t been able to get the materials, with the war 
going on. There are lots of things I’d like to see different myself. For 
instance, the rats are running wild in the corn cribs, and I need money 
for traps, and authority to offer bounty to Lou Ida’s little boys for 
every dead one they bring me. Madame wouldn’t give me the money 
or the authority either.” 

“Well, I’ll do it. You can depend on having everything you need 
from now on. But get that, leaking molasses trough fixed right away. 
All you need for that is a new plug.” 

While they were talking they had covered the ground between the 
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corn crib close to the bell and the harness-house where the field hands 
were whistling while preparing the mules to go into the fields. Thirty 
or more teams were already harnessed for the day’s work and the trace 
chains were jingling with the singing sound peculiarly their own. By 
and large the teams presented a fine sight. But Gervais was ready to 
pick flaws in their appearance also. 

“I wouldn’t say those mules had been curried any too regularly, 
and if their manes and tails have been trimmed, I wouldn’t know 
when.” 

“This time I have to admit I’ve got no alibi. But it’s been too long 
since there’s been anyone around that’s shown interest. It’ll be different 
from now on, I promise you, Captain.” 

“That’s the stuff. And maybe in the fall I can take a run up to 
Missouri and get us some better mules. A lot of these don’t even look 
like cane mules. They’re not much bigger than cotton mules.” 

“The stock has run down some, for a fact, and I don’t mind saying 
it’s good hearing to know there’ll be a change now that the bossman’s 
come back.” 

While Gervais and the overseer were talking, the Negroes had be¬ 
gun to move out along the headland with their teams, some of them 
chanting as they went. One of them, a lanky loose-jointed teen-ager, 
paused to call out to the near mule of his team in the midst of his 
carol. 

“Get along, there, you old Susan you! You’se pure slow this mornin’.” 

“Susan!” echoed Gervais, turning to Lezine. “Isn’t that our head 
Minnie?” 

Lezine chuckled. “Why, Captain, you haven’t forgot, have you, that 
the boys have two names for all these mules? Minnie’s that one’s stable 
name, all right; but out in the field she goes by Susan. You take that 
scrubby one she’s teamed up with, too; her name’s Mattie in the 
mule lot, but as soon as she gets outside the door, she’s Kate.” 

“I do remember now,” Gervais said laughing. “But I had forgotten 
for the moment.” Then he added, as an afterthought, “And it wouldn’t 
do not to have a mule named Minnie at Belle Heloise, you know.” 

The subject of the mules being logically terminated at this; point, 
for the time being at least, Lezine, nodding a friendly farewell, swung 
one leg over the side of his cobby little pony, preparatory to trotting 
off in the wake of the field hands. Gervais made a detaining gesture. 

“Just a minute more, Lezine. I hate to start off by so much variegated 
fault finding, but I was a good deal shocked at the state I found the 
cemetery in yesterday. If you can spare a couple of men, I wish you’d 
send them down there this morning to cut the grass, and hereafter 
I’d like it to be kept cut, regularly. A big snake was coiled up on one 
of the tombs in the Hathaway lot. I shouldn’t be surprised if there 
was a regular nest of them there. Anyway, that long grass is a 
pretty good place for one. I want it cleaned up.” 
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“Yes, Captain, I see how you feel.” For the first time the overseer 
spoke hesitantly. “Ill get two or three of the boys down there just as 
soon as I can. But I may as well tell you that Ill have to offer them 
some kind of inducement or reward. The niggers are scared of that 
cemetery. It’s not just graveyard fright either, like they generally have. 
There are a lot of those snakes, and the niggers are superstitious about 
them. They say old Miss Regine, that your young lady’s namec for, 
used to keep one in her room. The servants kept hearing a rueer 
rustling sound there and it seems hat after she died, when they st irted 
opening her dresser drawers, th !re was a snake skin in the )lace 
where she kept her paper pattern . The niggers believe that the \ lake 
followed her to her grave. . . . V'/ell, you could see how it wou i all 
work out. Plumb foolishness, of course. But that kind of foolis! ness 
is hard to get around.” 

“I do see that it might presen r difficulties. But I believe you can 
get around it. I believe you’re g( od at that sort of thing. And inci¬ 
dentally, the present Miss Regine isn’t my young lady. I’ve just told 
my mother, and Fd like to tell you, that I’m engaged to Miss Men d[jth 
Randall in town.” 

“Well, that’s fine. The best of luck to you, Captain. And nov' I’d 
really better get after those field hands if there’s to be any work done 
today. But you can count on me. I’ll see to everything we’ve talked 
about.” 

They had gone forward, spasmodically, as they talked, and now 
Gervais was almost opposite the sugaf house, where he knew his 
engineer, fitienne Plauche, would be expecting him, for this was the 
beginning of the repair season and he had not yet been out to inspect 
the machinery. The sugar house had been built at the same time as 
the mansion, and though its equipment had been gradually modern¬ 
ized, its appearance, unlike that of any other mill in the vicinity, was 
essentially unaltered. Its low facade was made of mellow brick, and its 
simple doorway, flanked on either side by small rectangular windows, 
was handsomely paneled and surmounted by an ornamental fanlight. 
At both ends, wide wings of well-weathered wood stretched out be¬ 
yond the brick, and above it a gabled roof closed down over a spreading 
triangle of clapboards. The whole effect was quaint, spacious and 
dignified to a degree more typical of a mansion than of a mill. Even 
the two square elevations, added to accommodate gigantic new ma¬ 
chinery, and rising ungracefully, one over the other, above the gable, 
did not seriously impair this effect. A line drawing of the sugar mill 
was stamped on every bag of sugar that went out from Belle Heloise, 
for its owners had always been nearly as proud of the mill itself as 
they were of its product. 

When Gervais opened the door to the mill room, he saw Plauch^ 
standing beside the big engine which drove all six rollers, and as he 
expected, the engineer, a swarthy, thickset man, whose blue denim 
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jumper was thickly spattered with grease spots, was waiting to speak 
to him. Unlike Lezine, Plauche himself took the initiative in outlining 
the need for immediate and urgent improvements. 

“Good morning, Captain. I hoped you wouldn’t let another day 
pass before going over the mill with me. We’ve got to do considerable 
repair work here. We had lots of trouble towards the end of the grind¬ 
ing season. Why, this very engine here should have the cylinders bored 
out! The last mill needs new shells and the front mill should be re¬ 
grooved. Some of the pumps need new plungers, too, and they all 
need new Garlock packing. Besides, there are new tubes needed for 
the double effect and—” 

“Good Lord, Plauche, stop for breath, can’t you? You certainly are 
unloading a lot of bad news on me all at once!” 

“Well, it’s better for me to unload it on you than to have you find 
it out gradually for yourself and think that I’ve been negligent. I 
want to get things in shape here so that we can take advantage of the 
high sugar prices. I look to see sugar hit better than twenty cents, 
within the next year.” 

“You may be right at that. I know the Belgian sugar mills have all 
been destroyed, and the ones in France hard hit^ because I’ve seen 
them. There’s bound to be a world shortage. It’s a damn shame we 
didn’t go into Germany, and destroy the best factories there the 
way the-Germans destroyed their enemies’. We’ve been too easy on 
those Huns from start to finish and some day we’re going to be sorry. 
They’ve got every particle of machinery they’ve ever had, and it’s as 
good as any in the world.” 

“Is that so? Well, all the more reason for trying to get ahead of them. 
• . . Now, if you don’t mind, Captain, I’d like to walk around and 
show you just how things are. Let’s start in the clarifying department. 
These heaters are in pretty good shape, but we should have some extra 
tubes in case they have to be changed during grinding. All the settlin’ 
tanks must be scraped and painted. You know. Captain, the Govern¬ 
ment is getting mighty particular. Just to show you the way things are, 
a man from the Department of Agriculture was here the other day, 
and he said to me, ‘You can’t use any more paint containing lead in 
your settlin’ tanks.’ We can’t use red lead, even in making a joint for 
our pipes, because the Pure Food Department says you can’t have 
lead in anything that’s for human consumption.” 

For the next hour Gervais followed the engineer’s lead from one de¬ 
partment to another, finding in each its^own peculiar evidence of 
necessity. Finally, realizing the morning would be gone if he did not 
break away, he interrupted Plauche in a complaint concerning the state 
of the sugar room, and hastily took his departure, promising to return 
for a more thorough inspection the next day. 

Gervais went back to the house through the sun-dappled walk of the 
pergola which bounded Angus Holt’s garden on the south side. Besides 
providing an ideal retreat for lovers, this pergola, richly garlanded 
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with foliage at every season of the year except midwinter, had long 
served as a promenade where the feminine contingent of the family 
took its genteel and unfatiguing exercise—^indeed, Gervais believed 
that Cresside was the first to rebel against the tameness of the traditional 
“constitutional.” Certainly his mother, up to the time of her widow¬ 
hood, had regularly paced up and down there every pleasant morning, 
for a period carefully marked by an hourglass, except during hose 
intervals vaguely described to him when he was a child as “certain 
days when ladies kept quiet.” He could still see her, with her r )sary 
between her white fingers, and hrr stiff skirt brushing the pebbl s on 
the walk, as clearly as he could see Philogene bending laugh ngly 
over the letters on the bell. If what Lucie had told him about his m ither 
were true, he might really see her walking like that again, with pre¬ 
cision and restraint and elegance. But there could be no re-crc tion 
of Philogene in his far more appeding guise. That is, unless—Ge vais* 
heart leapt suddenly at the thoug t—^he himself some time had i son- 
who was like his lost father, a .second Philogene, happier thar the 
first, in whose lightheartedness there would be no mockery art 1 in 
whose charm there would be no bitterness. It would not be stn nge, 
after all, if such a boy should be born at Belle Heloise, for Merry 
would be his mother, and Merry s own charm and lightheartecmess 
were like that. . . . 

It would do no harm, he thought, to speak to his mother again about 
Merry before he started for Hathaway Hall. It was still early, by 
Sylvestre’s standards, and Gervais had sense enough to realize that 
nothing would be gained by bursting in on his future brother-in-law 
with criticisms of his conduct and imperative demands that this should 
be rectified, before this wastrel was half awake. Gervais’ deep-rooted 
aversion to Sylvestre and all his ways mounted as he pictured this 
sluggard lolling among his pillows at a time when any healthy man 
with an atom of initiative would have been up and doing for hours. 
Why, in heaven’s name, should Cresside, who could have had her pick 
of the countryside, have made such a sorry selection? And how, again 
in heaven’s name, could she have bestowed her favors so recklessly on 
the last man who was worthy of either her admiration or her trust? 

There was no answer, of course, to either question, and as far as 
that went, Gervais was guided by instinct rather than knowledge in 
gaging the degree of his sister’s indiscretion. But he was increasingly 
convinced that his instincts were not playing him false, and increas¬ 
ingly disturbed by his coiy^ictions. He strode through the hall almost 
unseeingly, and failed to salute the statue as he went up the stairs. 
The shutter doors of his mother’s room stood open, and when he 
entered it, he sav/, as he expected, that the great bed was empty: the 
white covers were drawn tight across its immense width and its 
square pillows were smooth. The wide shutters, flanked on cither 
side by' gigantic armoircs, and dividing Madame d’Alvcry’s chamber 
from Cressidc’s, were tighdy closed, and he gathered that his sistci 
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was still asleep, or pretending to be. But the smaller door beyond 
the fireplace, leading into Madame d’Alvery’s boudoir, was ajar, and 
before he could reach it and knock, his mother’s voice came to him 
from beyond it. 

“You may enter, Gervais. I was expecting you to come and find out 
for yourself whether Lucie had told you the truth. Well, you will see 
that she has.” 

Madame d’Alvery spoke from a couch covered with dark brocade, 
on which she lay propped up by brocaded cushions. A purple comfort 
covered her, and a black satin peignoir concealed her linen nightgown. 
From the black lace cap that covered her hair depended long satin 
streamers, crossed and fastened under her chin with a diamond and 
onyx brooch. Her appearance, though still somber, was infinitely 
more regal than when she had been engulfed by the whiteness of her 
big bed, and it was also infinitely more suggestive of action. Her son 
was quick to feel the pulse of reviving power. 

“Yes, I see that she has. Not that I doubted her word. But naturally 
IVas anxious to witness this miracle for myself. You have made a 
most remarkable recovery, ma mhre!* 

“I have made a superhuman effort, because circumstances seemed to 
necessitate it.” 

“I’m not sure that I understand you.” 

“On the contrary, I am certain that you do.” 

Again, as on the previous evening, the two pairs of dark eyes chal¬ 
lenged each other. This time it was Madame d’Alvery who triumphed 
in her gaze. 

“I regret that you have obliged me to remind you this is my house. 
I cannot prevent you from bringing a bride to it. But I can, I hope, 
preclude its mismanagement by an inexperienced outsider.” 

“You can prevent me from bringing a bride to this house by order¬ 
ing me out of it, if you care to do so.” 

“I resent that retort, my son. It is unbecoming of you to suggest 
that I would stoop to such a course, merely because the law would 
permit it.” 

“It was you who brought up the question of my legal status in this 
house to begin with. But apparently I care more for the place than 
you do—it has certainly suffered from lack of supervision during my 
absence. Moreover, I can assure you Belle Heloise would never be 
mismanaged by my wife, and I’ must remind you, in my turn, that 
whatever your other rights may be, you ate not justified in referring 
to my fianefe as an outsider.” 

“I do not feel equal, at this point, to another prolonged argument 
with you, Gervais.” 

“I didn’t intend to begin one. Just the same, I don’t intend to let you 
speak about Merry like that, either.” 

“Shall we talk about someone else, perhaps?” ' 

“No. You h^id better not overtax your strength. I’m iust leavinar for 
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Hathaway Hall anyhow. Is there anything I can do for you before 
I go?” 

“Nothing. I hope you will enjoy your visit with the Hathaways. 
Please give them affectionate greetings from me/^ ^ 

“I’m not going to Hathaway Hall to visit the Hathaways. I’m going 
there to tell that skunk, Sylvestre Tremaine, exactly what I think of 
him.” 

“Isn’t that somewhat superfluous as well as distinctly uncivil? You 
never concealed your dislike for our neighbors’ friend, even when you 
were a child.” 

“It may be uncivil but I don’t th nk it’s superfluous. I think it’s im¬ 
portant Sylvestre should know what I think of him right now ind 
why. It has nothing to do with the way I felt about him when he md 
I were both children. But we won'i argue about that, either.” 

He left her abruptly, and stopping at Cresside’s shutter d )or, 
knocked and called to her. But th re was no answer, and after tvice 
repeating his summons, he went o i downstairs and out of the he asc. 
Amen had taken his car from the garage and was waiting patic itly* 
beside it, just as he had been accustomed to waiting beside the 
palomino. He gazed towards Ger\'ais with a grin that was hesi ant 
rather than wholehearted, but Gervais chose to disregard its shrinling 
quality. 

“What are you so cheerful about this morning, Amen?” 

“Ah’s happy about de good news, Mr. Gervais.” 

“What news?” 

“Selah done tole us you’s fixin’ to get married, Mr. Gervais.” 

“Does that make you happy, too?” 

“Sure it do, Mr. Gervais. We’s all happy when you’s happy, and 
we grieves when you does.” 

Amen was telling the truth and Gervais knew it. It was his own 
brusqueness that had given the boy that hangdog look the night 
before and the memory of it that kept his smile so faltering now. 
Genuinely contrite, Gervais strove to make amends by a special show 
of geniality. 

“You better hurry on and get married yourself. I want to dance at 
your wedding. Which means you’ve got to get married out of the 
book, you rascal, and not just take up.” 

“Yessuh, Mr. Gervais. That’s what Ah’s fixin’ to do, sho’ nuff. Ah 
don’ hold with no takin’ up myself.” 

The boy’s grin was no longer hesitant; it reached almost from ear 
to ear. Gervais climbed into his car, smiling too, and started down the 
driveway, while Amen stood watching him out of sight. It was a 
glorious morning, bright with sparkling sunshine now, but still crisp 
enough to be tonic. As Gervais approached the overgrown privet 
hedge, a whirr of wings sounded above him, and two cock blue jays 
shot zigzagging through the air, one in desperate flight from the 
other. He looked up to follow the duel with his eyes, fully aware 
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that from the concealing foliage near by a motionless little blue jay 
hen was watching it, too. Eventually one of the brawlers drove off his 
adversary, and with a perceptible swagger flew back to the nest which 
he had just successfully defended or invaded. The brawling was over, 
and tranquility reigned again in the hedge. 

The animals on the levee, however, were no longer quiescent, as 
they had been the evening before. Along its crest, a colt was tearing 
forward at breakneck though aimless speed, and a flock of geese, with 
goslings trailing and cheeping behind them, quacked and waddled 
and clapped their wings. On its slope several calves cavorted with 
such absurd friskiness that Gervais laughed as he looked at them. 
Countless other calves were suckling their mothers, and little black¬ 
faced lambs, which looked as if they were grinning, were capering 
around the rotund ewes. As he passed a rickety cabin with butter- 
colored roses in its dusty yard and chinaberry trees bursting into 
bloom above its sagging roof, a young Negress lifted the length of 
cotton hanging at the doorless entrance and came out on the teetering 
* porch. A small pickaninny crept after her, crowing, and as she stooped 
to pick him up, Gervais saw that she must be very near her time. 
Holding her child in her arms, she called out in surprise and delight, 
as she recognized the returning hero; her white teeth made a dazzling 
bar in her dark face, and she lifted the baby’s hand, moving it back 
and forth until he began to wave it uncertainly of his own accord. 
Gervais waved back gaily, forgetful of snakes and tombs, and reached 
the driveway of Hathaway Hall almost before he knew it, a sense of 
joyous productiveness strong within him. And not the productiveness 
of spring alone. There was an old saying among the Louisiana French 
that the Mississippi itself had a special property which induced 
fecundity in every creature and every spot which it reached. It was the 
great river and the road that bounded it, even more than the season, 
which was responsible for the surge within him. 

As Gervais walked up the great curving staircase which led, in two 
graceful branches railed with exquisite ironwork, to the vast galleries 
of Hathaway Hall, he was struck, as he had been so many times 
before, by the difference between the atmosphere in this house and 
his own. Hathaway Hall dominated its surroundings as an entity in 
itself; Belle Heloise was a part of them—^an integral part, without 
which they could not have survived, any more than the human body 
could survive unless the heart sent its life blood coursing through all 
the members; but still only the heart and not the whole. Gervais felt 
that if the magnificence of Hathaway Hall were diminished or its 
luster dimmed, the entire plantation would lose its power and its 
prestige. But Belle Heloise would somehow triumph over shabbiness 
and neglect, even over decay. After all, the heart was essentially sound; 
it would keep on beating till the bitter end. 
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The gallery which he entered now was empty, but the door leading 
into the house stood wide open, and Gervais whistled and went in, 
as he had hundreds of times before. He received a more immediate 
response than he had anticipated, for, unexpectedly, he found Mrs. 
Hathaway standing just inside the Ball Room at the right of the front 
door, and she instantly came forward to greet him. It was hard for 
him to realize that she was only a few years younger than his modier, 
whom he had long since regarded as an elderly woman. Not a si ngle 
white hair was visible in Mrs. I lathaway’s modish coiffure, n )r a 
line in her handsome, expressionless face. Her figure was firm and 
faultless, and she carried herself e*cctly and moved briskly; she jave 
an effect of energy which was somewhat surprising, considering her 
background and tradition, and tl is effect detracted from the a r of 
ease and elegance which would h ive spemed more natural unde ' all 
the circumstances. She not only looked like a woman with a pur )ose, 
but like a woman whose pursuit of her purpose might be relen less. 
She regarded Gervais politely, but without warmth. 

“Why, good morning, Gervais! ’ she said in a civil tone. “I d dn’l 
hear you coming up the steps. I must have been completely wra )ped 
in thought. Come in here and give me your advice. You know that 
when Regine made her debut, she and I stood here, just inside this 
first door. But I have been thinking that if I were planning another 
important function, I should do it differently. I believe I should empha¬ 
size the space beyond the archway and the columns. What do you 
think?” 

Gervais regarded the vast vacant space before him unenthusiastically. 
The White Ball Room was appropriately named. The twin mantels, the 
carved cornice, the high ceiling and the wide walls were all white; 
so was the graceful arch framed with fluted pillars, to which Mrs. 
Hathaway had just referred, and which divided the room in two well- 
proportioned parts. Even the floor had been treated to resemble white 
tiles, though this effect had actually been achieved by putting paint 
and lacquer over cypress. The room had never been furnished, and its 
emptiness added to its immensity. When it was decorated for a func¬ 
tion and filled with people it lost this air of emptiness, and in the eve¬ 
ning, when the great crystal chandeliers glittered and shone, it acquired 
a resplendent quality. But in the unrelieved light of morning it looked 
cold and meaningless. Sumptuously furnished as a drawing room and 
constantly chosen as the center for lavish hospitality, it would have 
been permeated with genuine splendor; as it was, Gervais felt that 
its beauty was engulfed in barrenness. 

“Perhaps you’re right,” he said noncommittally. “Of course it would 
depend on what kind of function you had in mind.” 

“Well—a ceremony. And afterwards a reception. I think the partici¬ 
pants in the—ceremony should enter through this door, and file down 
between the guests into the further end of the room where the cere- 
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mony would take place. Then after this was over, they would receive 
there, and the guests would file down in their turn. I think it would be 
very effective. Don’t you agree with me ? ” 

“Are you by any chance talking about a wedding ceremony, Mrs. 
Hathaway?” 

“You’ve become very direct since you’ve been in the Army, haven’t 
you, Gervais? It’s a quality I’ve always greatly admired, and if you’ll 
forgive me for saying so, it wasn’t among your outstanding character¬ 
istics when you were younger. Well, since you’ve put the question to 
me so bluntly, I’ll answer it bluntly, too. Yes, I was talking about a 
wedding ceremony.” 

“I always had a feeling Regine would want to be married in the 
White Ball Room, but I didn’t know she’s begun to make definite plans 
for it already. Would it be impertinent for me to ask the name of the 
lucky man?” 

“Surely you must have guessed, Gervais!” 

“I’m afraid I haven’t. You know I’ve been gone for a long time, 
and I’ve been rather preoccupied. I haven’t kept abreast of local love 
affairs as well as I should have. I’d begun to realize that already. I’ll 
have to ask you to enlighten me.” 

“No one has given you a hint?” . 

“No, not a hint.” 

“Why; it’s Sylvestre, Gervais!” 

Mrs. Hathaway’s handsome, unwrinkled face was still expression- 
Jess as she turned from her surveyal of the White Ball Room to look 
more closely at her caller, and her tone of voice was still even and 
polite. But there was now an unaccustomed glitter in her hard eyes. 

“They’ve always been greatly attached to each other, you know that, 
from the time they were children. But I never gave the matter a sec¬ 
ond thought, as probably you didn’t either. My own suspicions weren’t 
aroused until it dawned on me that they were depending almost 
wholly on each other for companionship. These last two years they’ve 
been almost inseparable.” 

“I sec. When all the other men Regine knew had gone to war, it 
was natural for her to turn to the one who remained at home.” 

“Why, Gervais! I hope you’re not intimating that Sylvestre wouldn’t 
have been glad to go to war, if he hadn’t been prevented by grave 
physical handicaps, not to mention great financial responsibility! 
You almost sound as if you were jealous of him.” 

“No, I’m not jealous of him, and I didn’t mean to intimate anything 
I wouldn’t say straight out. Just the same, I did have an idea that he 
and Regine both had other interests.” 

“Why, Gervais!” Mrs. Hathaway said again. The exclamation had 
no vehemence, but by this time her hard eyes were gleaming like 
agates. “You told me, just a minute ago, that you’d been so pre¬ 
occupied, during your long absence, that you hadn’t had any chance 
to keep abreast of local love affairs.” 
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“That’s perfectly true. But I’ll have to admit, after all, that since my 
return-” 

“You’ve been somewhat preoccupied since your return, too, haven’t 
you, Gervais?” 

“Yes, somewhat. But that hasn’t prevented me from-” 

“I’m afraid it has prevented you from being as observant as usual, 
Gervais,” remarked Mrs. Hathaway, who seemed bent on interrupting 
him. “Otherwise you certainly would have noticed the exceptioo al de¬ 
gree of congeniality between Regine and Sylvestre. Of course t ley’re 
both too well-bred to be publicly demonstrative—^in fact, I’m sui ; Syl¬ 
vestre behaves with complete circumspection towards Regine at all 
times. He couldn’t do otherwise, considering how greatly he rc pects 
her. Possibly you’ve been misled because they didn’t seem more 
romantically inclined. But they are genuinely attached to each other, 
and very sensibly they have decided- 

“Yes, it does sound sensible, all around, as you outline it,” C irvais 
said, interrupting in his turn. “The Hathaways seem to have ] )ts of 
sense—I only wish I could say as much for the d’Alverys. Wei, cc«i- 
gratulations! I must have been blind, as you say, not to notii e the 
drift of things. But I mustn’t kec p you standing here like this. V^ou’ll 
be all tired out. As a matter of fact, I really came over to see Sylvestre 
this morning, though of course, I hoped I’d have a glimpse of you and 
Regine, too. Could you tell me where I could find him? Then I won’t 
detain you any longer.” 

“I’m not in the least tired,” Mrs. Hathaway assured him. “It never 
tires me to stand. I stand a great deal. And I never lie down. In the 
daytime, I mean, of course. By the way, how is your dear mother? 
It’s distressing to think of her languishing month after month, with no 
prospect of improvement.” 

“Thank you, she’s better. She actually got up on her couch this 
morning for the first time in two years.” 

“Not really. And Cresside? I hope dear little Cresside didn’t get 
overtired last night. She is so intense about everything she does,” Mrs. 
Hathaway observed, lightly dismissing the subject of Cresside’s 
mother without any apparent surprise at the bed-ridden woman’s 
apparent improvement. 

“She was going strong when I last saw her, which was around three 
this morning. But I do think that’s a trifle late for her to be getting in. 
I waited up for her and suggested as much to her. I hope you won’t 
mind if I suggest the same thing to you. I understand that you’ve been 
chaperoning her along with Regine, and it’s very kind of you. But I 
think we’d better have some sort of understanding about the hours she 
keeps from now on, and also about the matter of escorts. Doubtless 
you know that Sylvestre brought Cresside home. A very suitable 
courtesy on the part of her frietid’s fiance. But it seems to me it would 
have been just a shade more suitable if Regine had come along too, 
and if the whole expedition had taken place a few hours earlier. Of 
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course, Cresside must understand exaedy how congenial Regine and 
Sylvestre are at this point-” 

‘‘Of course she must,” Mrs. Hathaway said, speaking sharply for the 
first time. 

“Yes, there can’t be any difference of opinion about that. But she’s 
rather intense, as you said yourself, and the d’Alverys aren’t as sensible 
as the Hathaways, as 1 said myself. Suppose we let it go at that. . . . 
Where did you say you thought I’d find Sylvestre?” 

“Why, Gervais, you’ve been talking so fast about all sorts of irrelevant 
things that you haven’t given me a chance to tell you I Sylvestre left 
early this morning.” 

“He left! Where did he go?” 

“Why, he went back to New Orleans, of course! He was very sorry 
not to remain for the banquet in honor of the officers on the sub¬ 
marine chasers. He and Regine had planned to go to the canteen 
ball afterwards, too. But they knew they could count on you and 
Cresside to take Regine with you, just as Cresside went to the Mansion 
vdth Sylvestre and Regine yesterday.” 

“I’m sorry, but I’m afraid they can’t. I’ve asked Miss Meredith 
Randall to go to the canteen dance with me. I haven’t any idea what 
arrangements Cresside’s made. . • . When is Sylvestre coming back?” 

“Really, Gervais, I don’t know. After all, he has very extensive busi¬ 
ness interests. I assume he’ll have to give up a good deal of time to 
them the next few weeks. He’s been Mr. Pereira’s right-hand man in 
,thar huge coffee importing house. And you know when a man’s 
planning to be married-” 

Mrs. Hathaway turned her bright gaze from her guest’s face and 
again looked towards the graceful arch and the white pillars at the 
further end of the White Bail Room. Obviously, she already visualized 
the brilliant ceremony of which it was soon to be the scene. Gervais 
himself could see Regine, caparisoned in point lace and diamonds, as 
the central figure in this scene, with Sylvestre, sleek and safe, on one 
side of her, and Mrs. Hathaway, satisfied and smug, on the other. 
He could hear a priest declaring marriage to be a sacrament, and guests 
murmuring about the wonders of a true-love match. He could even 
smell the surfeit sweetness of gardenias and tuberoses, garlanding the 
room. Momentarily, his bafflement and rage were so submerged in 
nausea that his head swam. As it cleared, he could hear Mrs. Hatha¬ 
way still talking brightly. 

“Especially when he’s planning to wind up all his affairs. He and 
Regine arc going to live at Hathaway Hall. We talked it over, and he 
agreed with Regine and me that this would be suitable, too. So, you 
see, we’ll have a real neighborhood here presently. Your dear mother, 
and little Cresside, and that nice girl who lives on St. Napoleon Street 
—Meredith Randall did you say her name was?—^and my daughter 
and her husband, and you and I. It’s nice to think it won’t be as lonely 
on the River Road in the future as it’s been in the past, isn’t it?” 
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CHAPTER V 


Before doggedly entering Goldenberg’s, Gervais had never been in 
an emporium catering predominantly to feminine cut-price trade. As 
he walked down the center aisle towards the elevators, he regist 'red a 
savage vow that he would never ilo so again. On one side, the co inters 
were littered with mussy piles pink silk underwear, placarued at 
intervals with such alluring signs as “Flat Fits reduced from % .25 to 
$1.98”—“Our Step-ins Are a Su p in the Right Direction”—irdles 
for Girlies”—^“Our Up-to-Date (.Garments for Up-to-Date Occa ions.” 
Hordes of women were hovering over these, jostling each oth i* bel¬ 
ligerently, snatching at the soiled frippery and screaming at th( sales¬ 
girls, who, in their turn, were either answering with impude ice or 
turning a deaf ear to the shrill importunities, as they examinee their 
fingernails, renewed their make-up and patted their new perm .ne»ts 
more securely into place. The undiscussed lingerie of a lady, acc irding 
to Gervais’ standards, was made of fine white linen by nuns, whose 
seclusion was scarcely more complete than the privacy in which their 
delicate handiwork was selected and worn. He had never seen his 
own sister in her chemise since she was a small child, and now that 
the unwelcome idea was forced upon him, he thought that Cressidc 
had probably discarded chemises for just such garments as these that 
littered the counters. 

Turning away from the repugnant sight, he was confronted, on the 
other side of the aisle, by a special display of cosmetics, in charge of a 
henna-haired demonstrator who was almost mobbed by the drab 
customers ready to accept as Gospel truth her statement that the face 
creams, tissue builders, chin supports, scalp tonics, and reducing salt« 
which she was extolling would transform them overnight into irre¬ 
sistible charmers. 

His storming of the store was, at best, a last and desperate venture. 
From Hathaway Hall, he had driven straight to St. Napoleon Street, 
where he found Mrs. Randall calmly sweeping her small front porck. 
All the women on that block of St. Napoleon Street were sweeping their 
small front porches at this hour, unless they had paused from their 
labors long enough to cross the street or the yard and chat with their 
neighbors who were similarly engaged; the one exception was an eccen¬ 
tric who year in and year out sat rocking and crocheting, while her 
porch went unswept. Fortunately for Gervais, Mrs. Randall was, at the 
moment, undiverted from her sweeping by neighborhood gossip and 
Gervais plunged at once into his subject. 

‘Good morning, Mrs. Randall. Is Merry home? Could I talk to her 
for a moment?” 

“Good mornin’, Captain d’Alvcry. I didn’t expea to sec you this. 



early. I sure enough didn’t. No, Merry isn’t home. You know she’s 
at the store daytimes, all but Sunday. She seldom ever gets home until 
six o’clock.” 

In his perturbation, Gervais had completely forgotten about the 
store and its demands upon Merry. For a moment he was nonplussed. 

‘It was mighty stupid of me to forget about the store, but I did. 
Well, I wonder if I could talk to you for a few minutes?” 

Mrs. Randall looked rather longingly across the street. She had been 
expecting her friend, Mrs. Resendez, whose husband was part owner 
of the Fiesole Restaurant, to come over at almost any moment and tell 
her about a recipe for ravioli which a cousin who had just come home 
from Italy had brought to her, and which was said to excel anything 
of the sort which had ever been eaten in Baton Rouge. She had set 
her heart on trying out this recipe herself, that very night for supper, 
and surprising Miss Mittie and Merry with it. However, she knew 
her duty under the circumstances. If Captain d’Alvcry had something 
serious to say to her, she must listen, for her daughter’s sake. 

“Why, of co’se. Captain d’Alvery, come on into the livin’ room. I’m 
ashamed to have you see it, the way it looks, but I can’t get around to 
do everything myself, and Miss Mittie and Merry, they both have to 
start out so early, they can’t be any help to me. An’ I can’t get me any 
other help, not to save my life. Naturally, I always kept a servant, until 
the war, but you can’t get one now for love nor money. I don’t know 
what we’re cornin’ to, or where all the niggers have gone to. There isn’t 
a woman on this block who’s had one workin’ for her, as a regular 
thing, since I can remember. And the wages they ask, at that! Right 
up to four dollars a week,” 

Mrs. Randall could not refrain from sighing as she looked across the 
street, and saw Mrs, Resendez leaning expectantly on her broom. 
Besides discussing the ravioli recipe, they were to have discussed the 
servant shortage, which like female weaknesses, both physical and 
moral, and the ruinous cost of living, was a topic of never-flagging 
mutual interest. She thought that perhaps if Captain d’Alvery noticed 
her glance, it would suggest the advisability of brevity. But he did 
not even see it. He followed Mrs. Randall into the disordered living 
room, which lay directly beyond the front door, and plunged at once 
into his subject. 

“Mrs* Randall, you know that Merry and I are very fond of each 
other. In fact, we’re engaged. But so far, we hadn’t discussed a definte 
time for the wedding, I want to discuss it with her and with year, 
both. I’d like to get married at ojoce. Well, at least as soon ^ it could 
conveniendy be arranged.” 

The final sentence was a concession to the look of dismay, amounting 
almost to fright, which Gervais had seen on Mrs. Randall’s face. As 
stared at him dumbly, dbviously unable to frame an. adequate answer, 
he went on, trying to speak with less urgency, 

know agkl needs a Htticdme to get rea<^* But Merrfs so sensible. 



she won’t attach all that much importance to a trousseau, or a big 
wedding, or anything of the sort. And there’s no reason why we 
should wait. I don’t need to tell you I have a beautiful home I can take 
her to, or that I can support her properly. I hope I don’t need to tell 
you I’ll do my level best to make her happy, that I’ll try hard to be a 
good husband. I don’t know why I shouldn’t succeed. I love her with 
all my heart and soul. I’ve loved her for years already. There’s nothing 
on earth I want so much as to have her for my wife.” 

As he went on, his voice had gn>wn more and more urgent af :er 
all, and Mrs. Randall stared at him in greater and greater alarm. I ut 
since he could think of nothing more' that needed saying, he stopped as 
abruptly as he had begun, and wa ited for her to answer him. 5 he 
opened her mouth, but no sound * ame out of it. She appeared * x> 
paralyzed for speech, until the approaching clang of a bell, ring: ig 
agreeably but insistently, roused her to relieved utterance. 

“That’s my vegetable man a-comin’,” she said. “And less I rush • ut 
the minute he gets opposite this hor se, he goes right on and he wc I’t 
turn back. He’s peculiar that wr/. If you’ll excuse me, Capt in# 
d’Alvery, I’ll see what he has this m )rnin’. It’ll save me walkin’ all he 
way to market and back to do my grocery shoppin’.” 

Mrs. Randall hurried from the li\ing room, leaving the front d(or 
open behind her. Gervais was certain she had welcomed the diversion, 
though he was beginning to feel slightly aggrieved and greatly amazed. 
It had not occurred to him that Merry’s mother, as well as his own, 
might be averse to the marriage, and there was certainly nothing in 
Mrs. Randall’s manner to suggest that she was eager to receive him as 
a son-in-law. He watched her while she crossed the small porch, flew 
down the steps and across the sidewalk, and began to bargain with 
the shabby Negro whose unpainted pushcart was piled with wilted 
vegetables. Life had dealt harshly with Mrs. Randall, and everything 
about her appearance betrayed this. It was obvious, not only that she 
did not have much money to spend on her personal appearance but 
that she had long since ceased to feel this mattered. Her iron-gray hair 
was gathered up into an untidy knot surrounded by sidecombs, placed 
more or less at random. Her morning dress, which was hardly more 
than a wrapper, was also iron-gray and hung unevenly over the dingy 
petticoat which protruded beneath it. Her shapeless shoes were down 
at the heel. As she argued with the vegetable man, she raised one hand 
in expostulation, and even at a distance, Gervais could see how worn 
and misshapen it was from neglect and toil; her wide, flat wedding 
ring, gleaming in the morning sunshine, accentuated its roughness 
and redness. Gervais thought of his mother’s long slim fingers, folded 
marble-like over her white sheet, and suddenly the contrast between her 
hands and Mrs. Randall’s seemed to symbolize all the difference 
between Merry’s traditions and his own. Never before had he thought 
of them in that light; never before had they seemed so irreconcilable. 

Eventually, Mrs. Randall stopped browbeating the vegetable man, 
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and extracting a small shabby purse from the folds of her gray ging* 
ham dress, counted out a few coins, and grudgingly handed them to 
him one by one. Then she took a bunch of the wilted vegetables from 
him, and went over to speak to Mrs. Resendez, who was not buying 
vegetables that morning, and who was still leaning expectantly on her 
broom. The conversation between the two women went on and on. 
Gervais began to think that his future mother-in-law had resorted to 
this expedient in order to terminate the one with him. But at last she 
turned, with a slowness which contrasted oddly with the speed that had 
marked her departure, and came back to the living room and sat down 
again, placing the wilted vegetables on the table beside her. 

“He didn’t have anything but carrots and cabbages,’^ she said, 
referring contemptuously to the disappearing man, whose bell had now 
become a mere tinkle in the distance. “He seldom ever does. There’s 
another one comes along a little later though, with a horse and wagon. 
He generally has more of a variety.” She gazed longingly out of the 
door, as if hoping that the second vegetable man might come into 
,view and thus furnish another diversion. Then she sighed again, and 
forced herself to look at Gervais. 

“You’ve sorta taken me by surprise. Captain d’Alvery, and that’s a 
fact,” she said. “Of course I knew you and Merry were keeping com¬ 
pany, but I didn’t feel so sure it would ever come to anything. I thought 
if you were really set on marrying her, you’d have done it before you 
went toTprance. Merry’s never said anything. That isn’t her way. But 
I reckon she was disappointed not to be a war bride, like some of the 
girls she went with. It’s natural for a girl to want to do the same thing 
other girls are doing.” Fleetingly Gervais thought of Cresside, remem¬ 
bering that he tried to excuse her conduct on a similar theory, and the 
comparison grated. “Why, one girl Merry knew got to go to England, 
to marry her beau,” Mrs. Randall went on. “He was a nice fellow, too. 
I think Merry was his first choice. But she did have a crush on you. 
Captain d’Alvcry, from the first time she ever saw you.” 

“Yes. And I had one on her, too. But I had an idea it wasn’t fair to 
marry her before I went away.” 

“Maybe you’re right and I wouldn’t say you’re not sincere. Most 
generally though, I have noticed that when men talk about it not being 
fair to marry girls, they’re figurin’ that’s the best kind of excuse they 
can think up. If they really want to get married, they’re not so self- 
sacrificin’ but what they’ll do it. They don’t stop to think whether it’s 
fair to the girl or not. They’re too busy thinkin’ of what they’ll get 
out of it themselves, that they can’t get any ways else.” 

Mrs. Randall no longer spoke with shyness and hesitation, but with 
the increasing confidence inspired by the courage of her convictions. 
Gervais was annoyed to feel himself flushing. 

“I’m sorry I made such a mistake. I realize now that it was a mistake. 
But I didn’t make it because I didn’t love her, or because I hadn’t 
always wanted to marry her. And I’m not going to make a mistake like 
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that a second time. Tve told you already that Td like to be married 
right away. . . . Do you think you could manage a wedding here at 
the end of this week? Not a large wedding, of course, just the two 
families and a few intimate friends.” 

He spoke in the casual way natural to a man whose household has 
always adapted itself almost automatically to entertaining. It did rtot 
occur to him that for women in Mrs. Randall’s category, any kind gf a 
party, but most of all a wedding, represented a complete upheaval in 
their normal manner of living, even if their hearts were in the proj- ct, 
which obviously hers was not in th; s case. She had not told him t lat 
except for Merry’s disappointment, she would have been glad of lis 
procrastination and that she would lave been still more pleased if lis 
intentions had continued to be indefinite. But the growing certai ity 
of this increased his discomfiture. 

“I don’t see how I could,” Mrs. Kandall was saying firmly. “I m /er 
was one to entertain much, even w len I had help. And now with )ut 
any, I wouldn’t know how to swine it. Miss Mittie and Merry are t )th 
gone all day, like I told you, and th y’re mighty tired when they ge irh 
at night. Besides, maybe you forget we’re in mournin’. I’m not lu« ky, 
like your mother, gettin’ her son back covered with medals. I lost both 
of mine.” 

“I know you did, Mrs. Randall, and of course it’s men like your sons 
who are the real heroes of this war. Malcolm and Vail both were mighty 
fine fellows, and you’ve a right to feel proud of them. No one knows 
that any better than I do or realizes more keenly what a great loss 
you’ve had. Of course, I wouldn’t expect you to feel like having a large 
wedding for Merry, so soon after her brothers’ death. I’m sure she 
wouldn’t want it herself and I tried to explain before that I didn’t have 
an elaborate function in mind. But-” 

“There isn’t space in this house even for a small company,” Mrs. 
Randall said firmly. “It’s as much as we can do to find chairs for half 
a dozen people, when they drop in for Sunday night supper. I don’t 
encourage ’em to do it, but once in a while Merry puts something over 
on me. We’ve got quite a lot of kin, and I presume you have, too. 
I don’t know how we’d accommodate ’em. . . . Would your mother 
be able to come? Seems to me I’ve heard she was puny.” 

“She’s been a bedridden invalid for some years,” Gervais said rather 
coldly. “I’m afraid she couldn’t possibly. Aside from her, my sister 
Cresside’s my only close kin. I’d rather like to ask Fabian d’Alvery, but 
it really isn’t necessary—^he’s only a second cousin. So you see, the 
family wouldn’t take up much room.” 

“But you’d want to ask your friends, people like the Hathaways, 
wouldn’t you?” persisted Mrs. Randall. “Most everyone in Baton Rouge 
thought it was that Hathaway girl you meant to marry. I’ve heard it 
said dozens of times. Why, Mrs. Resendez was telling me just now-” 

“Like lots of other rumors, that one didn’t have a grain of truth in it. 
As a matter of fact, Rcgine Hathaway’s engaged to someone else.” 
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“I reckon she got engaged to someone else after she found out there 
wasn’t any doubt but what you were engaged to Merry,” Mrs. Randall 
said, again with her deadly air of conviction. “If we were to have a 
wedding party, Fd ask the Hathaways if I didn’t ask another living 
soul. Well, we could make room for your sister all right, of course. 
But then she’d naturally want to ask her intended. His name’s Sylvestre 
Tremaine, isn’t it?” 

The last person whom Gervais wished to discuss with Mrs. Randall 
was Sylvestre. But he could see all too well that Sylvestre must be 
invited to the wedding, not on account of Cresside, but on account of 
Regine. While he was trying to frame an appropriately evasive answer, 
Mrs. Randall went relentlessly on. 

“Maybe you could have the marriage ceremony performed at the 
parsonage,” she said, “and then have a wedding breakfast at Fiesole’s 
Restaurant afterwards. Of course, we’d have to make it small, to keep 
down the cost; but Fiesole’s in the habit of catering to wedding parties. 
There’s a private dining room there, and everything. They even arrange 
Jor the decorations, big tissue-paper bells and place cards with cupids 
on them—I’m sure they’d take a special interest in this case, because 
you see my friend Mrs. Resendez-” 

“I hope very much you’ll give pp the idea of having a wedding 
breakfast at Fiesole’s,” Gervais said almost curtly. “It doesn’t appeal to 
me at all. In fact, it ties in with a mental picture of wedding guests 
tearing* through the town in open automobiles, headed by the bride 
and groom all tooting their horns and singing at the top of their lungs. 
It may be a good old Italian custom, but it isn’t the way the d’Alverys 
do things. And Merry’s going to be a d’Alvery, from now on.” 

“Merry’s a Randall through and through,” her mother retorted 
fiercely. “She’ll never be anything different. She's got backbone.” Mrs. 
Randall had begun to rock, and the sound of the rockers formed a 
squeaky accompaniment to her strident voice. “I didn’t mean to men¬ 
tion it, but since you’re so bound and determined that I should go to all 
the trouble of having a wedding in this house, I may as well tell you 
that I haven’t had a drop of running water since last Saturday. There’s 
something the matter with the pipe between this house and the 
Serensky’s, next door. I reckon it’s rotted out. Anyway, I can’t get it 
fixed. It isn’t as if we had a public water supply in Baton Rouge, like 
I hear they do in most places up North, even small places. I can’t get 
the water company to fix it. They claim they’re not responsible for the 
leak, because the pipe’s in the driveway and not in the street. I can’t get 
a private plumber either. You ought to know how it is these days— 
as much as your life is worth to find a mechanic. They’re even scarcer 
than servants. And if you ask me, I think it would be mighty embar¬ 
rassing, if some of the guests should want to use the bathroom and we 
had to tell ’em to go next door to the Screnskys. I wouldn’t think of 
asking the Serenskys to the wedding ordinarily, but of course I’d have 
to if my guests used their bathroom, and that’s what Miss Mittic and 
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Merry and I been doin* ever since last Saturday. Except that of course 
at night, we’ve-” 

‘I’ll speak to the President of the Water Company. I know him quite 
well,” Gervais announced, cutting in again before Mrs. Randall could 
go into further details concerning makeshift sanitary arrangements. 
“And ni find a ‘private plumber,’ too. I guarantee you’ll have your 
pipe fixed before night, by someone. I don’t know who, but someone. 
So let’s consider that point settled. However, there’s another I think 
we’ll have to take up. You spoke, a few moments ago, of havii g the 
marriage ceremony performed a^ the ‘parsonage.’ I don’t know quite 
what you meant by that, but perhaps I ought to remind you that "vlerry 
and I will have to be married b/ a pridst.” 

“I’d never consent to that, never in this world,” Mrs. R indall 
declared. “You’ll be married by our minister, Mr. Hawkins, (r you 
won’t be married at all.” 

“We wouldn’t be married at all, according to my faith, :: Mr. 
Hawkins, whoever he is, perforn'.ed a dozen ceremonies.” 

“Mr. Hawkins is the pastor oi the First Baptist Church. Men ^ and 
I have been regular attendants i here for years and years. I rec con* a 
girl’s got a right to be married by the minister of the churcl she’s 
always attended if she wants to. What do you mean, you wouldn’t 
be married at all.? Of course you’d be married. I’d see to it that you 
were, all right.” 

“I’m going to see to it that we are, all right. If you don’t think I’m 
telling you the truth, you might ask your friends, Mrs. Resendez and 
Mrs. Serensky, what happens sometimes under the sort of arrangement 
you’re suggesting. It’s perfectly regular, of course, if the bride and 
groom are both Protestants. But if the groom’s a Catholic, and the bride 
isn’t, he often finds a Protestant ceremony a mighty convenient excuse 
later on.” 

“Well, if you’re beginning to think up convenient excuses again. 
Captain d’Alvery—of course, you thought of a considerable number 
before you went to France, and if you’ve started all over-” 

She rose, bristling with rage. Gervais, no less enraged, also jumped 
up. But his furious retort was drowned by the clanging of a bell. 
The second vegetable man, the one who was the proud possessor of a 
horse and wagon instead of a hand cart, was now coming down the 
street. Mrs. Randall rushed out to meet him, in her haste knocking 
the wilted vegetables she had already purchased from the little table 
where she had placed them. Gervais stepped on them as he strode after 
her. If she saw him, as he followed her down the steps, and turned in 
the direction of North Boulevard, she gave no sign of it. She was 
already deep in vituperative argument with the second vegetable man. 

It was this appalling encounter with his future mother-in-law that 
had driven Gervais to the doors of Goldenberg’s. He was determined to 
sec Merry and to see her at once. He did not care where she was work- 
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ing or for whom; he meant to get her away and take her to some place 
where he could talk to her, privately, urgently and immediately. As 
he charged past the “Flat-Fits Reduced” and the henna-haired demon¬ 
strator, he belatedly realized that he could not go rushing through the 
store at random, expecting that sooner or later he would fortuitously 
come face to face with her. He did not see a floorwalker anywhere, and 
the complete absence of such functionaries served to remind him that 
floorwalkers were now as scarce as plumbers, and that he had not yet 
done anything about the Randalls’ rusty pipes. Finally he asked the 
slatternly elevator girl, who sat straddling a stool, staring into space 
and chewing gum, if she could tell him how he could find Miss 
Meredith Randall. 

“Ah only come yestiddy. Ah dunno where anything is yet.” 

“She’s Mr. Goldenberg’s private secretary. Don’t you know where 
Mr. Goldenberg’s office is?” 

“No, suh. Ah jus’ don’ tol’ you. Ah only come yestiddy. Ah dunno 
where anything is.” 

^Her lack of information seemed to be a thing of complete uncon¬ 
cern to her. Her gaze became more and more blank as she continued 
to chew gum and stare into space, though eventually she condescended 
to set the elevator in motion. Gervais decided that his only possible 
course would be to get out on every floor and keep on inquiring, with 
the hope that he might eventually encounter someone who had been 
in the store longer than a day. 

He had reached the sixth floor, and a stage of infuriated desperation, 
'when the unbelievable happened; he saw Merry herself going down 
the aisle ahead of him. Her back was towards him and she was yards 
away; but the sheen of her hair, the set of her head, and the grace 
of her carriage were all unmistakable. He did not know another girl 
who held herself like that or who walked like that, so uprightly yet 
so harmoniously; no other girl in all the world had so Biblical a 
“crown of glory.” He hurried after her and caught up with her, 
putting a detaining hand on her shoulder. 

“Merry!” he said breathlessly. “Merry, I thought I’d never find you!” 

“Why, hello, Gervais! What’s the matter? Why did you specially 
want to find me, in the middle of the morning?” 

She looked at him delightedly, without any effort to conceal her joy 
in seeing him; but there was gaiety as well as gladness in her brown 
eyes. Her blithe disregard of the possibility that any serious trouble 
could have instigated his search was soothing in itself. Nevertheless, he 
continued to speak excitedly. 

“All kinds of things are the trouble. I’ve got to talk to you about 
them right away.” 

“But you can’t. I’m in the middle of dictation, I just went out to get 
the proofs of tomorrow’s ads for the State-Times. Mr. Goldcnberg 
always o.k.’s them himself, the last thing.” She glanced down at the 
sheaf of papers she was carrying, directing Gervais’ glance towards 
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them, too. ‘'But when Fve taken them back to the Advertising Mani»- 
gcr, we’ve got to go on with the letters.” 

“You’ve got to get time off to talk to me.” 

“I’ll talk to you this evening. I thought you were coming to see me 
this evening anyway.” 

“Well, I was. But I decided, last night, that I’d better come to see 
you before that. And this morning I decided that the earlier I saw 
you the better.” 

He spoke not only with increasing urgency, but with increasing 
harshness. Merry had often hea rd him speak urgently, but si e had 
never before heard him speak h irshly. She continued to look i^t him 
lovingly, but a little of the gaiety went out of her look and she rc.;ardcd 
him more thoughtfully. 

“I’m fairly serious about this, Merry. In fact, I’m in deadly f irnest. 
I want to talk to you right awa} 

“All right. Let’s go to Mr. Go'denberg’s office together, and t* II him 
so. Perhaps he’ll let someone else take the letters. Anyway, we esm 
ask him.” 

She started down the aisle apain, straightening the papers she tvas 
carrying as she went. The Department of Draperies and Floor Cover¬ 
ings was in front of the Executive Offices, and several scatter rugs 
were cluttering up the aisle. Gervais could hardy resist kicking them 
out of his way, and he was doubly ashamed of this impulse when Merry, 
who had apparently guessed it, stooped down and put them back 
in their proper place, folding them neatly. Since there was not a clerk 
in sight, no one except Gervais appreciated this service. 

“We’re terribly short-handed,” she said, repeating the popular theme 
song so pleasantly that it sounded inoffensive for once. “But I reckon 
we won’t be, much longer. I hear a boy applied for a job, this very 
morning.” She smiled, and stretching out her hand, caught his in a 
sudden squeeze. “Don’t worry, Gervais,” she said softly. “Of course, I 
don’t know what the matter seems to be, but I am sure we can 
straighten it out, between us. . . . This is where we turn,” she said, 
nodding towards a huge pulsating red arrow suspended overhead, 
which pointed towards a corridor running at a right angle from the 
Department of Draperies and Floor Coverings. “We have to go through 
the dingiest part of the store to get to Mr. Goldcnberg’s office. But I’m 
used to it so I don’t mind it. I hope you won’t mind it too much 
either.” 

It certainly was dingy, Gervais agreed, and though he did not say 
so, he found it as depressing as he had found the first floor distasteful. 
One side of the unpainted wall was lined with a long row of steel 
lockers; on the other side was a large gaping hole, evidently the open¬ 
ing of the freight elevator, since harsh and creaking sounds seemed 
to herald its approach; beyond was an adjustment bureau, where 
several portly, vituperative women were arguing with harassed clerks 
about merchandise they wished to take back. Turning again, Merry 
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led Gervais past the fire escape, and several small glassed-in cubicles 
labeled in black letters with the names and titles of the functionaries 
to whom they were allotted. Then, pausing before a sign which read 
NO VISITORS ALLOWED, shc prcsscd his hand hard, before releasing hers 
from his grip with gentleness but determination. 

‘‘This is my little cubbyhole, and that’s Mr. Goldenberg’s office just 
beyond,” she said. “We mustn’t go in there holding hands. It wouldn’t 
be the best approach. . • . We’ll do it again afterwards, though,” shc 
added with a momentary return of gaiety. Then she opened the door. 
^Mr. Goldenberg,” she said, without any preamble whatever, “this is 
my fiance, Captain d’Alvery, I don’t think you’ve met him before. 
He’s sorry to burst in on you like this and Ym sorry to have him. 
But it’s very important for him to have a chance to talk to me for a 
few minutes. I’d be grateful if he could have it. Perhaps you’d let 
Hazel take your letters. I don’t think she’s gone out to lunch yet. I 
just saw her, when I went down for the ads. And Mr. Sears has gone 
out. Captain d’Alvery and I could step into his office if you don’t 
think he’d mind, and if you wouldn’t yourself.” 

The thickset gray-haired man, who had the look of being shaved 
by an expert barber and manicured by a meticulous operator, turned 
in his swivel chair and looked appraisingly at his visitor. Gervais noticed 
that he was dressed with the precision sd frequently affected by those 
who have not had the opportunity of wearing good clothes casually, 
early in life. His high stiff collar had a glazed look. His dark suit was 
so expertly tailored and so carefully pressed that it gave the effect of 
being cautiously worn and for the first time. Gervais had the impres¬ 
sion that Mr. Goldenberg would much rather have worn loud sporting 
checks and a pink silk shirt, not to mention a diamond stickpin and a 
carbuncle ring, and that his conservative costume represented con¬ 
siderable will power and a high regard for the conventional and the 
correct. At the same time he was astute enough to guess and just 
enough to admit that Mr, Goldenberg’s natural tastes were essentially 
alien rather than essentially vulgar. They were the logical ones of 
his race and background, and displayed in their indigenous setting they 
would have been fitting and harmonious. Suddenly Gervais seemed 
to see the executive as he might have appeared wearing the rich robes of 
a Levantine merchant, presiding with dignity and distinction over an 
establishment where gold-threaded brocades and jewel-colored rugs 
were sold, as they had been in the same place and under similar 
auspices for centuries. It was a pleasing and impressive picture. Gervais 
also noticed that his host’s eyes had mercifully escaped this thorough 
process of control and transformation. They were very dark, slightly 
bloodshot, roving and expressive. They missed nothing within the 
range of their vision, and there were those who were convinced that 
somehow they saw far beyond it. Gervais himself immediately had this 
feeling, and it was not an entirely comfortable one. 

“I am very glad to have an opportunity of meeting Captain d’AIvcry,” 
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Mn Goldenberg said agreeably. “Naturally I went to the station to sec 
his triumphant return. And, as you know, I also watched the parade. 
But that is not like a personal meeting.” His manner was cdlirteous, 
but somehow he contrived to convey the impression that while he 
recognized the returning hero in Gervais, he remembered that the 
d’Alverys and the Goldenbergs had never mingled socially, and that 
since this was the case, he would not be the first to indicate an ^ desire 
for a change. He did not rise, h mself, and he did not ask his v sitor to 
sit down; his black bloodshot eyes traveled slowly from Ge vais to 
Merry and back again. “Pleas^t accept my congratulations, Captain 
d’Alvery,” he went on at last. “1 d heard rumors, but I confess 1 hadn’t 
listened to them—perhaps because I didn’t want to. Miss Me -edith’s 
been with me a long time. I ilon’t need to tell you that I c )nsider 
her services invaluable. Under the circumstances, I suppose ! ought 
to be thankful that you are ask: :ig to interrupt them only temporarily. 
... By all means, send Miss H izel in to me, Miss Meredith.” 


CHAPTER VI 

In determining to see Merry at once, and to take her some place 
where he could talk to her urgently, Gervais had formed no clear 
mental picture of what this place should be or could be. But 
certainly he had not visualized a glass-enclosed cubicle beside a public 
corridor in a department store. There was neither comfort nor privacy 
in the disorderly little office to which Merry led the way, sitting down 
in the straight-backed chair which was evidently provided for Mr. Sears’ 
stenographer, and indicating the one by the little old desk for Gervais, 
after removing a pile of papers from it. Having done this much, she 
took no further initiative, but sat smiling at him expectantly, waiting 
for him to speak. His own rebellious impulse to protest against the 
inadequacy and unsuitability of the setting was curbed only by the 
certainty that there was no alternative to it, and that he must accept it 
and make the best of it. 

“Merry,” he said, and stopped. If they only had been safe from intru¬ 
sion, if he only could have put his arm around her or even taken her 
hand, it would not have been so hard, it would not all have seemed so 
ugly and crude, in spite of the water cooler and the insurance calendars 
and the misshapen racks standing beside the steel files and hung with 
limp sample dresses. But he could see two giggling girls pausing to 
peer into the cubicle as they passed by it, and after they went on, their 
giggles grew louder and were interspersed with whispers. Merry must 
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have heard them, too, but they did not seem to upset her as much aj 
they did Gervais. 

“Yes, honey?” she said. “What is it, Gervais? How can I help you 
i£ you don’t tell me what the matter is?” 

“I’m trying to tell you. But it’s damn hard to do it in a place 
like this. I get all balled up. I know I’m going to say the wrong thing, 
because everything else is all wrong.” 

“I know. You’d like to say it under the colonnade at Belle Heloise in 
the moonlight. But don’t you think we care enough for each other, 
Gervais, to forget the kind of place we’re in, so long as we can be in it 
together?” 

“You make me feel like a fool when you put it like that. Hell, the 
reason I hate all this so is because of you, and the way 1 feel about you. 
If you can’t see my point, perhaps I’d better not go on.” 

“I do see your point. But I can’t believe it’s the most important one, 
just now. The most important point was that you wanted to have a 
cliance to talk to me immediately. Well, you’ve got it. So I diink 
you’d better go on.” 

“All right. I want you to marry me.” 

“But I am going to marry you. / want to marry you!* 

“Enough to marry me right away?”' 

“Why, I reckon so. What do you mean by ‘right away,’ honey?” 

“I want you to marry me today.” 

“Why, Gervais?” 

She did not shrink away from the bald statement, but her steady 
eyes grew more searching as she looked at him. He answered with 
increasing vehemence. 

“Because I’m afraid if you don’t you won’t marry me at all.” 

“Yes, I will. I promise I will. But I won’t-marry you today either. 
If you hadn’t completely lost your head you’d know I couldn’t do 
that.” 

“I haven’t lost my head yet. But so many other people seem to be 
losing theirs that I’m likely to, any minute.” 

“Is that why you want me to marry you today, Gervais? Because 
so many people are losing their heads?” 

“Yes, partly. Yours is always so clear. You’d help to clarify the 
others.” 

“Then what you really mean is that you need me, or think you do? 
Not that you want me?” 

“Good God, Merry, don’t talk like that! As if I’d wounded your 
vanity! I told you I knew I’d do this all wrong. But hell-” 

“You haven’t wounded my vanity. You don’t really think I’m vain, 
do you, Gervais? Of course you don’t. You know I’m not. But I do 
want to get this straight. I can’t help you if I don’t understand. If you 
want me more today than yesterday. I’d like to know why. And if you 
don’t, if you only need me more than you did yesterday. I’d like to 
know that, too. I’d marry you just as quickly if I thought you needed 
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me more as I would i£ I thought you wanted me more. But you’d 
have to tell me the truth about it first.” 

“All right. The truth is I’m facing a very ugly, complicated situation. 
If you were my wife, you could help me straighten it out. You’d be in 
a position to, you’d have a right to. You’re not and you haven’t as long 
as you’re only engaged to me.” 

“Can you tell me what this situation is, Gervais?” 

“I can outline it for you. I can’t go into details.” 

“Very well. Outline it for me.” 

“Primarily it concerns my sis er. I’m very much disturbed al> ,ut her.” 

For the first time Merry glanced away from Gervais, resting her face 
on her hand and looking thorn htfully towards the door of th( cubicle. 
The two girls who had passed down the corridor a few minut s earlier 
were clattering back again now, giggling harder and whisperi ig more 
brazenly than before. Merry n -dded to them, and then spoke ;o them, 
briefly but pleasantly. Their b< Id silly conduct obviously did i ot upset 
her, and their untimely appear ance did not seem to interrupt ler train 
of thought. When they had g< ne, their babble dying away it the^dis- 
tance. Merry turned back to C.crvais with her steady smile. 

“I’m sorry,” she said simpb/. Her tone carried conviction but no 
curiosity. Gervais had an idea that this was not only because Merry was 
incurious by disposition, but also because she was not espec-iilly sur¬ 
prised. She probably knew a good deal about Cresside already, and as 
far as that went, about Regine too, and he experienced a momentary 
relief at the thought that he would not have to dwell on Regine’s part 
in the picture, at least not immediately. “I’m very sorry, Gervais,” Merry 
said again. “But I don’t know that I could be helpful, just because I’m 
sorry. I don’t think Cresside wants anyone to interfere with her, do 
you? I don’t think she’d let anyone do it.” 

“No, I don’t think she wants anyone to interfere with her. But I do 
think she may want someone to stand by her. Another woman.” 

“She has your mother, Gervais.” 

“My mother’s been a recluse ever since my father died. I thought I’d 
told you that. Anyway, she’s been so preoccupied with herself that she’s 
overlooked Cresside’s problems. They can’t be overlooked much longer. 
Someone has got to help her solve them.” 

Again Merry glanced away. This time Gervais went on without 
waiting for her to make any comments. 

“I told my mother, when I went home yesterday, that I was going to 
marry you. This morning I saw her maid, Lucie, for a moment, and 
she said maman was getting up—^for the first time in two years. That 
means she intends to resume control of Belle Heloise. Before you can 
supplant her as its chatelaine.” 

“She doesn’t want me there, Gervais?” 

“You’ve asked for the truth, so I’m going to give it to you. No, she 
doesn’t. She’ll make trouble for you, Merry, she’ll make trouble for 
both of us. We can’t prevent her making some. But if we get married 
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right away, if you simply step in before she can stop you and begin 
to take charge before she can get her strength back, well avert a good 
deal, ril make it as easy for you as I can, and I can make it a good deal 
easier if we start the struggle right away. That’s the second reason why 
I’m urging you to marry me at once.” 
see. That is, I think I do.” 

“Do you really? Gosh, I can’t tell you how thankful I am. Merry, 
you may think I don’t realize my own luck, but I do. You’re wonderful 
to take it like this. There isn’t a girl in a thousand who could.” 

“Of course there is. Any girl would, who loved the man she was 
going to marry as much as I love you. ... Is there anything else, 
Gervais?” 

“Yes. Yes.” His words were coming in a rush now, his need of her 
piling higher and higher upon his yearning. “A third reason is that 
your mother’s dead set against our marriage, too. I can’t understand 
why she should be, but she is. And I don’t know how much opposition 
you can buck without breaking under it, but I should think there might 
be^ limit, if it went on and on. We’d have to put an end to it some 
time anyhow. It better be right away. It’s got to be.” 

“I beg pardon. Is Mr. Sears out? He told me to let him see this as 
soon as I could get it ready. He wants to be sure the goods go out this 
afternoon.” 

A weedy-looking shipping clerk was standing in the doorway, hold¬ 
ing a bill oflading in his hands. Gervais sprang up, swearing under his 
breath. Merry rose, too, and walked over to the door. 

“I’m sorry, Tim,” she said quietly. “Mr. Sears hasn’t come back from 
lunch yet. But if you’ll leave that with me, I’ll see that he gets it, as 
soon as he does come in.” She reached out her hand for the bill of 
lading, and after a moment’s hesitation, the weedy-looking boy gave 
it to her, muttering something under his breath as he turned away. 
Merry laid the bill of lading carefully on the table under a glass paper¬ 
weight; then she went to the door of the cubicle, closed it, locked it, 
and came back to Gervais. She did not take his hand again, but she 
stood so close to him that her nearness was like an embrace. 

“I think you’re right. I think it has got to be,” she said gently. “That 
is, it’s got to be as soon as it can without hurting anyone else more 
than we have to. I’m afraid it’s going to hurt your mother so much 
anyway that it won’t matter when we do it. So, as you say, it better be 
right off, as far as she’s concerned. But I’ve got to think about my own 
mother. Not about her opposition. I can buck that, whatever you 
believe, and I will. But about her needs. You see, I support her. I’ve 
got obligations and problems, too. If I stop earning money, she won’t 
have enough to live on. She hasn’t a clear title to our house—it’s mort¬ 
gaged, and Miss Mittie only pays sixteen dollars a month for her room. 
If there wasn’t any other way to manage, would you let me ask my 
mother to live with us? Of course, I wouldn’t do it except as a last 
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resort, because I don’t think it would be a good plan. But would you, 
if I thought I had to?” 

“I don’t think it would be a good plan either. Not that I’d begrudge 
her a home, you know that. And there’s plenty of room at Belle Heloisc. 
I know it wouldn’t work out well though.” With merciless clarity he 
foresaw the clash of temperaments between Merry’s mother and his 
own. But he gritted his teeth. “Ill let you do anything you w^nt—^I 
mean anything you think best, if you’ll only marry me today,” hi said 
desperately. 

“Please don’t talk as if you weie bribing me to marry you, h( ney,’* 
she said. She still spoke gently, bu: there was a hint of quiet repn of in 
her tone. “You know I’m not trving to bargain with you. I’m only 
trying to be fair with everybody, t’ve got to think of Mr. Goldei berg, 
too. He’s always been very kind to me, and very generous. I can’t 
suddenly leave him in the lurch, without anyone to do his wor :. I’ll 
have to tell him, straight from the shoulder, what you want me d do, 
and make him understand, without going into detail, that it’s imp rtant 
I should. If he says he can spare me. I’ll go ri^t to my desk anc piok 
up my things. If he says he can :, I’ll have to give him a few days* 
notice.” 

“You mean that if Mr. Goldcnl)erg comes across you will many me 
today?” 

“Why, that’s what you asked me to do, isn’t it? That’s what you 
want, isn’t it? We could get married today, couldn’t we? That is, there 
isn’t any law about waiting after you get a license, or red tape of any 
other sort that would prevent it?” 

“No,” he said hoarsely. “No—that is, I don’t think so. Or if there is, 
there’s probably some way of getting around it, when there’s a good 
reason why anyone should. There’s a priest here in town I know very 
well. Father Navarre, his name is. He’s a darn good scout. Comes from 
the swamp country, but he’s been a chaplain in the war, and just now 
he’s in Baton Rouge. I believe he’d understand, if I explained to him. 
Yes, I’m almost sure he would. Most priests are very understanding, 
Merry. You’ll find that out,” 

“I’m sure I shall. And you mustn’t mind, Gervais, if mother is bitter 
about your religion. She can’t help being. It’s just the way she’s made. 
Of course. I’m going to ask her if she won’t come with us, to see us 
married. I think I ought to do that. But if she says no, I’ll go with you 
to see Father Navarre, just the same. We’ll do what he tells us to.” 

Merry glanced towards the closed door and listened intently. There 
was no one in sight, and there was no sound of footsteps in the corridor 
cither. She came still closer to him, 

“I think it would be all right for us to kiss each other now,” she 
said. “And I think it would be nice if we did, too, don’t you?” 

It was not until hours later, when they were on their way to Belle 
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Heloise, that Gervais was able to put into words his feeling for what 
she had done. Merry listened lovingly to what he said as they drove 
along the River Road in the twilight, with his arm tight around her 
waist and her head resting quietly on his shoulder. The words sounded 
very sweet to her, and she was happy to have him speak them; like 
every other woman, she wanted to hear the man she loved keep on 
telling her he was certain that no man had ever loved his wife so much 
before or with so much reason. But she did not require the assurance. 
No eloquent declaration of passion spoken in the scented moonlight, 
under the mystic colonnade, could have carried with it the force of the 
desperate plea which Gervais had made to her in the dingy little 
cubicle of the merchandising manager. If he had so besought her 
holding her closely embraced in some bower of beauty, she might 
have hesitated, fearing that her own stirred senses had confused her to 
such a degree that she could not sec an involved issue clearly, or act on 
it wisely. But there had been no withstanding a suppUcation so starkly 
set apart from romantic appeal. She knew his need of her for what 
k was, and she could measure it, not by faltering or failure on his ^art, 
but by her own need of him. 

She moved a little, lifting her head. It had been downcast because at 
first she had been so overcome by the, prodigality of his praise that she 
could not bring herself to face him. Now she was calmer, and joyously 
accepting his tribute, she raised adoring eyes to his. Momentarily she 
had forgotten there was anyone else in the world except her husband 
^d herself. But as she looked up, she became aware of the place they 
were passing, where a vast house rose like a white palace beyond the 
green grace of its encircling grove, and of a beautiful girl, who looked 
like a white-robed queen, standing in the gallery and watching them. 
Gervais did not see the motionless and mocking figure of Rcginc. He 
had bent over to kiss Merry again, and he was still forgetful that there 
was anytoe else in tlic world. But Merry had already emerged from 
her fairyland of dreams to confront the menace of reality. 
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PART II 


Haste to the Wedding* 

June 30, 1919 


“Come, haste to the weddirsg, ye friends and ye neighbors 
The lovers their bliss sh dl no longer delay; 

Forget all your sorrow, yc ar care, and your labours, 

And let ev’ry heart beat with rapture today. 

Ye votaries all 
Attend to my call, . . . 

And come at our bidding 
To this ha|'py wedding!” 

^Thts was a favorite selection fcr festivals along the River Road . Eliza 
MacHatton-Ripley, who lived at Arlington,'' wrote in her of 

memoirs: The * plantation hand' with the inspiring airs of Monie 

MusJ( and *Come, Haste to the Wedding,' put wings to the giddy feet — 
how the happy moments fled!" It is found in Songs of England, edited 
by /• L. Hatton and Eaton Faning. 







PART II 

^*Come, Haste to the Wedding* 

Jun. 30, 1919 




CHAl’TER VII 

Meredith d’Alvery stirred sli epily in her big bed and, almcst sud- 
consciously, stretched out her arms. It was their emptiness that awak¬ 
ened her. But she was beginning to remember now. . . . Gervais had 
risen, as usual, when the plantation bell rang. He had done it quietly, 
trying not to disturb her, and as she half opened her eyes and he had 
seen her looking at him drowsily but adoringly, he had come to the 
bedside, telling her to lie down again, like a good girl, and go back to 
sleep. She had lain down again because he had asked her to; she did 
everything he requested, not tamely, but exultantly, for nothing made 
her so happy as to feel she was contributing in any way to his con¬ 
tentment; and she had gone back to sleep again immediately, because 
nowadays she was unable to set any limits on her hours of slumber. It 
no longer seemed strange to her to lie in bed, late in the morning, after 
Gervais was up, as it had in the beginning. If it had not been for that 
joyous tractability of hers, she would have rebelled when he first told 
her this was what she was expected to do. But lately it not only seemed 
natural for her to luxuriate in early morning idleness; it seemed in¬ 
evitable. She could not rouse herself if she tried. Over and over again 
she was engulfed by the prolonged, profound slumber of early preg¬ 
nancy. 

She was temporarily emerging from the depths of this gulf now, and 
in a few minutes she would ring for Creassy, who was Lou Ida’s daugh¬ 
ter and her own maid, assigned to her on the very evening of her ar¬ 
rival at Belle Heloise. The house servants all had their own bells, which 
hung in a row on the wall of .the back gallery, near the kitchen. Each 
of these bells had a different sound, and the servants could tell by the 
tone, when they heard one ringing, whether it was for them or not. 
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These little tinkling house bells had not the great importance of the 
huge bronze bell by the mule shed, which had been cast by Thiac- 
Maignon Durand in 1824 and was duly inscribed to that effect. But 
they had their own small and significant place in plantation life just 
the same. 

After Merry rang for her maid, Creassy would bring her coffee and 
draw her bath and lay out her clothes, and after she had drunk the 
coffee she would rise and dress in a leisurely way; then she would do 
a variety of inconsequential, unexacting things until dinner time. But 
after dinner she would go to sleep again. She would come back to this 
beautiful bed, which Creassy would have made up freshly and turned 
down invitingly; she would stretch out between the linen sheets which 
were so cool against her skin and drift quietly away into unconscious¬ 
ness. The room was very restful in the afternoon. There was something 
about the artificial dimness which Creassy created by excluding the 
sunlight with shutters which made it seem even more tranquil than it 
was at night. Its darkness then was different, less uniform, less shelter¬ 
ing and enclosed, more thrilling and provocative. The shutters were 
swung wide at the open windows then, the moonlight streamed in, the 
fireflies flitted through the live oaks and camphor trees in the Small 
Yard, the lights on the riverboats flashed above the levee. Merry could 
see the fireflies and the boat lights without raising herself from her 
pillows, and often the moonlight seemed to saturate the very sheets. 

These luminous aspects of the night were inescapable. But the after¬ 
noon sunshine could not prevail against Creassy’s ingenuity. For long 
hours Merry was oblivious of its quivering intensity. She woke re¬ 
freshed to face an evening enlivened by the presence of Gervais and 
an occasional visitor, but otherwise as uneventful as the morning. And 
then Gervais, who, unlike Merry, had been up early, was ready for bed 
early, too. She was back in the big square shuttered chamber and this 
time Gervais was with her. 

This was one of the reasons, of course, why the darkness of the night 
was so different from the dusk of afternoon. She was not alone in the 
darkness, she was not watching the fireflies and the riverboats by her¬ 
self, the moonlight did not bathe her in solitary state. And though 
Gervais’ early rising was a convenient parlor pretext for an early bed¬ 
time, his pretense of weariness scarcely saw him up the stairs. He was 
an eager and demanding lover, assured and triumphant from the very 
first. The unprotesting acceptance of his dominance, which he himself 
had foreseen, had freed him from all those compunctions which a bride 
less rapt but more reluctant might have roused, and Merry was unre- 
sentfully aware of this. She could have exacted more restraint and gen¬ 
tleness, but in so doing she would have forfeited some of the glory she 
had gained. Untutored as she was in the ways of love, she knew that 
this was so; increasingly she rejoiced in the unquenched passion which 
she now could so ardently return. The darkness of her room at night 
was the majestic cloak enfolding her with her beloved. 
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No thought of a child had crossed her mind during the first blissful 
weeks of her marriage; it had been overflowing with thoughts of 
Gervais, with love for him, with thanksgiving for the fulfillment he 
had brought her. But now that she knew she was pregnant^ she was 
doubly happy at the realization that she could take her place with all 
the other proud women whose passion had been productive and whose 
children were the visible symbol and proof of shared rapture and secret 
communion. More than this: having been brought, as an outsider, 
into surroundings where produ- tiveness was the universal rul she 
knew she would have remained indefinitely an alien unless she could 
have met existing standards and set new ones. Now she was m t only 
the expectant mother of an heir t) a great heritage, and as such e ititled 
to the homage which no barren wife could have commanded; s! e was 
conscious of a mystic bond witli the joyous fecundity which si e saw 
on every side. 

Even the drowsiness against \\ ilch she no longer struggled ha 1 been 
a safeguard and support. Prostra ed as she was by it, she could n )t sup-^ 
plant her mother-in-law aggress vely or offensively. The course of ac¬ 
tion on which Gervais, in his an cr, had been determined, was parforce 
delayed, and meanwhile the grac'ual readjustment of the househ( Id was 
taking place with far less friction than if he had been able to carry 
out his original wilful purpose. Defiantly, he had placed Merry at the 
head of the table when he brought her home after their precipitate 
marriage, and she had sat there, frightened but firm, watching with 
anxious eyes a ceremonial which was wholly unfamiliar to her. She 
knew she must not shame him before his sister and his servants; and 
how was he to guess that never before in her life had she seen a table 
set with shaded candles and silver ornaments, that she had never given 
a signal for changing plates or displaced a finger bowl? He had not 
given a thought to such matters, because they seemed so natural and 
trivial to him, and he would have been astonished and amused to 
learn that they could puzzle or agitate his bride. He would have been 
equally astonished and amused if he had realized that even her joy 
in him had not saved her from chagrin because she had gone straight 
to his house wearing the cheap little dress into which she had hastily 
changed after leaving the store, a dress in no way better than the one 
in which she had worked all day, except that it was fresh. She had 
flung two or three similar dresses and some clean, flimsy underwear 
into a suitcase that had belonged to her brother Vail, who had been 
killed at St. Mihiel, and these had constituted her trousseau. She could 
not have had much of an outfit in any case. But with a little time- 
enough to draw her small savings from the bank, enough to look 
around for bargains at Goldenberg’s, enough to do some sewing her¬ 
self—she could at least have had something that would have passed 
for one. 

To her surprise, it was Cresside who came to her rescue. Gervais 
had not been able to reach his sister before the stark little ceremony 
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which Father Navarre had been prevailed upon to perform; it had 
been witnessed only by Mrs. Randdl, grim and rebellious, by Mr. and 
Mrs. Goldenberg, who vainly strove to create a less rigid atmosphere, 
and by Fabian, who aided and abetted their attempts with more success 
than they achieved themselves. But Cresside happened to be at home 
when Gervais and Merry arrived at Belle Heloise, and she shared that 
first dreadful dinner with them. After it was over, Gervais went up to 
his. mother’s room to tell her that he was married, and that he would 
bring his bride to see her, either that evening or the following morning, 
whichever she preferred; and then Cresside put her arms impulsively 
around Merry and kissed her. 

“Look here,” she said. “I like you. I didn’t think I was going to, but 
I do. I think you’ve got lots of spunk coming here like this. Not crust— 
that’s what Gervais has bringing you this way. I’d have told him to go 
straight to hell, if I’d been you. But I still think you’re swell because 
you didn’t. At that, I know you haven’t had time to take a long breath, 
much less get clothes together or anything. Would you think I was 
to^ darn fresh for words if I offered to step into the breach?” 

“I’d think you were very kind. It has all been—^well, pretty sudden. I 
don’t suppose a man realizes. . . . But I’m afraid I don’t understand 
just what you mean.” 

“I’ve got oodles of new clothes,” Cresside explained. “A big boxful 
came in from New Orleans just yesterday. I don’t see why I ever bought 
so many. But I go haywire like that about once in so often. Wouldn’t 
you let me give you some of them for a wedding present? Of course, 
I want to give you something, and there’s no use buying you silver, 
or furniture, or anything like that, with all the junk there is in the 
house already. Come along into the Garden Room. I’ve got my stuff 
stacked up in there. And no one will ever know —maman or the serv¬ 
ants or that boob Gervais—that the things didn’t belong to you in the 
first place. We’re about the same size, though I’m a little more on the 
skinny side. Just the same, I think you can get into everything I have, 
the way clothes are cut nowadays. You’ve heard that silly riddle, 
haven’t you, about waistlines? What two French cities they make you 
think of? No? Toulouse and Toulon! It isn’t much of a joke, but it 
fits. . . . Hell, I didn’t mean to make a bad pun on top of telling a 
bad joke. Come on in and change before that dumb brother of mine 
gets back. He probably won’t even see that you’ve got a different dress 
on, but mamanVi notice you look exactly right, and she’ll be impressed. 
Of course, she won’t show that she is or even admit it to herself. But, 
believe me, Xantippe, it’ll have its effect just the same.” 

So, thanks to Cresside, Merry had gone into her mother-in-law’s 
room dressed in a soft and simple white chiffon which had been 
fashioned by a master hand; and even Madame d’Alvery’s hard eyes, 
scanning her appraisingly from head to foot, had found nothing to 
evoke the cold criticism with which she desired to crush the girl. Her 
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son’s bride looked like a lady, and what was even more astonishing 
and disappointing, she acted like one. Her manner was not bold, as 
Madame d’Alvcry uncharitably hoped it would be; but while it was 
deferential, it was not servile either; this strange little shop girl was 
respectful to her husband’s mother, but not to the degree Aat would 
detract from her own self-respect. The first visit was characterized by 
cool courtesy on both sides, conceabng rage on the one and trepida'^ion 
on the other; and during each succeeding visit which Merry mad: to 
her mother-in-law’s room, Madame d’Alvery continued to wait wa :ch- 
fully for the errors in conversation or conduct which did not oc :ur. 
The girl carried herself with dign ty, and though to be sure she did 
not talk much, on the other hand she did not say the wrong thing, md 
she was the first to lose her sense of constraint. The day came m hen 
she took her sewing into Madame d’Alvery’s boudoir, and sitting d wn 
beside the regal couch, stitched aw ly quietly for an hour or so b( :ore 
gathering up the fine linen on whit ii she had been working and ta!Tng 
her leave with the same apparent: ease with which she had c< me. 
Gervais was out on the plantation most of the time, Cresside das. dng 
from one festivity to another in town; but Merry, intent on learning 
the ways of the house, stayed for the most part within its walls. hen 
her drowsiness first came upon her, so that she could no longer s{cnd 
so much time with her mother-in-law, Madame d’Alvery caught her¬ 
self, more than once, glancing involuntarily towards the door for the 
pleasing young figure that failed to appear. 

Meanwhile Madame dAlvery was rapidly regaining her own 
strength. Vitiated as this was by the years during which she had so 
stubbornly lain in bed, it was basically indestructible. She began to 
walk to her couch unsupported, and, before long, to circulate through 
the second-story rooms, making caustic suggestions as to their rearrange¬ 
ment, and to pace slowly back and forth on the upper gallery, issuing 
an occasional peremptory order to the laborers in the Small Yard. 
When Gervais was available, she imperiously demanded his support; 
but after all, Gervais, like Cresside, was seldom in evidence at such 
times. And Lucie was growing old; her feeble footsteps were often¬ 
times even more faltering than those of her strong-willed mistress. 
When Merry offered for the first time to walk with her, Madame 
d’Alvery did not make her refusal quite as haughty and definite as she 
intended; and when Merry offered the second time, Madame d’Alvery 
accepted. So it happened that it was Merry who supported her when at 
last she went over the stairs, and who urged her to stay down for 
dinner. Gervais, coming in a litde late, found his mother already 
ensconced at the head of the table again. But his protest was stilled 
because Merry reached quickly for his hand and caught it under the 
long white cloth, pressing it hard. 

*‘You don’t know how much Tlike sitting by you,” she said. She did 
not whisper; she spoke so that not only Gervais, but Madame d’Alvcry 
and Cresside and Selah could all hear her, too. 'It’s what Fve wanted 

95 



to do, all the time. Only you never asked me I And I suppose that 
somebody did have to sit at the other end of this huge table until 
Madame Mire was well enough to come down again. But Fve felt ever 
so far away from you, all this time.” 

It had been her own idea to call her mother-in-law Madame Mire, 
and the chance choice had been a happy one. She knew only a little 
schoolgirl French, which she had never put to spoken use; but having 
hit upon the regal title, she began to try out brief phrases, and to ask 
her mother-in-law for help in making them more fluent and idiomatic. 
She was honestly eager to learn, and though now it required real 
effort to try, she kept on doing so, not as intensively as she had at first, 
but at least intermittently, during those late morning hours that were 
filled with such a variety of inconsequential unexacting things. . • . 

Her mother-in-law would be waiting for her now, she supposed. It 
was high time that she had her coffee and rose and dressed. But she 
put off ringing for Creassy, partly because she was still so sleepy, and 
♦partly because there was a good chance that Gervais might come back 
to their room, and she did not want to risk any distraction from the 
intimacy they might enjoy. He very often did come back about that 
time, for he had generally finished riding the crops by then and liked 
to have his second cup of coffee with her, the first one having been 
taken alone. It was superb coffee, a blend specially selected and roasted 
for him by one of his close friends, Billy Pereira, whose father headed 
the famous coffee-importing firm of Pereira Ltd., in New Orleans. 
Merry thought nothing else had ever tasted so good to her. She sat up 
in bed, beguilingly arrayed in one of the exquisite nightgowns that 
Cresside had given her, and drank her coffee from a daintily spread 
tray, while Gervais, still in riding fogs, drank his from a small tilt-top 
table, easily drawn up by the bedside. This was his chosen period for 
telling her how things were going on the plantation, and for discussing 
his plans and projects with her. His mother was always with them 
at dinner and supper now, and, more frequently than in the beginning, 
Cresside as well; there was no chance for private conversation then, 
or in the evenings when they all sat in the parlor; and at bedtime 
Gervais was never in a mood for practical or serious discussion. It was 
this morning period, which constituted the breathing space between 
his manifold activities, that seemed ideally suited for such discussions, 
and that had caused them to» become more or less habitual. 

It was while they were chatting in this way, a month or so earlier, 
that he had first spoken to her about wanting to entertain at Belle 
Heloise. Until then, he had been not only satisfied, but eager, to spend 
every possible moment alone with her. She tried to tell herself she did 
not mind that this was no longer the case, to make him feel that if 
the time had come when he craved more conviviality in his home, she 
would be the first to encourage it To a greater degree than most brides, 
under similar circumstances, she bad aucceeded. 
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“Fve been thinking, Merry, that Fd like to have a few people in for 
dinner. Not many. Six or so. You won’t need to bother about it at 
all. Lou Ida and Selah will look after everything.” 

“It wouldn’t be a bother. Fd enjoy it.” She could say this mdrc sin¬ 
cerely now that candlelight and finger bowls had ceased to appall 
her; but still, she had so loved having him to herself! “Do you want 
to have a party for Regine and Sylvestrc? I thought from something 
your mother said that perhaps vou might.” 

“Hell, no! Why should I wane to have a party for them?” 

“Well, they’re both old friends, aren’t they? And Regine’s : Jways 
been a near neighbor besides. And they’ve both been very nice to us 
since we were married. It’s customary for the friends of ei gaged 
couples to give parties for them, isn’t it? I mean, when they Si ty en¬ 
gaged long enough to make that possible. Not when they n sh off 
headlong to a priest the way wc did!” 

She spoke with appealing arcl ness, and usually Gervais woul 1 have 
responded enthusiastically to such an approach. To her surpr sc, he 
answered almost abruptly. 4 , 

“There wasn’t anything the matter with the way we got mirried. 
Come right down to it, I’m glail wc escaped all that special br ind of 
foolishness. And I certainly don’t intend to go in for it now, as far as 
Regine and Sylvestrc are concerned. What do you mean, both old 
friends? I never could endure the sight of that bastard.” 

“Why do you always call Sylvestrc a bastard, Gervais? I thought the 
Tremaines were very nice people.” 

“Good Lord, don’t take me so literally! I wasn’t trying to cast any 
aspersions on his family. I can call him a skunk, if you like that any 
better.” 

“But that isn’t complimentary to his family either, is it?” 

“I said, don’t take me so literally. . . . Incidentally, Fm pretty sure 
that Sylvestre’s sudden decision to become a planter isn’t based on a 
yearning for life on the River Road, or even an abject desire to satisfy 
Regine’s ambition to keep her husband tied to her apron strings. I 
think he’s been fired from Pereira’s, the coffee-importing house where 
he’s been since he faded away from Tulane about halfway through his 
course. It’s a fine old firm, with pretty high standards, and he never 
did measure up to them. He wouldn’t have got into it in the first place, 
if the Tremaines hadn’t been very nice people, as you put it. Now 
all that family influence hasn’t been powerful enough to keep him 
there. He’d have had to leave there with his tail between his legs if the 
magnificence of Hathaway Hall hadn’t saved his face. Well, I seem 
to be getting a little mixed in my metaphors, but at least they boil down 
to the plain statement that he’s no friend of mine, and that I don’t want 
him at my table, now or ever.” 

“Do you know I actually guessed that about five minutes ago? You 
haven’t told me y^ who it is you do want though.” 

“I thought Fd like to have a stag dinner with poker afterwards. You 
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know I’ve been in town two or three times to play—not as often as if 
there hadn’t been a powerful counterattraction right here.” He set 
down his coffee cup and leaned over, pulling her clustering curls and 
kissing her upturned face. “But still I’ve gone. Now I think it’s coming 
my turn. Besides, I couldn’t have a better chance to put over the idea 
that I’d like to run for the legislature than after a good dinner at my 
own house. And believe me, we’d have a good dinner. I’d send some 
of the hands up to the barrow pit for bass, and the river shrimp ought 
to be at their best pretty soon. Then we’d have one of the gobblers 
from the yard and watermelon with champagne poured into it before 
it’s chilled. Some of the 1901 Montrachet with the fish and—^well, I’ll go 
the whole hog!—1892 Ponte Canet with the turkey.” 

“I never heard of those wines before, but just the same it makes me 
hungry and thirsty to listen to you. However, I’d still like to know 
who’s going to eat and drink all this.” 

“Well, Jim Bailey, if I can get him, and George Favrot. I’ll find out 
what night they’re free first. Then I thought I’d ask the president of 
tjie Cotton Factors National Bank, Melvin Bisbee, and that Yankee 
planter, Charles Boylston, who bought the old Surclifle place. Hack- 
berry Lodge, a piece down the road, while I was over in France. He’s a 
member of the Police Jury now, and I’ve liked what I’ve seen of him. 
And I suppose I ought to ask Fabian. Anyhow, he’s better company 
than ypu’d guess, when he gets with a group like that.” 

“I think Fabian’s always good company. I like him.” 

“Well, he liked you plenty, too, if half I’ve heard happens to be 
true. I reckon it would be just as well if I didn’t encourage him to come 
here too often.” Again he paused to pull her curls and to kiss her. “But 
this time you won’t be much in evidence, you know. Just long enough 
to say hello to all these hairy males before you fade gracefully away into 
the background.” 

“Won’t Cresside say hello to them, too? And Madame Mere?” 

“Oh, Cresside without a doubt! Cresside wouldn’t miss a chance to 
say something, no matter what, to half a dozen men, no matter who. 
I couldn’t keep her in her room unless I locked her up there, and I 
don’t believe I’ll bother to do that. I should think maman might just 
as well skip it. No one expects a social resurrection from a woman 
who’s been several years on her deathbed.” 

“She’ll enjoy it, honey, just as much as Cresside will. Not the same 
way, but just as much.” 

“Well, I shouldn’t have thought so, but I’ll take your word for it. 
You seem to have sized her up better than I ever could and to get 
along with her better, too. And naturally I shan’t try to lock her in 
her room either. But, personally. I’d be just as glad if there was no one 
besides you with me in the parlor when the guests arrive.” 

Merry was pleased and proud because he said this and because she 
knew he meant it. But, personally, she was glad to have Madame 
d’Alvcry on one side of her and Cresside on the other, when the 
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Secretary of State and the Congressman came in together, both easy- 
mannered and pleasant-spoken, but somehow a little awe-inspiring just 
the same. She was grateful to Cresside for giving her another of the 
pretty dresses from that seemingly inexhaustible supply, a rose-colored 
one this time, which Cresside said exactly matched her checks. She went 
into Cresside’s room, with Creassy in attendance, to get ready for the 
party, because Cresside always had some bright ideas about adjusting 
bows or shifting flowers; and as she looked at her sistcr-in-lavshe 
thought that Cresside had really been wise not to choose this part cular 
dress for herself, because it cenainly would not have matche 1 her 
cheeks. Cresside was very pale, and though she sat longer than usual 
in front of her vanity, putting ^ >n variegated make-up, none ( f the 
cosmetics she so skillfully applied wholly concealed her pallor. 

'‘Don’t you feel well, Cresside? ’ Merry finally asked, unable t« sup¬ 
press her concern any longer. 

“Of course. What makes you tliink I don’t 

“You don’t look well.” 

“I haven’t got the skin you love to touch, like you have, if that’s wh|X 
you mean. Don’t rub it in.” 

“You know I didn’t mean thar. You’ve got lovely skin. I thiiJe it’s 
even lovelier when you let it alone. But it’s lovely anyway. And that’s 
a mighty pretty spangled dress you’re putting on. It’s another new one, 
isn’t it?” 

“Yep. It’s another new one.” 

“Whatever did you think you could do with so many new dresses, 
Cresside?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. I told you I went haywire about clothes every once 
in so often. When I do, I get dresses by the dozen, just the way some 
people get eggs. Come on, it’s time to go downstairs. All the state 
officials will be foregathered before we get there, if we don’t. I think 
Jim Bailey must have been mighty cute when he was young, don’t 
you?” 

Well, cute was not the right word for the Secretary of State, of course, 
but Merry herself thought that he was still very attractive, and she was 
sorry she could not have laughed and joked with him and with Gervais’ 
other guests as easily and wittily as Cresside did, or addressed them 
with her mother-in-law’s dignity and composure. She was a little afraid 
that Gervais would change his mind about wishing she could have 
received this group alone, because she felt that she made such an in¬ 
adequate showing, and she thought a good deal about Cresside’s spright¬ 
liness and about Madame d’Alvery’s poise after she had gone upstairs 
to bed. Madame d’Alvery had gone to bed, too, more exhausted by the 
effort she had made than she would admit, and Cresside had started 
off “on a hunt of her own,” a)s she had said jokingly when she bade 
Merry good night; Gervais might think he had corralled every man 
that was really worth having, but she knew better; there were still 
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plenty at large if you knew where to look for them. She did know, and 
she had a swell date on at The Willows. She would tell Merry all about 
it in the morning. 

Merry knew that Cresside would not tell her all about it in the 
morning, that she probably would not mention it again of her own 
accord, and that she would laugh off any specific questions about it. 
Merry had never been to The Willows herself, but the little she knew 
about the place did not help to make her happy in realizing that 
Cresside went there fairly frequently. It was a small cafe on the short 
stretch of batture near town, where the willows beyond the levee grew 
in great luxuriance. A number of small square openings had been cut 
in these, around one larger clearing where the bar was located. Each 
of the small clearings was barely large enough to accommodate a little 
table and some tin chairs, and each was thickly enclosed with abundant 
growth. Drinks and sandwiches were served in these caches upon re¬ 
quest, but when no demand for these was made, the occupants erf the 
litde openings were not disturbed. Rightly or wrongly the cafe had 
squired a bad name. It made Merry miserable to think that Cresside, 
who was so kind to her, and so gallant and gay, should frequent The 
Willows. . . . 

But she could not go on thinking about Cresside indefinitely. Most 
of her thoughts centered on Gervais, as they always did, and the sound 
of his laughter kept drifting up to her now, together with the aroma of 
fine cigars and fragments of the talk around the poker table. The early 
June night was warm, and the shutter doors leading from her chamber 
Into the guest room behind it and into the upper hall were all open; as 
to the doors downstairs, those were never closed. 

It was Fabian’s whimsical voice which she recognized first, as he 
jested with George Favrot, who had evidently taken in a fat pot. “Have 
you forgotten that we’re all constituents of yours, George?” Fabian 
was saying. “Just for the look of things, you ought to let one of us win 
a pot now and then, or we’ll organize the district against you.” 

The broad A’s of the Bostonian were easily recognizable also: “Some¬ 
body better tip off a bank examiner to go over to the Cotton Factors 
National if Bisbee keeps on losing. It isn’t in the realm of reason that 
any banker could keep on getting rid of his own money without 
putting up more of a squawk than he’s doing. As for myself, I’d like 
to know if it isn’t tough enough on a Yankee to be running for an 
ofiicc that the infidels around here call a police jury ship. In all Christian 
parts of the world it’s called a county commissioner’s.” 

There was a pleasant pause, broken first by the tinkle of ice and the 
hiss of charged water and then by an inquiry, interested rather than 
anxious, from Boylston: “How are you fixed with prohibition coming 
along in a few weeks, d’AIvery ? Ou^t we to go easy on this?” Gervais* 
answer was reassuring: “I haven’t even bothered to make a complete 
check of what I have on hand , since I came home. But I don’t think 
wc’ll ever have to resort to Opelousas corn in this house. My father 
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always kept a fine cellar whatever else he went without. So I know 
there’s enough to last me and my friends until that crazy law’s been 
repealed. It stands to reason it can’t last forever. . . . Here, let me fill 
that up!” 

“Thanks. And let’s talk about something besides politics for a change. 
The campaign won’t start for months.” 

“Is that so?” inquired Bailey, rumbling in on Bisbee’s pinched sc ueak. 
“Why, in just a few weeks now all six candidates for goverm r arc 
going to talk at a Fourth of July rally at Hot Well.” 

“And where the hell is Hot W ell, may I ask?” 

The significant silence which ‘ollowed this question indicatec that 
Bisbee was apparently not the only member of the group who d; i not 
know, and Bailey continued cha:fingly: “I’m surprised to see a 1 you 
good Democrats look as blank that Not long ago some dr iggist 
decided that a hot water spring n( ar Boyce would cure everything from 
the pip to a broken leg, and built him a little haywire and string wealth . 
resort That’s Hot Well. This F( urth of July rally is his way oi pub¬ 
licizing the place.” 4 ^ 

“Did you say six candidates were going to speak there?” Gerv: is in¬ 
quired, and George Favrot interrupted sarcastically: “Yes, but «andi- 
dates in name only. They’ll never be anybody’s political bedfellows.” 

“What about Phanor Breazeale?” asked Bisbee. “He’s got the whole 
Liberty League behind him.” 

“Yes, both the members,” Bailey retorted scornfully. “What’s more 
I’ll bet anybody that not one of the names of those six speakers will be 
on the tickets my office prints for the election.” 

A murmur of mild surprise greeted this announcement, but it was 
soon swallowed up by a further suggestion for fresh drinks. As he 
dispensed them, apparently with great liberality, Gervais seized the 
occasion to make the remark for which Merry had been listening. 

“As a matter of fact I’m not so much interested in the gubernatorial 
race at the moment as I am in my own chances.” 

Boylston laughed. His laugh, like his voice, was pleasant, but usually 
it was not characterized by much heartiness; now it had a real ring to 
it and his amusement sounded through his mock oratory. 

“Little as I know about politics in Louisiana, and grateful as I am 
that your conservation laws include Republicans, and unable as I may 
be to comprehend how any sugar planter can ever vote anything but 
a Republican ticket, I can still give you the answer to that one, neigh¬ 
bor. With your war record, all of these little local cliques will be honey¬ 
ing up to you instead of the other way around.” 

“Hey there, Boylston, stop poaching on our preserves!” 

“Nonsense, Congressman, it’s true, isn’t it?” 

“Of course it’s true, but that’s no reason for spoiling our little game, 
which was to keep Gervais on the anxious seat a while and get a 
handsome campaign contribution out of him in return for doing 
something we’d all made up our minds to do long ago. You damn 
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Yankees haven’t changed a particle since you stabled your horses in 
the University buildings.” 

In the midst of the laughter and badinage which followed this 
accusation, Merry drifted off to sleep again; after all she had heard that 
Gervais’ election was practically assured, and this was what most mat¬ 
tered to her. There was no reason why she should stay awake any 
longer. But the next morning Gervais brought up the subject again 
himself when he came to have coffee with her, greatly pleased with 
the results of his stag party. 

“I was mighty proud of you, honey,” he told her. “You looked just 
the way I hoped you would, and acted just the way I hoped you would, 
too. I can tell you it made a real impression on all the folks, from Jim 
Bailey right down the line. And it set me to thinking what an im¬ 
pression you’d make when I took you to the Mansion for parties, and 
had you beside me on the floor of the House.” 

“Oh, Gervais, you’re not going to do that, are you?” 

“You’re darn right I am! Why, you must have known we’d be invited 
t© the Mansion! And haven’t you heard that every member of the 
legislature is allowed to have an extra chair set up right beside his?” 

“Yes, I reckon I must have. But I never thought I’d be sitting in one 
of them.” 

“Well, then, you’d better begin to think of it, because you will be. 
And you won’t be watching parades from the window of a department 
store, cither. You’ll be on the Governor’s reviewing stand. You’re not 
.going to spend the rest of your life snoozing, you know.” 

“No. Though I suppose-” 

“You suppose this isn’t the only time you’ll ever be in a delicate 
condition? Well, I hope you’re right about that. I hope we’ll have a 
lot of children, Merry, if you’re strong enough to stand it, and it looks 
as if you would be. But far enough apart so that you and I can do 
things together, too. Do you realize the only party you’ve been to with 
me this spring was that one given for the officers of the sub-chaser that 
came up the River? Next year I want to take you to a lot of them, and 
have a lot of them here, too. And I want you to ride around over the 
plantation with me. My, but we’ve got a good stand of plant cane this 
year! I wish you could sec it.” 

“I’ll see next year’s stand and I’ll love doing that. I’d rather learn 
about our crops than go to the parties, Gervais.” 

“Well, I want you to care about both. I suppose it’s too much to hope 
that you’ll be interested in machinery, but I can tell you, I’m tickled to 
death with the new tractor we’re trying out, and I think the cultivator 
we’re using now is going to be fine. You know I tried to explain about 
that before. You see, darling, we can’t put too much dirt into the cane 
now, because by and by each stalk will raise its own little family of 
stalks. ‘Suckers’ we call them. Cane’s a sociable plant. It likes lots of 
company. Perhaps that’s why sugar planters are a sociable lot, too. Liv-' 
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ing close to the land the way they do, they get habits just like their own 
suckers.” 

"I don’t think I like to hear you compare yourself to any kind of a 
sucker, honey, even those that are just little stalks of cane.” 

“Shucks, I told you before not to be so literal! What I was trying to 
explain to you is that one stalk comes up first and that presently there 
are a dozen small shoots around it, making a stool that has to be 
nourished and fed. That’s why wc must do so much fertilizing it this 
time of year. Of course, we’ve got the richest soil in Louisiana right 
here, because the cream of all that: comes from the states drainin.; into 
the Mississippi Valley has been deposited on the banks of the ‘liver. 
But still we have to use a good deal of nitrogen to hasten growt i and 
phosphate to give early maturity. You know how Lou Ida and C eassy 
are trying to ‘tempt’ you right now, because you’ve got to ‘eat for :wo’? 
Well, it’s just the same with pl.mt life as it is with human b rings. 
Sugar has to be nourished to support its orvn family. When it i^, you 
wouldn’t believe what quick rej alts you get. You can almost ce its 
color changing from pale jade to emerald green.” ^ 

“I’d love to see it. It sounds b autiful, the way you talk abot: it. I 
never thought of cane starting a tamily, just the way we are, Gei vais.” 

“Well, I want you to, honey. Because that’s what it docs. And next to 
our own family, I care more about that cane family than anything else 
in the world.” 

She went back to sleep, thinking about the dozen small shoots that 
came up around the one big stalk and needing to be nourished; and 
after that she never said no when Lou Ida and Creassy tried to “tempt” 
her. She remembered, too, that cane was a sociable plant, and she en¬ 
couraged Gervais to have more company and made the required effort 
to go out with him the next time he asked her to. But she herself was 
secretly most content when they were by themselves, and when there 
were no extraneous diversions to enliven the monotony of the slumber¬ 
ous prescient days. She still preferred to let time drift past her while 
she remained sheltered and enclosed by the great shuttered room. 

“Well, sleepy-head! If you keep on the way you’re doing, presently 
you won’t wake up at all. When I kiss you three times before it takes 
effect, one of us is certainly slowing up.” 

So she had not rung for Creassy at all that morning, she had not 
drunk her coffee, she had gone back to sleep a second time. And here 
was Gervais bending over her and pretending to shake her, while he 
looked at her teasingly. She sat up suddenly, rubbing her heavy eyes 
and shaking her tumbled curls away from her forehead. Then she 
blinked at him, catching her breath a little, and buried her rosy face 
against his shoulder. 

‘Tou better hide your head* in shame!” he said, still teasingly. He 
had his arm around her now and his fond voice was in itself a caress. 
“Here it is only a little over two months since I practically had to hold 
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you down, to keep you in bed mornings, and now I have to handle 
you roughly in order to rouse you at ten o’clock, I told Creassy to bring 
your coffee up with mine. Maybe I ought to tell Billy Pereira to add 
a little strychnine to the blend for a while in order to stimulate you.... 
Seriously, honey, I didn’t mean to startle you so. I didn’t suppose you 
really were all that sound asleep. I’m sorry I made you spring up like 
that. I don’t believe you ought to move around so suddenly now. Hasn’t 
Dr. Champagne told you not to?” 

“No. He said I couldn’t be getting along better. There’s nothing he"s 
forbidden me to do.” She raised her face, and shifting her position so 
that her head was no longer hidden but rested easily on his shoulder, 
she looked up at him, her loving expression tinged with anxiety. “Do 
you know, Gervais, I think Cressidc really needs a doctor a lot more 
than I do?” she said. “She doesn’t look a bit well to me.” 

“She might look better if she’d stop running around nights,” Gervais 
said shortly. “She could use a little extra sleep herself. But there^ 
nothing the matter with her, any more than there was ever anything 
the matter with maman. You’ve got to take care of yourself, though, 
because that means taking care of Philogene, too.” 

He had confidently assumed, from the beginning, that the expected 
child would be a boy, and he had already announced his intention of 
naming it after his father. He almost never spoke of “the baby,” but 
nearly always of Philogene. It amused and delighted Merry to hear him. 

“I’m interested in taking care of Philogene, too, Gervais.” 

“Then don’t jump around in bed and don’t waste worry on Cresside.” 

“I hate for you to talk about Cresside the way you do, Gervais. I’m 
mighty fond of her. She couldn’t have been any kinder to me if she’d 
been my own sister.” 

“She better be kind to you. But that doesn’t alter the fact that she 
lied to me. I don’t see how anyone who’s the soul of truthfulness, like 
you are, can stand up for a liar.” 

“Is it all right for me to ask you what she lied to you about, Gervais?” 

“Yes. She lied to me about Sylvestre Tremaine. She told me that he’d 
asked her to marry him, and all the time he was actually engaged to 
Rcginc Hathaway.” 

“Had you said something critical to Cressidc about Sylvestre, 
Gervais?” 

“You’re damn right I had. And Pd told her to stop staying out half 
the night with him.” 

“Well, but Cresside may have loved Sylvestre very much, Gervais. 
And if she did, naturally she’d defend him. If she really had been en¬ 
gaged to him, that would have made it all right for her to stay out 
late with him. Wouldn’t it? She must have told you she was engaged 
so that you wouldn’t think so ill of him.” 

“Merry, you’re crazy, arguing it out that way.” 

“No, I’m not. I’d have done exactly the same thing myself if anyone 
had spoken critically to me about you*” 
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“But, good God, I wasn*t engaged to someone elsci” 

“Cresside couldn’t have known that Sylvestre was either. It must have 
been a terrible shock to her when she found it out. I think she being 
very brave about not showing how badly she feels. Of course. I’m iorry 
she chooses the way she does to cover it up. But I think it’s just a phase* 
I’m sure she won’t go on for long running around like she does now, 
with a fast crowd. She really doesn’t care about that fast crowd, htney. 
She couldn't. She’s not that kind. But she’s out to show the 'sV )rld, 
just now, that it doesn’t mean a thing to her that she misundcricood 
Sylvestre.” 

Misunderstood I'* 

“Why, yes I She must have thoui^ht he was in love with her, h< tiey. 
She must have thought he meant ti propose, pretty soon. She was nop¬ 
ing so hard that h,e would, she misunderstood, that’s all. Plenty of .jirls 
make mistakes like that. Because s-)me men say such a, lot when ^:hey 
don’t mean a thing. Just like some of them mean such a lot, and i^ever 
seem to be able to open their memths.” 

“And you were thinking of just whom, when you said that?” 

“Well, I was thinking of Sylvestie, for the first kind, naturally, knd 
of Fabian for the other. I sure enough wasn’t thinking of you, he ney. 
You say plenty, but you mean plenty, too.” 

Gervais muttered something unintelligible. This was the first time 
he and Merry had talked so seriously or at any length about Cresside. 
A dozen times before, when he had been on the point of saying some¬ 
thing, an innate aversion to discussing his sister, even with his wife, 
had withheld him. Now that the secret had been brought into the 
open, he felt immeasurably relieved. Merry had presented a point of 
view that was entirely novel to him, and at the same time, infinitely 
reassuring; in explaining Cresside’s conduct to him, she had, in a meas¬ 
ure, succeeded in excusing it. The day before, he had heard Merry 
patiently practicing her halting French under his mother’s direction, 
and one of the trite proverbs she had been repeating was '"Tout com- 
prendre e'est tout pardonner!' At the time he had wondered, elatedly, 
if his mother had perception enough to realize how applicable the old 
saw was in her own case. Now that she was beginning to understand 
how wise his choice of a wife had been, she was also beginning to 
forgive him for having made it, though there were still no prospects 
that she would admit this. Belatedly he saw that the proverb was 
applicable in his case and in his sister’s also. ... 

“I’m mighty lucky, you know, Gervais, not even to be having morn¬ 
ing sickness,” he heard Merry saying. Apparently she had decided, on 
her own initiative, that for the moment they had discussed Cresside 
enough, that there was no sense in running the subject into the ground. 
He followed her lead with the good cheer which sprang from relief. 

“I reckon you are at that. And I’m lucky, too. I shouldn’t think it 
would add to the general aura of romance surrounding a young couple 
for the bride to begin the day by up-chucking all over the place.” 
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“Gervais, sometimes I think Cressidc's right when she says that 
Army life didn’t improve you. You shouldn’t say things like that when 
youke talking about romance.” 

“I suppose I shouldn’t. But you don’t really mind, do you? You 
ought not to, as a matter of fact. If you don’t ever hear me say any¬ 
thing worse than that, you’ll be even luckier than you’ve been in 
escaping morning sickness.” 

There was a gentle knock at the shutter door and Creassy entered, 
watchfully carrying a porcelain coffee service on a silver tray. Without 
self<onsciousness, Gervais released Merry from his embrace, and sat 
down at the small bedside table, while Creassy arranged Merry’s pillows 
and straightened her coverings. Merry looked up at her smilingly. 

“Thanks, Creassy. It’s a lovely day for Miss Regine’s wedding, isn’t 
it?” 

“Yes, Miss Merry, it sure is. Such days is well accepted.” 

“I love to hear you say that, Creassy, the first thing in the morning.'It 
always makes a day begin better for me.” 

^ “Ah’s proud to hear it, Miss Merry. Could Ah get you somethin’ 
else before Ah goes downstairs?” 

“I think we’ve got everything, but I’ll let you know if we haven’t.” 
Then, as the maid left the room,^ beaming, Merry added, handing 
Gervais his cup, “I hope you’re not going to say, like Miss Mittie does, 
that you wouldn’t have minded if it had rained ‘cats, dogs and billy 
goats’ on Regine’s wedding day, honey. Regine isn’t to blame for what 
happened. We oughtn’t to forget that, no matter how sorry we feel for 
Cresside.” 

‘Tm not so sure. I think Regine h partly to blame. I think Sylvestre 
might have come across, if Regine hadn’t snatched at him. Not that I 
wouldn’t have hated like hell to have him for a brother-in-law. But 
just the same- 

Involuntarily, he was reverting to the subject of Cresside after all. 
This time Merry followed his lead. 

“Just die same, you think he ought to have proposed to her, I know. 
But Cresside wouldn’t have been happy, not in the long run, with 
Sylvestre, honey. She wouldn’t be happy with any man who didn’t 
love her as much as she loved him. No girl is. And Sylvestre isn’t 
good, enough for Cresside. He isn’t much better than the men in this 
crowd she’s running with now. Of course, I wouldn’t go so far as 
you do and call him a—a ”, 

“A bastard? Or just a skunk?” 

“I wouldn’t call him any bad names. But I’m glad I donk have to 
call him kin, cither. I’m glad it’s Regine he’s marrying and not 
Cresside.” 

“May I come in? Is this billing and cooing I hear mostly verbal? Or 
is Gervais back in bed, the middle of the morning? I don’t want to 
burst in on anything a nice young girl ought to learn only from the 
birds and bees, God forbid 1” 
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The shutter door leading into the hall opened slowly again, and this 
time Cresside came into the room. Gervais, glancing at her covertly to 
see if there could possibly be any basis for Merry’s anxiety, was startled 
to notice, for the first time, that Cresside’s face was not only palc^ but 
haggard, under her make-up, and that there were violet circles around 
her eyes. As usual, however, she was as smart as paint. Her short linen 
dress was crisp and spotless and her scarlet belt and shoes matched her 
lipstick. She greeted her brother with a nonchalant nod; but she bent 
over to hug Merry with undisguised affection. 

“How are you this morning, piecious? Well, I don’t need to ask. 
Dewy with sleep and rosy with kisses! I’d say that marriage and 
maternity were equally becoming to you. I just dropped in to tell you 
I’m going over to Hathaway Ha:l to help with the flowers, a; ;d I 
didn’t want you to start dragging the River for me if you fou td I 
was missing from the old homestead. Besides, I thought maybe y m’d 
come with me. But I promised 1 d be there by ten-thirty, and you 
won’t be as far as the tub by then, from the present look of thij gs.” ' 
“Yes, I will. I’d like to come wi(h you, Cresside. I’ll hurry. Ge vais 
was just going out again, anywa\. Weren’t you, honey?” ** 

“Well, I wasn’t in any particular hurry to get away from you. 3ut 
now that I see you’re eager to get rid of me, so that you can gc> and 
gloat over the near-by nuptial garlands, I can take a hint and clear out.” 

He grinned, kissed her once more and went off, nodding to Cresside 
with the same nonchalance that had marked her own greeting. But 
as the morning wore on, he found he could not get her out of his mind. 
For once the enchanting vision of Merry which was so constantly be¬ 
fore him was obscured by the image of his sister’s white face, with its 
scornful scarlet lips and its great violet-ringed eyes. Certainly a healthy 
young girl should not look as haggard as that, no matter how much 
running around she was doing. Merry was probably right, as usual. 
Cresside must be ill, and he would drive into town that afternoon, and 
ask Dr. Champagne to come out and have a look at her. No, curse it, 
he could not go that afternoon, because he would have to arrive cariy 
and stay late at Hathaway Hall. Sylvestre had asked him to be one of 
the ushers at the wedding, and he had not been able to think up any 
plausible pretext for declining. Well, anyway, all the Champagnes 
would be at the wedding and he would manage to draw the doctor 
aside and get in a word with him edgewise. Then the doctor would 
come out to Belle Heloisc the first thing the next morning and find out 
what in hell was the matter with Cresside, and give her something 
that would pep her up. He still could not believe it was anything serious. 
It was just that she was taking the double-dealing of that bastard too 
hard. Much too hard. Too damn hard. . . , 

He was roused from his reverie by the sound of the plantation bell. 
There was no logical reason why it should ring at this hour. It was not 
time for the field hands’ dinner. Listening intently, he recognized the 
special signal which had occasionally been used, before he went to 
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France, to summon him from the fields: three long loud peals, then a 
pause and two short softer ones. This signal had very seldom been 
given and he had almost forgotten it. But as he hurried towards the 
house, he remembered that the last time he had heard it had been the 
morning when his father was suddenly and mortally stricken. And as 
he came quickly into the Small Yatd, Amen ran excitedly out to meet 
him, with Snow and Cornet barking at his heels. 

• ^‘Miss Cresside’s been bad hurt, Mr. Gervais.” 

‘‘What do you mean, bad hurt?*^ 

“She was up on a ladder, fixin’ flowers in de White Ball Room, and 
she must of had a swimmin’ in de head from bein’ up so high, caise 
she fainted. She done fell down and hurt herself bad.” 

“Stop saying she’s hurt herself bad. Perhaps she’s only stunned by the 
fall,” Gervais said sharply. But he quickened his pace, covering the 
great expanse of the Small Yard in swift strides. Amen, still jabbering 
excitedly, trotted after him, followed by the dogs. 

“No, suh, she ain’t stunned no mo’. She done come out of her faint. 
She don’ cry out, but you can tell she’s bad hurt.” 

“Who got her home?” 

“Mr. Sylvestre, he brung her home. Looks like he done forgot he 
was goin’ to marry Miss Regine dis very evenin’. He carried Miss 
Cresside upstairs hisself, and put her on de bed, and stood there lookin’ 
at her ior de longes’.” 

“Is he still there?” 

“No, suh, he done gone caise Miss Cresside, she make him. De 
doctor’s dere now. Mr. Fabian come out to sec what all he could do 
to help befo* de wedding, happenin’ in jes’ when Miss Cresside fell 
oflen de ladder. So he done go for de doctor and brung him back 
here befo’ noon.” 

The front door opened quietly, and Fabian shuffled down the cir¬ 
cular brick stairs and limped towards them. His gait, as usual, was 
slow and awkward because of his deformity, and he made no evident 
effort to hurry. He was smiling in his customary wry way. 

“Why don’t you take those dogs out to the shed, Amen?” he asked 
pleasantly. “Their barking might disturb Miss Cresside. I’m afraid she’s 
in for a good deal of pain and we’ve each got to do our part to see 
that she isn’t disturbed.” Then as the Negro hastened to follow his sug¬ 
gestion, with the joyous feeling of helpfulness rather than the one of 
shame which would have been caused by a harsh rebuke, Fabian 
turned to Gervais. “I’m afraid you’ve had a nasty jolt, perhaps un¬ 
necessarily,” he said quietly. “Tante Isabelle insisted on having the 
bell rung. But I was against it myself. There’s nothing you can do for 
Cresside at the moment. Dr. Champagne isn’t even through examining 
her—she seems to have hurt her back, falling, but he doesn’t know 
yet just how badly. And Merry’s with her. Merry was the only person 
she asked for.” 

“I don’t want Merry upset, just now. You ought to know that.” 
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“I do know that. But Merry isn’t upset. She’s perfectly calm and col 
lected. And Dr. Champagne himself said he’d like to have her stick 
around. He wouldn’t have done that if he’d thought it would hurt her. 
Come on into the library, Gervais, and have a drink. I’ve got one ready 
for you.” 

“Damn white of you. But I’d rather get along to my sister.” 

“Well, of course, if you insist. But she’d rather you didn’t. I heird 
her myself, saying, ‘You keep Gervais out of here.’ It was almost as 
final as what I heard her saying to Sylvestre.” 

“And what was that, damn his r« *tten hide?” 

“She said, ‘This is your weddi ig day, Sylvestre. Regine will be 
waiting for you.’ He would’ve sta ved if she’d let him. In fact, 5 e’d 
have given anything on earth for a chance to stay. You should 1: ive 
seen his face—and hers. He knows at last what a damn fool he’s h en, 
just as well as you and I do. Because Cresside’s a great girl, and he 
might have married her, instead f that alabaster image hung y ith 
diamonds that he’s chained to in tead. But Cresside’s through \ ith 
Sylvestre, Gervais. She found him out, too. She wouldn’t marry ! am«* 
if he were the last man on earth. 1 )on’t you worry about her, thoi gh. 
She’s got the guts to come out all right, by herself.” 




PART III 


High Wide and Handsome 

May 8, 1920 to June 20, 1920 




“Every great war has left in its wake a period of suffering and mif^ry 
for the vanquished; of extravagance and waste on the part of he 
victors. The problems to be solved bv the world today are complex, imd 
cover nearly every phase of human e .deavor. . . . 

“As your incoming governor, m\ earnest appeal to every man i-nd 
woman in Louisiana is to take a • eep interest in public affairs, '^te- 
membcr, it is not only your welfare and happiness, but the fut^rt^- 
of your children and your children’s children which is dependent ujon 
efficient government.” 

-—From Inaugural address of John M. Par\er, Governor of Louisiana, 
delivered May 17,1920. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

“I HOPE WE won’t have to waic much longer for d’Alvcry. I’d like to 
get this thing clinched before that New Orleans crowd gets in on the ^ 
ten forty-five.” 

“They ought to be here any minute now, Governor. It was about 
eight when I got hold of Fabian. He was just finishing his breakfast 
and he said he’d strike right out for Belle Heloise.” 

This pronouncement was made, with some pomposity, by Melvin 
Bisbee, who was extremely flattered at having been asked to help with 
the conference that was now taking place. He was answered by 
Hewitt Bouanchaud, the Lieutenant Governor Elect, a small dark man 
with jet black hair and a rubicund countenance, so markedly Gallic in 
appearance that the absence of any accent or colloquialism in his speech 
came as a surprise. 

“Maybe he wasn’t as nearly through as he said. If he wasn’t, I 
wouldn’t blame him if he took time out to cat before he started. Fabian 
d’Alvery keeps a good cook. Besides, it may take him longer than we 
figure to get down to his cousin’s. I don’t know what shape the River 
Road’s in just now, but it’s been pretty near impassable with mud most 
of the winter, and now it’s just the season for seepage. Fabian may 
have got stuck and had to find a pair of horses to pull him out. What’s 
more, we lost a lot of time because we couldn’t get hold of Gervaisi 
direct. It’s a damn nuisance there’s no telephone at Belle Heloise. The 
place is almost as isolated as if it were in the middle of the Atchafalaya 
Swamp.” 

“It’s isolated all right but tha.t’s the way for a farmer to live. I won’t 
let them put a telephone on my place at Bayou Sara. I stayed at Belle 
Heloise several times during the campaign, and I like it there. I like 
this young fellow who owns it, too, and I as good as know he’s widi 
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US. But I want to be sure how that new representative from somewhere 
in the seventh district, Gaston Daigle, is going to stand on the speaker- 
ship vote, and d’Alvery can take care of that better than any man 
I know.’* 

Having emphasized this point, John Parker, Governor Elect of 
Louisiana, resumed his study of the legislative list, which he had pre¬ 
viously been engaged in checking. He was a well-built man, inordi¬ 
nately proud of the flat stomach which he had succeeded in retaining 
despite advancing years, partly, doubtless, because he was so disdainful 
of Creole cookery, his favorite fare being mustard greens and butter¬ 
milk. He had a ruddy face, iron-gray hair and an iron-gray mustache, 
and in manner and general appearance was curiously like a country 
merchant wearing ‘‘store-bought clothes” with apparent self-conscious¬ 
ness, though he was an outstanding member of the Boston Club in 
New Orleans, and belonged by both background and breeding in the 
top social bracket. At the moment he was in his shirt sleeves, seated on 
side of the garish squeaky brass bed which dominated a musty 
little room in the Hotel Istrouriia at Baton Rouge. The principal con¬ 
ferees were Hewitt Bouanchaud of New Roads, and the boss of the 
third ward in New Orleans, John P. Sullivan, both of whom had settled 
themselves more or less stably; various others came and went, among 
them Bisbec and Harry Gamble, who had been Parker’s campaign 
manager. 

In spite of the open window, the air was heavy and the room was 
full of smoke; Sullivan’s cigar, one of the sleek Havanas manufactured 
especially for him, would alone have made this condition almost in¬ 
evitable, Seated in a mission-style rocker of fumed oak, Sullivan 
puffed away contentedly while Parker studied his check list. The 
others were all clad in seersucker or white linen, in varying degrees 
of dishevclmcnt, but Sullivan was magnificently arrayed in superbly 
tailored Shantung, and wore a Sulka cravat embellished with a dia¬ 
mond and emerald stickpin which the Elks had given him when he 
was their Grand Exalted Ruler, He was an enormous man, whose 
great height was overpowering even when he was seated, and whose 
vast shoulders seemed to fill the inadequate little room. In his youth 
he had been known as the only plebe at West Point who was never 
hazed, because he chose the alternative of fighting any upperclassman 
who was sent against him, and had fought and beaten twenty-seven 
of them on as many consecutive nights, “the Sabbath and Lord’s Day 
only excepted I” This exploit had been followed by many others, both 
physical and political, which were scarcely less prodigious; some five 
years earlier he had broken with Behrman, the mayor of New Orleans, 
and organized his own city crowd, which had supported Parker for 
Governor during the recent campaign. Now he was riding the jubilant 
crest of victory and adroitly preparing to supplant Behrman with a 
' man of his own. But for the moment his interest was centered on a 
matter of more immediate importance* 

U4 



“I’m inclined to agree with the Governor on one point, I don’t doubt 
that d’Alvery will vote for our program straight down the line,” he 
said. If the other conferees had been strangers to him instead of boon 
companions, they would inevitably have been startled by the rolling 
basso with which he made his simple announcement, for he had a 
voice compared to which the percussion of a bass drum sounded like 
a shrill treble. “I only hope he has as much influence with Ds^igle as 
the Governor seems to think. But Daigle was elected on the; Stubbs 
ticket, and while we’ve got a majority for our man Walker, wha t we’re 
after is a unanimous vote. And h our side looks strong enough, I lamley 
won’t even go to the post.” 

“Hold up a second, will you, John? I think someone’s at tl e door 
now. But I can’t half hear wb n you bear down on that fog horn.” 

Harry Gamble walked over t(» the door and flung it open, to lisclosc 
Fabian and Gervais standing on the threshold. As always, when the 
cousins appeared together, Fabian’s deformity seemed the more n arked. 
Nevertheless, it was he who ent red first, his crooked smile enli v^ening 
the somberness of his expression. . 

“Sorry we took so long to gei here,” he said pleasantly. “I’vt never 
seen the seepage as bad as it’s been this spring. Two or three cais were 
stuck in that soft spot just below McGregor’s store. We had ta turn 
back and go all round Robin Hood’s barn to reach town.” 

“I told the crowd you were probably bogged down,” Bisbee re¬ 
sponded. “Sorry you were put to so much trouble, but after all, you 
River Roaders ought to gang up on the police jury and make them do 
something about it. . . . Good morning. Captain. Glad to see you. I 
don’t need to introduce you to the Governor, of course. He’s just been 
telling us how much he’s enjoyed being your guest. You know Lieu¬ 
tenant Governor Bouanchaud, too, don’t you?” 

“Sure. I’ve known the Captain ever since he was knee-high to a poulc 
d*eauy Bauanchaud broke in. “As a matter of fact, his father and I 
were friends before he was born. How are you these days, Gervais? 
Still up to mischief? Or had I better ask Fabian to testify on that 
point? Though you’ve probably sobered down now, with all your 
new responsibilities.” He turned to the others in the room. “Possibly 
the rest of you don’t know that Captain d’Alvery’s the father of twins.” 

“Why, you don’t say!” The Governor laid down his check list, and 
rising from the squeaky bed, went over to Gervais and heartily shook 
his hand. “That’s bully. Gives me quite a fellow feeling. My son John 
has twins, too, and incidentally, I’m a twin myself. Let the grand¬ 
father of twins congratulate the father of twins! Both boys, are they?” 

“No, a boy and a girl.” 

“I suppose the boy’s a junior? Or did you name him after your 
father?” Bouanchaud inquired with genuine interest. 

“We didn’t do either. Both of my wife’s brothers were killed in the 
war, and she wanted to name the boy for them—^Malcolm Vail. We 
call him Vail. The girl’s named for my father’s sister, Sybellc, and it 
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seemed fair that each side of the family should be represented, when 
it came to a christening.” 

“I agree with you. Plenty of time for the second Philogene yet, if 
you ask me.” And as Gervais met his eye, laughing, Bouanchaud 
also laughed loudly and slapped him on the shoulder. “So it’s that 
way already, is it? How old are the twins?” 

“They were born in January.” 

*‘And this is only May! Well, you’re certainly not losing any time! 
And how’s that pretty sister of yours? I was sorry to hear she’d an 
accident of some kind.” 

“Yes, a bad fall. She injured her back pretty seriously. But I’m glad 
to say she’s better now.” 

“Young fathers are proverbially garrulous, I know,” Fabian re¬ 
marked, sardonically. “In fact, they’re usually even more tiresome than 
young mothers. But this is a political meeting, Gervais, it isn’t a baby 
party. I can’t believe the Governor interrupted my breakfast and sent 
me down the River Road to get you, in spite of its horrible condition, 
-«!ft©rely because you’re the father of twins. I think he’d probably like 
to get along with whatever’s on his mind, if you’d give him a chance.” 

Sullivan, still puffing away placidly at his cigar, shot a surreptitious 
glance at the speaker. The wry smile, which had made Fabian’s face 
so vivid and winning at first, had completely faded; without this, it was 
not only somber but bitter. A queer bird, Sullivan said to himself; 
somethings eating him, not just his deformity at that. But he's nobody's 
fool; he's a smart man, a damn sight smarter than this showy cousin 
of his that everyone's malting such a fuss about. Finer fibered, too. 
Not just because of the d'Alvery heritage or the Princeton polish either; 
because of something inside of him that no other man in the room 
has got. Not even John Par\er. . . . certainly not John Sullivan. 
Parker, more bent on action than analysis, broke in on his colleague’s 
contemplation. 

“You’re right, Fabian. I asked you to bring your cousin here for a 
very special purpose. Won’t you both sit down?” 

The one vacant chair in the room had a straight back and a stamped 
leather seat, and stood near the washstand of poisonous pink marble. 
Gervais promptly seated himself in it. Involuntarily, Fabian met Sulli¬ 
van’s alert eye and a look of swift understanding and instantaneous 
liking passed between the two men who were so dissimilar. Then the 
former limped over to a small bent-legged table, and leaned against it. 
Parker also walked over to it and pdured himself a drink of ice water 
from a sweating pitcher standing on a japanned tray. 

“I thought perhaps you’d talk to Gaston Daigle,” he said, emptying 
his glass. “We’d like to clinch his vote on the speakership.” 

“I don’t know Daigle too well. And anyway, I’m not so sure I’d 
have all that influence with him.” 

•*We thought you might have, both of you being planters and both 
of you being frewn sugar parishes,” suggested Sullivan pleasantly. 
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"Well, supposing I had. How do you know Fd influence him the 
way you want? Seems to me you’ve taken my vote pretty much for 
granted.’* 

Gervais’ voice had the edginess which characterized it when he felt 
or fancied anyone had presumed upon his independence. Sullivan, 
with an amused glint in his eye, glanced first at Bouanchaud and then 
at Fabian over his cigar. Parker, rising from the squeaky bed, on 
which he had seated himself a second time, hooked his thumbs in his 
belt and drew in the flat stomacii of which he was so proud. 

‘‘Yes, Captain, I think I may t;ill you I did take it for grantee.. But 
not for political reasons,” he said, somewhat rhetorically. “Lister, son: 
you’re an L.S.U. man. You know one of the things Fve promi ed to 
do is build a real university, and by that I mean one that woi Id in¬ 
clude a first-class scientific agricultural school. That ought to apj cal to 
you both as a planter and as an L.S.U. alumnus. I’m a pr ctical 
farmer myself, and you know I want to write a new constituti* n for 
this state so that we won’t have :o use the patchwork of two co istitUr 
tions we’re trying to operate un(!er now.” • • 

Still holding his audience wit i his beady eyes, he bit off a »orner 
from the plug of tobacco which he took from his pocket, and rolled 
it deliberately around in his mouth before proceeding; he rather liked 
to parade this habit. “I want to institute a real system of highways for 
this state, too,” he continued. “I want to take this state out of the mud. 
I can’t do it unless those legislators who feel the same way I do about 
it uphold my hands. Unless you give me a Speaker who is my friend 
and who will appoint my friends to the important committee posts. 
That’s why I venture to take your vote for granted, Captain d’Alvcry.” 

“Well, of course, if you put it that way—” Gervais’ voice was no 
longer arrogant; it was not even reluctant. Without any of the tradi¬ 
tional artifices of a spellbinder, without even a struggle, Parker had 
succeeded in winning his point. “Naturally, I don’t want to be an 
administration rubber stamp,” Gervais added. “But I see what you 
mean. You may count on me to help in any way I can.” 

“Fine! I tell you, us ancestors of twins has got to stick together. 
There aren’t but a few of us.” 

“No, you’re right. There aren’t.” 

Parker rose again and again shook Gervais’ hand with great hearti¬ 
ness. “Another thing, we’re riding high, wide and handsome right 
now, with sugar at twenty-six cents. But I don’t need to tell you, for 
all that, that this new mosaic disease which is just beginning to creep 
in may constitute a terrible problem. We’ve got to get away from all 
one-crop systems.” 

Sullivan’s deep laugh suddenly boomed through the room. “That’s a 
great John Parker, isn’t he?” the big man chuckled. “He’ll be talking 
about his silos, next. But what the hell’s mosaic disease, will somebody 
tell me?” 

“It’s a disease of the leaf, which is the lung of a plant. When cane’s 
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afflicted with it, there’s the same terrible results as when a human being 
is afflicted with tuberculosis, and it leaves other deadly afflictions, just 
as tuberculosis does—root rot, or red rot, as some call it, for instance. 
The two almost always go together and root rot is just as disastrous 
as mosaic disease. I’ve heard there were some evidences that it was 
beginning to creep in along your part of the River Road already.” 

“There are some signs of it at Hathaway Hall right near us, though 
I’m glad to say we haven’t had any of it ourselves.” 

“Well, you can’t put a coffee importer in charge of a sugar plantation 
and expect too much, especially if he didn’t make a go of it in the 
coffee business. Thanks again for coming. Captain.” 

The leave-taking was genial, but as Gervais and his cousin went 
down the dingy hall to the antiquated elevator, Fabian murmured: 
“The oration of John Parker to the d’Alvery Philistines. That man 
couldn’t talk about the weather without getting a stump to do it.” 

“I’m no Philistine, whatever you are, and he wasn’t up on a stump. 
This isn’t the first time he’s talked to me about the future of L.S.U. He 
noid me about his plans for it when he spent the night at Belle Heloise 
during the campaign. It’s about time someone showed a little interest 
in it, too, though I wouldn’t expect a Princetonian like you to realize 
it, or care. The Law School’s the only department now that has any 
standing, and the Pentagon Buildings still look more like the cavalry 
post the Yankees used to stable their horses in than a place for students 
to live and-lcarn.” 

“My God, are you going to start making speeches, too? You’ll be 
kissing babies next, and I don’t mean Sybelle and Vail either.” 

“Oh, shut up! It doesn’t matter to a lawyer, I suppose, whether we 
get an experimental station here or not, but I can tell you it matters a 
lot to a planter. I’ll admit I’m sitting pretty right now, as Parker said, 
with sugar at twenty-six. But if this darn disease does get in generally, 
I’m going to be up against it.” 

“And you really think there are signs of it at Hathaway Hall?” 

“There isn’t a doubt of it. But again, it’s like Parker said: why in hell 
should anyone expect a moron who’s made a failure in coffee to be a 
success in sugar? Especially when he spends the entire winter basking 
on the Riviera instead of looking after his crops? ... Well, what do 
you say we go over to Izzy’s and snatch a small black?” 

“Very good idea.” 

They crossed Third Street to Izzy’s, where they found the Jovial 
proprietor ensconced, as usual, behind his cash register. He hurried 
forward to meet them, wreathed in smiles. 

“Why, good morning, Captain! Good morning, Mr. d’Alvery,” he 
said with great heartiness. “It’s a pleasant surprise, seeing you gentle¬ 
men so early in the day. I’d like to take this occasion to tell you I 
voted for you. Captain, and I think I may say I was responsible for 
several other votes that were cast for you, too.” 

“That’s fine, Izzy. I’m very much obliged to you and I’ll try to 
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sec that you’ll never regret it... . How’s about a couple of small 
blacks?” 

‘‘Right away, Captain, right away.” Izzy turned to signal one of the 
white<oated waiters, but that functionary was already drawing coffee 
from a highly nickeled urn into two tiny white cups. “Sure thert isn’t 
anything else you’d like?” Izzy inquired, as the two cousins Seated 
themselves at one of the alabastine-topped tables opposite the counter. 

“No, thanks. It isn’t long enough since breakfast. ... All set for 
the big crowd that’ll be battering down your doors when the 1 igisla- 
ture opens Monday, Izzy?” 

“Oh, that!” Izzy made a depiecatory gesture, as if the openiig of 
the legislature were almost too tr vial an incident to merit his attc ition. 
“Why that won’t be anything—n ostly people from right here in :own. 
The real headache’ll begin when tolks start coming in from Shre' epoit. 
Lake Charles and New Orleans, for the inauguration. But am 'I fixed 
for them? . . . Bring me a coup e of those new bill-of-fares, th': ones 
that have just been run off on th ^ ditto machine,” he called to a lother 
waiter. Then he handed one menu to Gervais and the other to I ibian, 
pointing with bursting pride to a small ornamentally boxed ann 'Uncc- 
ment at the top of each; 

inauguration special 

LOIN AND LAMB GET TOGETHER 

35 ^ 

“Oh, Izzy! Tampering with Holy Writ!” chuckled Fabian. “And 
you the son or grandson of a pious rabbi, no doubt!” 

“Well, sir,” replied the little restaurateur defensively, “Parker has 
brought all sides together, hasn’t he? But you couldn’t expect me to 
serve real lion, so I got the next best thing by just changing two letters. 
. . . And I expect the Lord’ll forgive me, seeing as how it’s a good 
cause.” 

“Don’t let him get your goat, Izzy.” Gervais’ voice did not indicate 
the same relish in the situation as his cousin’s and he changed the 
subject, without actual abruptness, but with understandable finality. 
“By the way, you haven’t happened to sec anything of Mr. Gaston 
Daigle around here, have you?” 

“No, Captain. I wouldn’t, not this early in the morning. But he 
seldom ever misses an evening, when he’s in town. Drop in here again 
about six o’clock and you’ll pretty near be sure to find him.” 

“I’ll do that. And if he gets here before I do, please tell him I’d 
be much obliged if he’d wait for me, unless he’s in a special harry.” 

“Certainly, Captain. Another small black? No? Well, don’t forget 
about that new specialty of mine. I want to get your opinion on it.” 
Izzy nodded and meandered back towards his cash register, stopping 
to speak to patrons at several other tables as he did so. Fabian looked 
after him with friendly amusement. 
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“Quite a character ” 

“Yes—and if there’s better coffee than this, I don’t know wherc> 
except of course, at Belle Heloise.” Gervais put down his drained cup 
slowly, still savoring its contents. *Tm glad Parker sent you out for 
me,’’ he said. “Otherwise, Lord knows when Fd have seen you. You’re 
quite a stranger these days.” 

“Didn’t you ever hear the old saying that the law’s a jealous mis¬ 
tress?” 

“Yes. Personally, I never put too much stock in it. But then Fm not 
an authority on mistresses,” Gervais answered, grinning. “If you’re 
all that busy, I suppose it wouldn’t do any good to suggest that you 
might spend the day at Belle Heloise when you take me back,” he 
added as they rose. “I think the road will be patched up well enough 
to last the day out, and Fd like to have you, if you could. It’s a long 
time since you’ve been to see us.” 

“Dying to show off your twins, I suppose?” Fabian inquired, sud¬ 
denly speaking in the same sardonic tone with which he had broken 
Jn, at the conference. Then, as if instantly sorry for his satire, he 
added quickly, “As a matter of fact, Fd like very much to come, and 
Saturday is always a slack day at the office. The only hitch is I’ve 
got guests coming to midday dinner myself.” 

“Who are they? Couldn’t you bring them along, too?” 

“They’d be tickled to death to be asked, but I don’t know how Tante 
Isabelle would take it. Fm afraid she’d consider them the sort who 
ought to eat, with gratitude, at the second table.” 

“Why should she, for God’s sake? You’re asking them to yours, 
aren’t you?” 

“Yes, but I have all sorts at mine. It’s one of the many advantages 
of being an orphan and a bachelor and an eccentric—^you can have 
anyone you like, any time. As a matter of fact, one of these men is a 
distant kinsman of ours—his second cousin, Cenas Tremblet, married 
your father’s sister, Sybelle. He’d be tickled to death to see the baby 
that’s named after her.” 

“Funny I never ran across him. But of course maman's parents 
never had much to do with any of us d’Alvery’s, except the one they 
captured for their daughter. God, but my father led a miserable life! 

. . . How did you happen to find Aunt Sybelle’s second cousin by 
marriage?” 

“I don’t suppose you’ve ever noticed two old men who spend most 
of their time sitting on a bench by the Veterans’ Monument, quarreling 
with each other, have you? This Pascal Tremblet’s one of them; the 
other one’s name is Preston Vicknair. . . . They’ve got a third crony, 
Max Stoetzner, but he lives over in Port Allen, and only crosses the 
River on great occasions. Tremblet and Vicknair both live with re¬ 
luctant relatives, so I’ve got into the habit of having them to my 
place once in a while, on Saturdays. They know they’re really wel¬ 
come there. We play fantan, and they enjoy putting Belizairc through 
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his tricks. Well, it just seems a generally satisfactory arrangement.” 

“rd be glad to have them at Belle Heloise and so would Merry. 
Cresside won’t care one way or the other, but she’ll be civil. If maman 
doesn’t want to meet them, she can always have dinner in her boudoir. 
That’s what she does when Merry’s mother or Miss Mittie comes out 
—^imaginary ill health certainly furnishes a hell of a lot of excuses for 
anything a woman doesn’t want to do! But, as a matter of fact, I 
shouldn’t be surprised if maman did come down today. Miss M ttie’s 
all tied up with this suffrage rac ket she and so many other w< men 
have gone crazy over, or you might find her there—Saturday and 
Sunday are her only free days, i )f course, on account of her s hool 
teaching, and Merry rather mal es a point of getting her to Belle 
Heloise at least twice a month. ()n the other hand, Charles Bo) ston 
is dining with us today, and he’s probably maman s greatest fa' orite 
among my friends, even if he is a Yankee.” 

“He’s a nice fellow. I gathered he was at Belle Heloise a good deal. 
Is he making any headway?” 

“With Cresside? Not a bit. She likes him, too, but it doesn’t ieen> 
to get him anywhere, • . . Whai do we do, pick up the twe old 
birds at the Monument?” 

“Yes, we’ll go there first and see how they react to our plan of 
taking them down to the Plantation. Of course, secretly they’ll be 
delighted, but they may want to put on a show of reluctance for 
effect. We can’t just kidnap them offhand. That wouldn’t set just 
right, even though it’s true, as I said, that old Pascal would give his 
eyeteeth to see little Sybelle! Then, if they agree, I think we’d better 
stop by at Somerulos Street for a minute, too. It’s only fair to tell 
Carmelite I won’t be home for dinner widi two guests, and incidentally, 
I’d like to get Belizaire. It wouldn’t seem just right to deprive Tremblet 
and Vicknair of the fun they’re looking forward to having with him.” 

“To say nothing of depriving his master of the fun he s looking 
forward to having! You’re a fool about that dog, Fabian.” 

“Well, after all, I haven’t got twins, you know.” 

“If you don’t mind, I wish you’d quit talking about the twins in 
that tone of voice. What’s the matter with twins?” 

“Nothing, I suppose, when they’re yours. But let’s drop the subject, 
as you suggest.” 

They rose, simultaneously, and drifted towards the door, their 
progress halted by the exchange of several hearty greetings and by their 
stop at the cash register. As they reached the threshold, Fabian hailed 
another friend, a young man who walked with even more dijficulty 
than he did himself, but was proceeding with apparent buoyancy 
down Third Street, accompanied by a pretty girl carrying a market 
basket. 

“Hello, Happy!” he called out. “What’s your hurry? Can’t you 
stop long enough to say hello to a fellow cripple? Hello, Rett!” 

*The young couple stopped and laughingly shook hands. Happy’s 
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compensation had been late, they said, and they had been living on 
bread and cheese and kisses for several days; but now the Govern¬ 
ment check had come in, and they were off to buy out Third Street. 
Their blithe and carefree attitude was infectious; almost everyone 
who passed by smiled back at them. 

“Well, the next time that check’s late, if you don’t come over to 
Somerulos Street and let Carmelite and me feed you, we’ll both 
consider it a personal insult,” Fabian warned them. “So long, and 
good hunting!” Then, as his friends took their merry departure, he 
said to Gervais, “Do you mean to say you hadn’t met the Seviers 
before?” 

“No, I don’t think so. But they’re all right. Tell me about them.” 

“There isn’t so much to tell. Happy was in the war, wounded three 
times. That’s why he walks crooked—not because he was born 
crippled.” Fabian paused for a moment, looking after Happy, whose 
arm was now linked in his young wife’s, and whose very hobble was 
jaunty. “You can see he’s still pretty badly bunged up,” Fabian went 
on. “But I think he’s coming out of it all right. He and Rett were 
sweethearts from the time they were kids. They were married before 
he went to France, and she stayed with her folks while he was gone; 
now they’re living in a pocket-size apartment around the corner 
from me, while he finishes his interrupted law course. They haven’t a 
blessed thing to come and go on, but they’re having the time of their 
lives.” Again he paused, trying to follow the Seviers with his eyes. 
But they had apparently turned in at some shop, for they were no 
longer to be seen. “Well, shall we go on and pick up our old men?” 
he asked, changing the subject abruptly. 

“Yes, let’s do.” 

The cousins found the two old veterans eagerly watching for 
Fabian’s approach, and as he had predicted, there was a slight demur 
from them on the subject of going to Belle Heloise. But their ob¬ 
jections, though garrulous, were feeble and easily overruled, and 
Carmelite made none at all. She was a handsome mulattress, possessed 
of private plans, to which the dinner at any case had been a distinct 
encumbrance; she was delighted to see it abandoned. The prospect 
of an outing was also delightful to Belizaire. Having first been in¬ 
formed by Fabian that he could not go with his master, he drooped 
pathetically. Then, at the reassuring words, “All right, if you really 
want to, you may come along!” he barked and bounded about with 
joy, shooting through the front door and catapulting himsdf into the 
car. Fabian watched him with an affectionate amusement which he 
made no effort to conceal, as he hoisted himself awkwardly into the 
front seat and drew the excited animal down between himself and 
Gervais, who took the wheel for his cousin, as Fabian always found it 
difficult to drive. Pascal and Preston, to whom a ride in an automobile 
was in itself a great event, sat very erect on the back scat, endeavoring 
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to mask, with assumed nonchalance, their pleasure in the expedition, 
which was actually quite as great as Belizaire’s. Until they approached 
Hathaway Hall, they were fairly successful. But at the sight of the 
vast fafadc, rising so majestically before them, Preston's enthusiasm 
got the better of his assumed indifference. 

“Say what you will, that’s the handsomest place on the River Road,” 
he remarked in an awed voice, gazing at it intently. Pascal dug him 
indignantly in the ribs. 

“You’d better mind your manners, my friend," he muttered n a 
stage whisper. “Seemingly, you do not recollect, no, that we ar on 
our way to a finer one this mini te, one we’re invited to, us, w lich 
is more than we ever was to that one. I never saw anythin;,* so 
handsome about it anyway, me. Looks more like a picture , a a 
magazine than a real home. The folks that own it don’t live : a it 
enough, and that, my friend, is bound to show up, in any hou^e. I 
hear they were in France most of the winter.’’ 

“Are ^ey back now?” inquired Preston, feeling properly rebutted, 
but still unable to suppress his exc ted interest in Hathaway Hall. * 

“Yes, they’re back now, but only just, and the rumor is they’re 
going to Hot Springs for most of t he summer.” 

“Miss Regine’s been married ahnost a year, hasn’t she? Any pros¬ 
pects in that family?” 

“Absolutely not that I have heard of, me. I tell you very frankly, 
all I did hear was, the crops are not doing so good, no. Mosaic disease.” 

“Mosaic disease?” 

“Yes. You assuredly do not mean to tell me, Pres Vicknair, you 
have never heard of that?” 

Less lyrically but quite as accurately as John Parker had described 
it to his hearers earlier that morning, Pascal Tremblet embarked 
upon an exposition for the benefit of his old crony. He was still 
deep in his subject when he realized that Captain d’Alvery was stop¬ 
ping the car in order to speak to someone on the road. Peering out, 
Pascal saw that they had overtaken a somewhat grotesque but im¬ 
mensely jolly man, obviously a peddler, who was pushing a cart 
hung with all sorts of small gaudy wares, in the midst of which was 
sitting a rather dirty but very beautiful little boy, who had enormous 
eyes and clustering black curls and who was sucking a long stick of 
peppermint candy. 

“Hello, Luigi,” Captain d’Alvery was saying genially. “So you’ve 
graduated from a basket to a cart, have you? I suppose that fancy 
grocery store must be almost around the corner. Just the same, I hope 
you haven’t given up the Johnny Crooks! And no doubt this is the 
famous bambino I’ve heard so much about. I’m glad to see him at 
last.” 

“Howdado, Capitanol Howdadp, Mr. d’Alvcryl Howdado, gentle¬ 
men!” Luigi responded, saluting the entire group with great hearti¬ 
ness. “Yes, sir, I gotta me a cart now. I have the Johnny Crooks same 
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as always, taffy and sauerkraut candy and stage planks, too. But I 
no carry justa candy no more. I gotta kitchenware—^fancy dress goods 
—^juleryl” In rapid succession he seized various samples of his wares, 
finally dangling a string of red glass beads before Gcrvais’ eyes. “You 
taka those for a present to the Missus, please, Capitano/* he said. “You 
buya some beads for your sister, too, next time I come to the mansion 
to make up. I gonna go to the quarters today at Belle Heloise but 
maybe I don’ta come to the Big House, you get so much company 
already. . . . Si, si, this is my Riccardo. Only he’s no bambino no 
more. He’s a bigga boy. Ain’t you, Riccardo?” 

The beautiful child removed the stick of candy from his grimy 
little mouth, smiled beatifically, and answered his father with the 
respect that bespoke excellent home discipline. 

“Yes, Papa,” he said. “I’m bigga boy now. I’m three and a half.” 

“That’sa right,” Luigi said encouragingly. “Ahd when you maka 
four years, what you gonna do then, Riccardo?” 

“I’m not gonna ride in the cart. I’m gonna help push it.” 

• “Good for you, Riccardo. In the meantime. I’m sorry I can’t give 
you and your papa both a lift, especially (the mud’s so bad. But my 
car seems to be pretty full already.” 

“It is, it is, Capitanol" agreed Luigi. “And we don’t wanna any 
lift, Riccardo and me. I always walk arid pretty soon he’s gonna walk, 
too, with me. We donna mind the mud. But sure we sava money for 
the fancy grocery store all the time, Capitano!' 

“I’m glad to hear it. Mind you don’t ever let it run low on sugar. 
Well, so long, Luigi. So long, Riccardo. Come to the Big House soon, 
even if you don’t get there today, won’t you?” 

An exchange of farewells was characterized by much good will 
on all sides, and then the motor car started again, leaving the peddler 
and his child and his cart behind. The “singing towers” of Belle 
Heloise were already in sight, and the automobile had turned into 
the blind driveway before either of the old men was aware of it. 
Even the rattle of the cattle-gap might have passed unnoticed, if 
Gervais had not turned and spoken to them as the motor clattered 
over it. 

“That ratde gives the signal of my approach, gentlemen. In a sec¬ 
ond you’ll hear our two old dogs. Snow and Cornet, and they’ll be 
jumping all over the car, too. But don’t let that bother you—^they’re 
both perfectly harmless, and after a minute they’ll be trying to pick 
a fight with Belizaire anyway, ahd forget all about you. My wife 
generally comes out to meet me, too, so in just about a minute you’ll 
be in the bosom of the family.” 

The predicted barking began before he had finished speaking and 
the next instant the screen of the front door swung open, and a young 
and very lovely woman appeared between the fluted columns that 
flanked it, hastened down the brick demilune and across the gallery. 
In the comparatively brief period since she had come, so precipitately, 
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to Belle Hcloisc, Merry had changed, in some respects, very markedly. 
She now wore beautiful and becoming clothes as a matter of course, 
and her manner, always warm and friendly, had gained immeasurably 
in poise and graciousness. Her greeting to her husband was unself¬ 
conscious, but it was a salutation of welcome rather than an invitation 
to a prolonged embrace. She freed herself almost immediately to 
receive her guests with unaffected cordiality. 

“Why, Fabian, I can’t tell you how glad I am to see you! It se^ms 
like months since you’ve been here. ... So this is another kinsma i, is 
it? I’m glad to meet you, Cousin l*ascal. Fabian’s often spoken to me 
about you. And this is your frier d, Mr. Vicknair? No, Belizaii J, I 
didn’t forget you. I was only speak mg to your betters first. Won’t /ou 
all come out on the rear galleryr That’s where we seem to be as¬ 
sembled.” 

Still chatting pleasantly, she led the way to the front door ind 
through the big hall that bisected :he house, with great square ro« ms 
opening from it on either side. Es entially, the place was unchanj ed: 
the same draperies and furniture, the same portraits and ornamc its; 
which had been there for so many %ears were still disposed as Madj me 
d’Alvery and, before her, a long succession of Estrade ladies had al¬ 
ways kept them. But there were more flower-filled vases scattered 
about, more doors and windows opened to admit air and sunskme. 
The slight mustiness that had formerly pervaded it was gone and 
freshness flowed through it; and while it still retained its air of elegance, 
its formality seemed inexplicably tempered. Pascal and Preston, tread¬ 
ing cautiously over the soft carpet, cast awed and surreptitious glances 
into the parlor, the library, the dining room and the music room as 
they passed, hoping against hope that they would have a better look at 
these glories. Merry, as if reading their thoughts, paused reassuringly. 

“We’ll come back into the house by and by,” she said. “But, of 
course, I can’t wait to show off my family first. You don’t mind, do 
you?” 

Somewhat mendaciously, they assured her they did not, and she 
went on, next swinging open the door to the rear gallery. The old 
veterans, admitted to Belle Heloise for the first time, had no standards 
of comparison; but Fabian was quick to notice that here, at least, a 
tremendous change had taken place. Philogene d’Alvery, to be sure, 
had spent a good deal of time in the rear gallery, lounging about and 
sipping brandy; but nothing had ever been done to make the place 
attractive or appealing to him. At one end, it had served as a repository 
for brooms, mops and brushes, thrust out from the kitchen door; at 
the other, for hoes, rakes, and similar implements, which the unin¬ 
spired successors of Angus Holt still seemed to feel should be near 
the Garden Room; in between, there had been a haphazard and 
heterogeneous collection of wickei; chairs and tables and of broken 
iron flower stands, relegated to oblivion from more conspicuous 
places. The spacious width, paved with mellow brick, flanked on one 
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side by the house itself and framed, on the other, by the noble columns 
supporting the upper gallery, had never before been utilized for living 
quarters. Yet it was ideally suited for this purpose, shielded as it was 
n'om the intensity of the sun, but full of the essence of sunlight, and 
facing the sweep of lawn which merged gradually into the blossom¬ 
ing woods beyond. Now, at last, the delightful possibilities of this 
gallery, which actually seemed more like a patio, had been recognized 
and turned to account. Ferns and other plants were scattered about, 
some hanging, some rising from long boxes, and still others clustering 
in graceful jars. At one end a refectory table with benches on cither 
side, painted green to match the shutters which enlivened the white 
walls, suggested that it was frequently used as an alfresco dining 
room; while at the other end, some spruce rattan furniture, cushioned 
in bright chintz, indicated its unmistakable habitability as a living 
room. Dominating the rest of its equipment was an enormous double 
cradle in which two bouncing babies were sitting, propped up with 
pillows, and delightedly, if aimlessly, waving pink and blue rattles. 
A buxom colored woman, picturesquely dressed, who rose respect¬ 
fully at the approach of the visitors, had been sitting watchfully beside 
this cradle; while bending over it, less quick to look up, was a dark 
graceful girl, whose face, even though half hidden, revealed a piquant, 
almost elfin quality of charm, while ^her extreme slenderness gave an 
obtrusive effect of fragility. Fabian went over and put his arm around 
her shoulder, Belizaire following closely behind him. 

“Hello, Cresside!” he said. His flexible voice, which so quickly be¬ 
trayed the varying moods his somber face might have masked, took 
on a new tone when he spoke. It was genial, and at the same time it 
was curiously gentle. “I brought another worshiper to the shrine. 
A cousin of Mr. Tremblct’s here married our Aunt Sybelle. He 
wants to see the young lady that’s named for her,” 

“He’ll see a mighty fine baby then. ... But where have you been 
all this time, you old wretch?” The latter remark, obviously addressed 
to Fabian, was made as Cressidc straightened up, and when she had 
done so, the excessive thinness of her pretty, pointed little face became 
more noticeable. Her heavily fringed eyes, large out of all proportion 
to the rest of her features, still further accentuated this emaciation. 
Bjut her elfin smile was extremely attractive, and she held out her hand 
with great cordiality. 

“How are you, Mr. Tremblct?” she said. “Take a good look at a 
Carnival Queen of 1938. . . . And incidentally at her brother. He’s 
nice, too,” she added, stooping again to divert a rattle which seemed 
headed straight for the girl twin’s eye. “Oh, I’m sorry! I didn’t see 
you had a friend with you, Mr. Vicknair? I used to run around a lot 
with a boy named Erlo Vicknair. Could it possibly have been a rela¬ 
tive of yours? Your grandson? You live with him? Well, that is a 
coincidence, isn’t it. Give him my best, won’t you? Here, let me get 
out of the way, so that you can sec the twins, too.” 
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The two old men bent delightedly over the double cradle. The twins, 
after staring for a moment doubtfully at the strangers, smiled bc- 
guilingly and resumed their gurgling and kicking. Merry had turned 
back to speak to Gervais, but Cresside and Fabian stood behin4 the 
veterans, looking down at the cradle, too. The Negro nurse, her 
capable, kindly hands folded quietly over her white apron, continued 
to watch from a respectful distance. 

“I tell you frankly, I never saw a prettier pair of babies, me,” P iscal 
announced at length. ‘1 think you must be a true prophet, Miss 
Cresside. Most assuredly little Syb *lle will be a Carnival Queen v hen 
she grows up. And you may say, my friends, it is all imagina ion, 
but I think, me, she favors hei great aunt, the young lady that 
married my cousin. But she dots not resemble her brother, ro. I 
thought twins always looked alirx, but she is fair, yes, and I t is 
dark.” 

“You don’t mean to tell me, i^ascal, you ain’t never heard :hat 
there’s identical twins and non-ic mtical twins?” Preston deman led, 
bridling indignantly. “These her are non-identical twins. The: i5 
always the case when one twin is boy and the other a girl.” 

“How clever of you, Mr. Vickr.air, to know all about that and to 
notice it right away!” Merry had come up now, her arm linked in 
Gervais’, who was holding her hand. But again she freed hej^self 
easily, and picking up little Sybelle, tossed her high in the air, while 
the baby crowed with glee. “They’re identical when it comes to 
being hungry, though,” Merry added. “And it’s almost their dinner 
time now. I think I’d better take them away before they start howling 
and spoil the good impression they’ve made. They can begin to 
scream right in the middle of a gurgle, if they think they’re not getting 
their rights. Especially Vail. Sybelle is quite ladylike even when she 
cries—if she can keep on that way, it’ll be a great asset to her later! 
But Vail bellows. . . . Take him please, Dinah,” she added, turning to 
the nurse, who immediately gathered the little boy into her com¬ 
fortable arms. “And excuse us, the rest of you, will you, please, for a 
little while? We won’t be gone long. You’ll find out what our guests 
would like to drink, won’t you, Gervais? And I think we’ll have dinner 
out here, unless anyone would rather go into the dining room!” 

“I’d much rather have it here,” Fabian said heartily. “This patio is 
swell. Merry. I hadn’t seen it since you’d fixed it up.” 

“That’s your own fault, isn’t it? I’ve been puttering in it all the 
spring. I do that instead of sleeping, this time!” 

She laughed, and Fabian Joined in Gervais’ laughing response as 
Merry left them, quiet, assured, radiant, her baby girl in her arms. 
The veterans, puzzled but polite, endeavored to laugh too. Cresside 
went over to Dinah, and taking the responsive Vail from her, smoothed 
down his little dress, which had been hunched up around him when 
he was lifted from the cradle. Then she handed him back again, and 
the Negro nurse, with a dignity comparable to that of her mistress, 
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followed after Merry, carrying the little boy. Cresside sat down in 
one of the bright wicker chairs, and, lighting a cigarette, looked 
fixedly out towards the garden, her black eyes bigger than ever in 
her white face. 

“I suppose it is my fault. I’ll try not to let it happen again. ‘Time 
is too slow for those w^ho wait,* you know,*’ Fabian said, answering 
Merry by speaking to Cresside. “By the way, where’s Tantc Isabelle?’* 

“I believe she’s having dinner in her boudoir today. The heat, you 
know.** 

There was nothing prostrating about the pleasant warmth of May, 
and again the veterans found it hard to conceal their polite puzzle¬ 
ment. Fabian, however, nodded understandingly. 

“And what about Boylston? I thought Gervais said he was coming 
today, too.” 

“Oh, he’s here all right. He arrived before we were through break¬ 
fast.” 

“Cresside, he didn’t do anything of the sort. He wasn’t here when 
I went to town with Fabian.” 

“Well, it seems to me as if he’d been here forever. I can stand that 
Boston accent just so long and then it gets me down. Anyway, after 
listening to an exhilarating conversation for at least two hours, I 
suggested that he should go and see maman. That’s where he is now. 
For all I know he may be reading St. Augustine’s Sermons aloud.” 

“A good Unitarian from Boston? Now, now Crcssidel” rallied 
Fabian. 

“Being an invalid for such a long time didn’t cure Cresside of a 
habit of mockery, Fabian,” Gervais said, rather shortly. “I’ll let Boylston 
know we’re here, and I’m sure he’ll be right down. If this is one of 
mamans bad days, she ought not to tire herself by talking too long 
anyway. What will you gentlemen have, a julep or a highball?” 

Pascal and Preston eyed each other doubtfully. Cresside answered 
for them. 

“I’m going to make you each one of my special juleps,” she said. 
“You tell me truly afterwards if you don’t think it’s the best you ever 
tasted. Then while you’re sipping it, why don’t we play a game or 
something? There are five of us—^six if the honorable Charles can 
tear himself away from maman. We can play poker. That is, unless 
there’s something you’d rather do.” 

Again the two old men exchanged glances. Both were still some¬ 
what bound by timidity, but Cresside’s breezy friendliness was be¬ 
ginning to take effect, especially on Preston. He was the first to 
summon courage to speak, unexpectedly finding, once he had begun, 
that it was easy to go on. 

“We wouldn’t like to make all that work for you, Miss Cresside, 
when you’ve been sick so long,” he said apologetically. “Anyone can 
see you’re still puny. We’d enjoy the juleps, of course, but a highball 
would do just as well, and it wouldn’t be half as much trouble. We’d 
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enjoy a game of poker, too. We play fantan at Fabian’s house; it’s been 
some time though since we’ve been out in company where there was 
enough for poker. But maybe you’d like to rest in the bed a while 
before dinner, and maybe there’s something your brother and Mr. 
Boylston would rather do, too. Me and Pascal, we could walk out 
and see where those Yanks are buried, them that died of smallpox 
during the War Between the States. I’ve always had a hankering to 
sec that graveyard-” 

“Then you’d better let Miss Cresside show it to you, and I wa it to 
come along and see it, too,” Fab an broke in. “But not until lat ‘.r in 
the day, when it gets cooler. Let’s have that game of poker now, with 
the juleps, as she suggests. . . . Didn’t I hear something about your 
fixing up that little old cemete y, Cresside?” he asked, turnii g to 
her. “Getting a rustic bridge bui!t over the gully that used to b im¬ 
passable in wet weather? And t len having the stones, that we e all 
broken and battered, straightene I and mended? And so on?” 

“I don’t know what you’ve he rd. I haven’t any special aflinit ^ for . 
graveyards,” Cresside said diffide itly. “I only started to do some hing 
on the one between here and Ha haway Hall because Gervais w nted 
it cleaned up and none of the Negroes would go near it. As f ir as 
that is concerned, Gervais wouldn’t either. He’s afraid of snakes. I’m 
not. Then after I cleaned out the nest in the Hathaway’s lot, so that 
ours would be free of them, I started in to see what I could do for the 
Yanks. I’ve always felt sort of sorry for them—outliers like that. No 
relatives ever coming with flowers, or fellow veteians with bands, or 
ladies’ patriotic societies putting up markers. So I worked down there 
while Merry was fixing up the patio, and by and by we met in Angus 
Holt’s garden. Maybe that was symbolic or something. I don’t know. 
But I’d be very glad to take Mr. Tremblet and Mr. Vicknair down 
there later on if they’d really like to go.” 

“And can’t I come?” 

Cresside rose again from her wicker chair, pulling down her belt 
with the same show of gaiety with which she had adjusted the baby’s 
dress, and once more FaHan was shocked by the revelation of abnormal 
slenderness. “Oh, you can tag along,” she said carelessly. “That is, if 
you’re really intrigued about my handiwork, and not just putting on an 
act, the way that damn Bostonian is most of the time. Set up a 
table and get out the cards and chips while I make the juleps, will 
you, Fabian? Gervais’ll have to go upstairs and take another look 
at the young mother and her offspring before he’ll be good for any¬ 
thing else.” 
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CHAPTER IX 


The patio was so peaceful and pleasant that the afternoon was over 
before anyone could believe that its mellow hours had slipped away. 
The superlative juleps, presented in great silver goblets and encrusted 
with frost, had taken a long time to consume; then dinner, served 
informally but lavishly at the refectory table, had been a leisurely 
meal, beginning with fish aspic followed by fried chicken and “fixinV* 
and ending with peach ice cream and angel-food cake. There was 
coffee afterwards, and brandy with the coffee, the coffeepot and 
brandy bottle remaining within convenient reach of everyone. Preston 
and Pascal were both intermittently nodding a little and then rousing 
themselves in a startled way, when Gervais remarked casually that he 
always took a snooze after dinner and that perhaps they would like 
tg do the same; if they would, the Garden Room, where a day bed 
supplemented the four-poster, was entirely at their disposal. They 
gratefully accepted his suggestion, and after he had shown them their 
quarters, by the simple process of opening the door which led directly 
into these from the patio, he took hi^ leave of the other guests with 
equal informality, while mounting the adjacent outdoor stairway. 
Without either apology or explanation. Merry accompanied him; she 
obviously took it for granted that everyone would expect her to share 
her husband’s siesta. Cresside, left behind with Fabian and Charles 
Boylston, looked from one to the other with her elfin smile. 

“There are three or four more vacant beds in the house,” she re¬ 
marked. “Not to mention any number of stiff sofas. If either or both 
of you would like to lie down, too, it can very easily be managed.” 

Both men laughingly declined the invitation. Boylston had never 
succeeded in forming the siesta habit, he said; he did not get up as 
early as most of his neighbors, but once he was up, it was for the day. 
Fabian had been born with the habit, he drawled; but the war, which 
had evidently not been carried on with a view of making things easy 
for civilians, had interfered with it; since he never could brook 
interference, he had decided to give up the habit. But what about 
Cresside herself? She looked to £dm as if she could do with a little 
sleep. 

“I can—very little;,” she retorted. “Don’t make such unflattering 
remarks, Fabian—^no girl likes to hear them, even from a mere cousin. 
• . . It’s too bad there wasn’t one more person in this gathering, 
besides us, who could keep awake. If there only had been, we might 
have a nice game of bridge.” 

“What about the Tremaines? Wouldn’t they join us? I could run 
over and find out, if you like. It wouldn’t take me ten minutes.” 

“Thanks, Charles. But you may be sure they’re both asleep nov/, too. 

330 



And anyway, if they came, we’d have one too many, which is just 
as bad as having one too few. Why don’t you two go ahead and play 
chess while I do some baby sewing? We’re never caught up with that 
nowadays.” 

They settled down companionably with ash trays on either side of 
Cresside’s work basket and a tall pitcher of iced tea within easy reach. 
Cresside sewed with surprising deftness and daintiness; but the chess 
game suffered somewhat, because, as they played, Boylston wstched 
Cresside and Fabian watched Bo/lston. He had liked the little h had 
seen of the Bostonian, but he h id never before had the occasi in or 
taken the trouble to observe him closely. Now he found it inter sting 
to scrutinize the outsider’s appe ranee and to speculate on his char¬ 
acter. Boylston’s eyes were gray, very clear and cool, his thin st aight 
hair the somewhat lifeless shade of brown into which a child’s iretty 
flaxen locks so often darken wit’.i maturity. He was lean rather than 
slender, and he carried himseli with poise rather than grace His 
color was healthy, though it lad ed ruddiness, and his skin ind :ated. 
almost fastidious cleanliness; his hands were shapely and dext rows. 
He wore tweeds better than any other planter along the River ] .oad; 
but he was less distinguished ](oking in linens; apparently ht had 
never become wholly reconciled to the Louisiana custom of wearing 
these from May to October, In conversation he was agreeabli, in¬ 
telligent and cultured; he could hold his own in any group, even if 
he could not dominate it. He was never profane himself, but profanity 
did not seem to offend him; he had picked up no colloquialisms during 
his southern sojourn, and his Boston accent was still wholly un¬ 
softened. Visitors to his house were greatly impressed by the number 
and quality of his framed diplomas, and his study also contained some 
very fine family portraits, and a large collection of valuable books; 
but he himself seldom referred to his education or his background, 
and then only in the most casual way. No one knew why he had 
come to Louisiana in the first place, or what had caused him to stay. 
But he fitted surprisingly well into the local picture; furthermore, he 
was a man of wealth, an accomplished host and a delightful guest. 

Fabian, finishing his appraisal, found it easy to understand that 
Tante Isabelle would approve of and enjoy Charles Boylston above 
any of Gervais’ other friends “even if he was a Yankee.” He was the 
ideal suitor for the daughter of the house, from a conservative and an 
aristocratic mother’s point of view—wellborn, well reared, well edu¬ 
cated, rich, personable and high-principled. If Cresside married a man 
like this, and continued to live close by, where her position and her 
prestige would be continually before the eyes of the Capital and the 
River families, it would more than compensate for Gervais’ m&alliance. 
For Gervais’ marriage would always remain a mesalliance in his 
mother’s eyes, despite her reluctant liking for her daughter-in-law 
and Merry’s own phenomenal adaptability and forebearance. Fabian 
had no delusions on that score; h« was not deceived by the surface 
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harmony which reigned at Belle Hcloise. Isabelle d’Alvery would 
'never be satisfied until the pomp and circumstance of the Estrades 
had been restored, and she was counting on Cresside to do this. 

Counting vainly, Fabian reflected, shifting his observant glance from 
Charles to Cresside as he hesitated over a knight s gambit. The Bos¬ 
tonian meant no more to her than he did; he felt sure of that. Cresside, 
herself so vital, would demand some essential element of vigor which 
Boylston lacked. That is, if ever again she demanded, or accepted, any¬ 
thing from a man. There were women, Fabian knew, who could not 
care, as Cresside had once cared for Sylvestre, more than once in a 
lifetime; and this was all the more likely to be true after a tardy and 
tragic discovery that the bounty they offered with such prodigality and 
pride had been taken carelessly or deceitfully, /'m rather sorry for 
Boylston, he thought, abandoning the gambit, and advancing his 
queen. But if he weren't such a thoroughgoing polecat Vd be sorrier 
still for Sylvestre. Not because of what he s done to Cresside, though 
that's setimmy enough. Lord \nows. I cant even loo\ at the girl 
without having something turn over inside me at the sight of h<r 
eyes. But because of what hes done to himself. He got a glimmer of 
it on his wedding day, when he stood looking at her after she was 
hurt; he'd have given whatever his substitute is for a soul if he could 
have married her then, instead of Regitie. But he didn't really \now 
what frustration can do to a man, through the years, once he's sold 
his birthright for a mess of red pottage. Some day he'll find out, and 
then God help himl No, damn him, I hope God doesn't helfr him, 
or .man either. I hope he gets everything that's coming to him. But 
I wish Boylston had something coming to him too, something good, 
because he really is the right ]{ind of people. And I wish Cresside. . . . 

The door of the Garden Room opened, and Preston and Pascal came 
out, looking refreshed and expectant. Cresside laid down the scraps 
of fine linen and narrow lace which she was whipping together. 

“What about some claret lemonade before we start to the cemetery?” 
she inquired. “I think you’d find it very refreshing. Nonsense, of course 
it isn’t any trouble to make—in fact, I have it half made already. I’ll 
get Selah to bring it right out. ... Do you want to see your fellow 
Yankees’ graves, Charles, or are you going to sit here until the rest 
of us get back? I think Merry’ll be down again any minute now. 
Gervais generally goes out to see how the hoe gang’s coming along, 
as soon as he gets up—Sance is a good overseer, but Gervais doesn’t 
think he keeps the hands’ work 'quite up to the good old Army 
standards, and we’re having a lot of trouble with Johnson grass; so 
Gervais is out in the field most of the time, too. But Merry comes 
back to the patio to do a little light gardening before supper. Perhaps 
you’d like to help her.” 

“I would, some time. But today I’d like immensely to go with the 
rest of you to the cemetery, if you don’t mind.” 

“Oh, I don’t mindl I suppose it isn’t just the thing to say ‘The more 
132 



the merrier’ when you’re going to a graveyard. But please consider 
that IVe expressed the proper equivalent.” 

The expedition proved a complete success from everyone’s point of 
view. Cresside first led the way through the wicket gate beyond Angus 
Holt’s garden into a narrow allee, bordered on one side by mulberry 
trees and on the other by elderberries. She stopped for a moment, 
looking up at the delicate flat clusters of small white flowers v hich 
were just beginning to fall. 

“We make wine out of those elderberries,” she said. “I reckon ive’ll 
be making more than ever now. e don’t make mulberry wine be< ause 
there aren’t any mulberries. Acc. -rding to Creassy, those are al ‘he’ 
mulberry trees. So, of course, tht y aren’t any more good than »ther 
males without normal co-operatio i.” 

The corners of Fabian’s mout .. twitched, and Preston and I iscal 
both chuckled. Charles Boylston miled, politely but a trifle fore ;dly, 
and Cresside, making a slight m me at Fabian, went on toward the 
cemetery without further frivol* us remarks. Beyond the diet the 
rustic bridge, to which Fabian ha« i referred earlier in the day, spa ined 
a little gully, on the other side of which the ground widened to orm 
a spacious grove, permeated with the sweet scent of new mown j rass. 
The greensward was studded with beautiful trees, pecans for the 
most part, though there were a few cypresses and flowering thorns 
among them; their trunks were wreathed with vines, their branches 
draped with moss. Above the dense growth of thickets, the levee was 
plainly visible. But the River Road itself was concealed by the 
shrubbery, so that the line of verdure remained everywhere unbroken, 
and seemed to reach upward towards the sky. The veterans gazed about 
them in amazement and awe. 

“I never saw a more beautiful grove, me,” Pascal said. “You 
wouldn’t think there was all this space, either, between the road and 
the cane fields, would you, now? Is it much further to the cemetery?” 

“But Mr. Tremblet, this is the cemetery! Any number of Yankee 
dead are buried here—dozens of them died in that smallpox epidemic, 
and some were killed in battle besides. We don’t know w^hether most 
of the graves were never marked, or whether the markers disappeared 
—Creassy says only the officers’ graves had tombstones, and that the 
cypresses were planted to mark the others because it was hard to get 
marble; but that’s just Negro hearsay—no one in the family seems to 
have been interested enough to learn the truth about it. Anyway, 
there are only four stones here now, and they have no inscriptions on 
them—they’re plain gray marble, very small and simple. But someone 
must have tried to beautify their surroundings once—there’s a big 
bush of bridal wreath beside one of them, and trifoliata beside the 
others. Come, I’ll show them to you. They’re all on the other side of 
the grove, not far apart from each other.” 

Walking silently and slowly, the men followed her. They saw the 
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sheltering trees before they saw the stones, the bridal wreath already 
past its snowy bloom, the lemon trees already laden with hard green 
fruit and wreathed with scarlet trumpet vines. While the others stood 
watching him, Fabian bent over, trying to discover some mark or 
symbol which would betray the identity of the men whose humble 

headstones were so pitifully blank. But his search was futile. Pic 
straightened up, breaking oif a branch of the strange tree which 
had fruit and thorns on the same bough. 

‘‘There ought to be a record of these men somewhere,” he said. “The 
War Department must have been functioning when they were, here, 
at least after a fashion, and I shouldn’t be at all surprised if Madame 
Lucien Estrade managed to keep some kind of a plantation diary, dur¬ 
ing her husband’s absence in the war. It would have been entirely in 
character.,.. You’ve never come across anything of the sort, Cresside.^” 

“No, never.” 

“Well, I’m going to see what I can dig up. It might be interesting. 
Meanwhile, let’s pretend we know who these men were. . . . Ummm! 
Over here would be Colonel Mclvor—second generation Scotsman— 
never let a Sunday newspaper come into the house—^if they had Sun¬ 
day newspapers in those days, always prayed his men into battle, 
but couldn’t pray himself out of the smallpox, poor old devout devil. 
He’d have hung Jeff Davis to a sour apple tree fast enough, if he’d 
had his way. And his wife had one black silk dress and no children 
— 3L dress that would stand alone. Hail and farewell. Colonel. . . . 
Next to him would be young Lieutenant Jem—short for Jeremiah— 
Hawkins, the best dancer in Cincinnati, pride of the Burnet House 
cotillions, if they had cotillions. A gay young rake of a bachelor, was 
Jem, but paying court to the daughter of the bank where he clerked. 
And he sang tenor around the campfires—^jiist befo-o-o-re the battle, 
mother. Next to him—^well, let’s see, that’d be a New Englander, the 
kind you used to read about selling wooden nutmegs. Had a captaincy 
in the state militia, and kept a country store in South Scituate, Mass. 
Wife’s name was Hepzibah, of course, and they had nine children, all 
conceived without taint of sin, regardless of how much sand the old 
boy used to put into the sugar. Lord, how he hated to give up the 
store and go off to the wars—with all those government contracts he 
might have got hold of; but it wouldn’t have looked right, giving 
up his militia commission that way. Wonder if Hepzibah married 
again. Bet she did. Imagine her introducing his nine stepchildren to 
the new mister. . . . And finally, over here, is the one real fanatic, 
a sort of junior John Brown, a black abcUtionist who took the sword 
in one hand and a copy of Uncle Tom's Cabin in the other and went 
out to set the black man free. Calvin Cromwell Stafford was his name 
—^and it’s a good thing he didn’t survive, for he’d have been the 
loudest carpetbagger in Dixie if he had, holding down a job as col¬ 
lector of customs at Savannah and burning a candk in front of a pic¬ 
ture of Thad Stevens, till he got himself elected to the Senate where 
134 



he’d have voted for the impeachment of Andy Johnson. Well— here 
they arc. De mortuis nil nisi bonum. They tvcrc men of courage and 
they died far from home. May their rest be ever peaceful. . . 

None of the others had stirred while Fabian was speaking. Now, 
for a moment no one spoke. Cresside stood looking at him intently, 

her enormous eyes fixed on his face, her ]ips quivering- slightly. At 
last Pascal broke the spell which had been wroug^ht partly bv the 
place itself and partly by Fabian’s fantasy. 

“I could sit here listening to yc u all night, me. But I think, miybe, 
if it’s convenient for you, Mr. Fibian, we ought to be getting back 
to town. My granddaughter, she (‘oesn’t hke to have me late to su Dper, 
and-” 

“Of course not, Pascal. It’s high time I was on my way, too. T1 anks 
no end, Cresside, for bringing u^ here.” 

They went briefly back to the patio, where they found the t vins, 
refreshed by food and sleep, ag in happily installed in their c adle, 
and Merry, as Cresside had predi ted, “doing a little light garder ing.” 
Charles Boylston decided to st: y on and help her with this but 
the others made their farewells, leaving good-by for Gervais, who 
was still in the field. As they . pproached Hathaway Hall, F bian 
suggested that the two old men might like to drive through the short 
semicircular allce which separated the house from the road wi:hout 
concealing it; and at their eager assent, he turned in among the 
trees. Instantly he heard someone calling his name, and looking up, 
saw Regine, as usual dressed in white, standing in the gallery above 
them. 

“Fabian! Oh Fabian! Won’t you please stop!” 

He halted the car and called back to her, mimicking her appeal. 

“Regine! Why Regine! 1 didn’t intend to, but of course I will, if 
you make a point of it. Are you badly in need of help? Is the house 
on fire or something?” 

“Of course I’m not in need of help and of course the house isn’t on 
fire. I want to see you, that’s all. Wait, I’m coming down.” 

Regine came gracefully down the curving steps to meet them, one 
hand resting lightly on the railing of the balustrade, the other caressing 
the rose at her breast. She was wise enough to adapt the grotesque 
fashion of the times to her own type, rather than to follow it slavishly, 
and in spite of her short-skirted, long-waisted dress, she managed to 
produce a picturesque effect. Her greeting to Fabian was charmingly 
coy. 

“I’m glad I finally succeeded in attracting your attention,” she said 
with a little laugh. “I saw you every time you went by this morning: 
first alone, evidently on your way to Belle Heloise; then going back to 
town, with Gervais; finally returning again, with Gervais and these 
two gentlemen. Mr. Tremblet? Mr. Vicknair? I’m delighted to wel¬ 
come you both to Hathaway Hall. Won’t you all come in where it’s 
cool and let me order you a drink?” 
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“WeVc had so many drinks at Belle Heloise that I don’t know 
whether we can hold any more. But we can try,” Fabian said agree¬ 
ably, following her lead up the stairway. “Anyway, we’ll be glad to 
come in. Sorry I didn’t see your previous signals—also that I haven’t 
managed to get out here before. I don’t seem to have been anywhere 
lately. Everyone at Belle Heloise has been calling me to task on that 
score. . . . Well, travel must agree with you, Regine. You look like a 
million dollars.” 

“It’s probably my new Paris clothes,” she said with another little 
laugh. “But as far as that goes, I don’t see how travel could help 
agreeing with me, when it was made under such ideal conditions! 
Do you? I want to tell you all about the garden party at Buckingham 
Palace, and our motor trip through the Dolomites, and our villa at 
Cannes—oh, everything! But let’s get comfy before I begin.” 

She opened the front door and her visitors followed her into the 
vast hallway, flanked with Corinthian columns and further em¬ 
bellished with a wide tinted cornice of elaborate plaster work simulat¬ 
ing magnolias. As they progressed past the entrance to the White 
Ball Room, disclosed in all its magnificent emptiness, Preston cast a 
surreptitious and triumphant glance at Pascal: he had been right after 
all; there was nothing in the relatively simple style of decoration at 
Belle Heloise that could be compared to all this grandeur. But once 
they were seated in the room at the left of the front door, he did not 
feel so certain. It was not sunny and inviting, like the patio where 
they had spent the day, and neither; did it have the dignity of the 
•more formal apartments at Belle Heloise. Evidently the Hathaways, 
in their preoccupation with preserving the White Ball Room for great 
ceremonials, had neglected both homeliness and harmony in their 
living room. It was commonplace and cluttered without being com¬ 
fortable, and it bore the imprint of no special personality. Preston 
remembered Pascal’s remark that the folks who owned Hathaway 
Hall did not live in it enough, and that this was bound to show up, 
in any house; this room looked as if people simply occupied it oc¬ 
casionally, as they might have occupied a hotel room without ever 
actually inhabiting it, and without even taking the trouble to keep it 
tidy. Strange that a beautiful young lady, who looked so much like a 
fashion plate herself, should be satisfied with a parlor of this sort, 
Pascal reflected; and then decided that after all, perhaps the young 
lady was more concerned about being beautiful herself than about 
making her habitation beautiful. He was sure that Mrs. Gervais 
d’Alvery felt just the opposite, though she was certainly lovely look¬ 
ing, too, much lovelier, when you came right down to it, than this 
young lady—friendlier, simpler, sweeter, somehow. He didn’t know 
just why, but he didn’t take to this young lady the way he had to 
Mrs. Gervais d’Alvcry. • . . 

“So you’ve been spending the day at Belle Heloise,” Regine went 
on. She did not say anything more about getting a drink for them, or 
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summon anyone else to do so; instead, she picked up a large fan 
from the littered center table, and wielded it languidly and gracefully, 
her rings and bracelets sparkling with the movement. “IVe been rather 
expecting the d’Alverys to drop in and welcome us back. But we 
haven’t seen any of them yet. How are they?” 

“The young couple and their offspring are all flourishing. And 
Tante Isabelle has certainly staged an astonishing comeback. But 
Cresside still looks pretty puny, as Mrs. Randall would put it.” 

“Why, I had no idea she wasn’t well! We never correspon led as 
schoolgirls, so I didn’t think it was strange I didn’t hear fro n her 
while I was abroad. But then, I wasn’t paying much attent on to 
letters from anyone, except m imma. And, of course, I was I’t far 
from her at any time. You kn »w she came to Europe on th< Paris 
Line the week after Sylvestre an 11 sailed on the France, and she stayed 
at the Berkeley while we were it Claridge’s. Then when we v ent to 
Cannes, she went to Nice, and >0 on. Shell be so sorry to have nissed 
you this afternoon—^she’s gone t > play bridge at the Graces’. . . Whyj 
cher, I didn’t hear you come n. Fabian’s brought some fric ids to 
call on us—^Mr. Tremblet and Mr. Vicknair.” 

“How do you do?” inquired Sylvestre impersonally. “Nice )f you 
to drop in.” He shook hands, rather limply, with the three callers, 
and apparently oblivious of the invitation in Regine’s upturned face, 
took some dog-eared magazines off an oak rocker and drew it up 
beside Fabian. Like Boylston, he was immaculately dressed, though 
unlike the Bostonian, he wore his spotless white linens with an ac¬ 
customed grace. But there was nothing about him to indicate the 
preoccupied planter. Indeed, his appearance suggested the gentleman 
of leisure who had been able to devote the entire day to keeping cool, 
rather than the harassed landowner who had just returned to the 
house for a hasty shower and a quick change before dinner. Mrs. 
Hathaway had long entrusted the supervision of the plantation to 
her manager, Grover Blood, whose personal reputation was unsavory, 
but whose professional efficiency had gone unchallenged, in spite 
of his predilection for wine, women and song. Mrs. Hathaway did 
not like changes and apparently Sylvestre had been only too glad 
to follow the line of least resistance and allow Blood to continue 
shouldering the responsibility and doing the dirty work around the 
place. “Did I hear you saying something about Cresside as I came 
in?” he went on, lighting a cigarette and, as an afterthought, tender¬ 
ing the opened case to his callers. “That she wasn’t well?” 

“Yes. Possibly you may recall that she had a pretty bad fall the day 
you were married,” Fabian remarked, declining the proffered cigarette, 
but lighting one of his own. 

“Of course, we remember! You don’t really think we’d be so stupid 
as to forget that, do you, Fabian?” Regine broke in, before Sylvestre 
could answer. Again she laughed, and this time Pascal realized that 
one of the reasons he did not like this young lady was because of her 
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laugh. It was tinkling, but it was tiresome. “We didn’t know it was 
serious, though,” Regine continued. “That is, we knew she was hurt, 
but we didn’t realize she was injured. Why, all the family came to 
our wedding, that very same afternoon!” 

“Yes, I know,” Fabian said drily. “That is, everyone but me. I 
figured I’d be the least missed, and apparently I was right—^you’d 
even forgotten I wasn’t there, Regine! But I stayed behind with Dr. 
Champagne. Of course, we knew it would upset your entire program, 
if one usher dropped out at the last moment, so Gervais decided he 
ought to come anyway, as long as there wasn’t anything he could do 
for Cresside at that stage—she was under a pretty powerful opiate by 
then; and you may be sure that whither Gervais goeth, there Merry 
goeth also, if he wants her to, and he did. Besides, of course, it was a 
great treat for her to see a beautiful wedding like yours—I’m sure 
she’ll always enjoy going to beautiful weddings. She’ll get a vicarious 
thrill out of them that will partly make up for the one she couldn’t 
get out of her own stark marriage ceremony, worse luck! As to 
TTante Isabella I wouldn’t have put it past her to come here that day 
if there’d been a broken neck instead of a broken back to cope with 
at Belle Heloise. She’d made up her mind it was to be her first public 
appearance since her widowhood, and when Tante Isabelle makes up 
her mind, she doesn’t stop for hell or high water.” 

“What do you mean, a broken back? Cresside didn’t brea\ her back, 
did she?'’ 

“She broke a couple of vertebrae. You don’t have to break all of 
them, you know, to suffer the tortures of the damned. She was in a 
plaster cast for about six weeks, and after that in some kind of a 
brace. She had to stay in bed for months and months. She’s up and 
around now, but I’m not so sure she ought to be. She doesn’t look 
like herself at all, even yet. She is nothing but skin and bone and 
eyes.” 

“Why, poor, poor Cresside! We had no idea • . . Of course that 
explains why the d’Alverys haven’t been to see us. We’ll go down to 
Belle Heloise right away.” 

“It might be a good plan to wait until the road dries out a little. 
The seepage is pretty bad this year, and there’s no point in running 
the risk of getting stuck in the mud, if you don’t have to.” Fabian 
Jturned from Regine to Sylvestre, changing the subject without pre¬ 
amble. “By the way, how are your crops coming along? There’s a 
rumor going around that you’ve got mosaic disease here at Hathaway 
Hall.” 

“Well, some of the leaves on the new growth do look a litde mottled. 
But I don’t believe it’s anything to get excited about-r-anyway Blood 
dunks it isn’t... . . Did you say Cresside’d been in bed for a year?” 

“No, I didn’t say shi’d been in bed for a year. I said for months 
and months, but it must have been darn dose to a year, at that. . . . 
You don’t aecm to be taking this mosaic disease very seriously, Syl- 
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vestre. Have you been getting any of the bulletins the Government's 
sending out?” 

“Yes, I’ve been getting them. But to tell you the truth, I’ve thrc^n 
most of them into the wastebasket and turned the rest over to BloJd,” 
Sylvestre said impatiently. “The Government’s always sending out 
bulletins about something. It must use up tons and tons of paper that 
way—not to mention millions and millions of the taxpayers’ monc'y.” 

“Maybe. But it’ll also cost the taxpayers of Louisiana millions ; nd 
millions if this thing spreads.” 

“Why, Fabian, what makes you oring up such a gloomy subjec in 
the course of a social call? I never knew before that you were his 
kind of a terrible killjoy! What d » you know about sugar, anyw ly? 
You’re not a planter. You’re nothii g but a lawyer.” 

Obviously it was impossible to k* ep the lovely young lady out of the 
conversation for more than a f :w consecutive minutes. Perh ps, 
Pascal reflected, that was another n ison he did not take to her. He lad 
never liked women who were :oo talkative. Now, Mrs. Get ^ais, 
d’Alvery was different. She just put in a pleasant word here ind 
there. To be sure Miss Cresside ha 1 more to say; but when she ta’ <ed 
there was some point to it, and sh( did not interrupt either; she s{ oke 
in turn. Pascal had never liked women who interrupted, particularly 
women who interrupted men. Anyway, he was getting a little tired; 
it had been an exciting day, and a long one. Besides, he knew his 
granddaughter would be cross if he were late, co supper. Not that he 
needed any supper, after the bounteous dinner he’d eaten, not to men¬ 
tion the claret lemonade which he'd drunk when he woke up from his 
nap; but he knew his granddaughter would expect him to be prompt 
at table just the same. He was relieved when he saw Fabian rise, and 
the thought crossed his mind that Fabian did not care any more 
than he did for women with tinkling laughs and the habit of inter¬ 
rupting, no matter how young and lovely-looking they might be. 

“Yes, I know,” Fabian was saying. “I’m nothing but a lawyer, and, 
of course, Sylvestre’s had all kinds of experience with sugar. Well, 
we must be getting along. Give my regards to your mother, Regine. 
Nice to know the family’s in residence again. I always hate to see a 
fine old place empty, and there are so many empty places along the 
River Road already, worse luck! But I’m glad that one of them, at 
least, is coming back to its former state. I mean Hackberry Lodge, 
the old Surcliffe Plantation, that Charles Boylston’s bought. You’ve 
met him, of course? No? Why, that’s too bad. But you’re bound to 
the first day you go to Belle Heloise. He haunts the place, more than 
any ghost ever did.” 

“Oh, Fabian, please don’t talk about ghosts! I’m simply terrified 
of them. What do you mean, he haunts the place?” 

“Nothing frightening. You don’t need to® be terrified, Regine.” 
Fabian paused a moment, glancing from Regine to Sylvestre and then 
at Regine again. “He’s taken a terrible tumble for Cresside, that’s all. 
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And Gervais and Tantc Isabelle have both gone to bat for him. I only 
hope Crcsside has sense enough herself to know a good fellow when 
she sees him.” 


CHAPTER X 

“Mis-ter Speak-erI Mis-ter Speak-er!” 

“The gentleman from Pointe Coupee is recognized.” 

“I move you, Mister Speaker, that the Committee on Federal Re¬ 
lations be instructed to report forthwith on the resolution ratifying the 
Federal Suffrage Amendment.” 

For hours on end—or so it seemed to Gervais d’Alvery—^nothing 
had happened in the somnolent House, now so suddenly electrified. 
The very atmosphere of the Chamber had been dormant, and the 
members in that state of torpor for which heavy dinners, warm weather, 
and complete indifference to legislative routine were about equally 
responsible. A few insignificant measures were being passed in per¬ 
functory fashion. In each instance,'the clerk read the full text of a 
bill in a rapid monotone; then the Speaker rapped with his gavel, 
mumbling something unintelligible; finally the clerk called the long 
roll of a hundred and eighteen names and members responded almost 
mechanically. Gervais, looking lazily about, was convinced that prob¬ 
ably no one within earshot of Tallieu’s monotone and Walker’s oc¬ 
casional mumble cared whether or not Bienville Parish acquired 
another justice of the peace or whether a certain Julie Becassine were 
permitted to sue a levee board for the recovery of twenty-eight dollars 
damages to her property. 

An overtone of sibilance was added to the pervading drone by rows 
of determined ladies, seated on either side of the amphitheater, who 
whispered to one another as unremittingly as they fanned the^nselves. 
Outstanding on one side were Mrs. Lydia Wyckliffe Holmes, the 
Misses Badley—^Nan and Daisy—^and Miss Mittie Alden; they were 
all looking daggers at the ladies on the other side, whose leaders were 
Mrs. Ruffin Pleasant, wife of the ex-governor. Miss Jean Gordon of 
New Orleans, and Mrs. Golde^berg. The animosity of these glances 
was returned in kind, for “Miss Lyd’s” crowd favored ratification of 
the Federal Suffrage Amendment, now requiring favorable action 
from only one more state. Mrs. Pleasant’s group, on the other hand, 
advocated a Suffrage Amendment to the State constitution only. 
Ostensibly everyone favored woman’s suffrage; the method by which 
it could best be obtained was the only acknowledged issue. But no one 
was deceived by this pretext. The Anti-Ratificationists were actually 
Anti-Suffragists as well, and everybody realized that Ferd Claiborne 
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the member from Pointe Coupee who had so startled the House by his 
outburst, must have something up his sleeve: what he was saying and 
what he really wanted were indubitably two entirely different things. 

The Ratification Amendment had long since been referred to the 
Federal Relations Committee, whose chairman, Scott Wilkinson, a 
young Shreveport attorney, was temporarily away. In his absence, 
Jules Dreyfous, a short, baldish, scholarly hardware dealer from New 
Iberia, and an ardent ratificationist, bustled to his feet to take up the 
Claiborne challenge. Gervais rather admired Dreyfous, who had . ang 
made superior wines for his home tabic, and who continued this | rac- 
tice as placidly as though the Na ional Prohibition Amendment had 
never been passed; but on the su frage issue, Gervais saw eye to eye 
with Claiborne. The latter, one c;: the handsomest men in the 1 gis- 
lature, was an attorney, a plante*, and a professional politician; yet 
he found time to raise his own s rain of fighting cocks, of whic he 
was inordinately proud, and to import from Arabia an occasi )nal 
blooded stallion for his stables. C liborne’s conservative views rej ard- 
ing women’s place in politics wei ^ wholly in harmony with tho: 2 of 
Gervais. According to his tenets— ind according to those of practi :ally 
all South Louisiana sugar planter^—^a lady had privileges, rather han 
rights, and the sordid business of voting was not among them, v hat- 
ever the rest of the country might think. To be sure, Gervais had aeen 
repelled, rather than attracted, by the obiter dictum of Representative 
Jules Carville, from Iberville Parish, to the effect that if these ladies 
who were demanding suffrage only had a dozen children apiece, like 
his wife, they would be so profitably occupied that they would stop 
worrying about political equality. Tliis was beyond the point, as 
Gervais saw it; it was not a question of how many children a woman 
had; it was a question of her superior and secluded sphere in life 
that was at stake. Claiborne’s clamor for recognition, suddenly shatter¬ 
ing the somnolence of the House and silencing the buzzing of the 
women, roused him from his doze into immediate and eager alertness. 
Glancing around again, quickly instead of lazily this time, he realized 
that Claiborne must have made a count of noses and particularly of 
absentees, coming to the conclusion that he had enough votes among 
those still present to postpone action on the Federal Resolution in¬ 
definitely. Gervais was more than ready to follow Claiborne’s lead. 

“We have had this measure before us for fi'^e weeks now,” the 
member from Pointe Coupee was continuing vociferously. “Such delay 
is wholly unreasonable. The House is entitled to dispose of the matter 
and get it out of the way.” 

“Mister Speaker, I rise to object. In the absence of the Committee 
Chairman, no action should be taken.” 

Dreyfous, still on his feet, spoke insistently, but endeavored to 
maintain an attitude of composure and dignity despite the uproar 
which surrounded him. The ’ clamor for recognition had become 
general. Everyone was trying to talk at once, everyone was trying 
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to shout everyone else down, no one was listening to what anyone 
else was saying. The partisan ladies had ceased to whisper to each 
other and to fan themselves; they had become a part of the general 
pandemonium. But this subsided as quickly as it had arisen. The 
Speaker, somehow making himself heard above the hubbub, ruled 
that the Clerk should inform the Chairman of the Federal Relations 
Committee on his return that it was the desire of the House to have 
this resolution reported out at the earliest possible moment. This left 
matters precisely where they had been before, yet somehow each side 
indicated by the bearing and demeanor of its members that right had 
triumphed over the forces of evil and that a notable victory had been 
won. The two cohorts of fanning ladies on opposite sides of the 
amphitheater no longer glared at one another; frankly, openly, each 
gloated over the defeat of the opposition. The House settled back to 
its earlier languor. 

“The Governor would like to speak to you for a moment. Captain 
d’Alvery, if it’s convenient for you to leave the Chamber just now.” 

Gervais looked up to see Stanley Ray, Governor Parker’s secretary, 
standing beside his desk. He smiled, suppressing a sigh of relief. 

“It’s perfectly convenient,” he said. “In fact, for the last hour I’ve 
been trying to think of a valid excuse to get away. Ferd Claiborne has 
just stirred up a litde excitement, and I’d begun to hope for better 
things; l)ut it was nothing more than a flash in the pan. Let’s go.” 

He rose and followed Ray up the aisle. As he went through the 
nearest gate intersecting the low railing which separated the amphi¬ 
theater from the rest of the Chamber, he nodded pleasantly to its 
guardian. But the thought crossed his mind, as it had so often before, 
that the three “doorkeepers” did not really earn their eight dollars 
a day. It did not require much effort on the part of anyone to get past 
them, and their sole occupation seemed to consist in opening a gate 
any legislator could go through without assistance. Here was another 
example of the countless practices which struck him as needlessly 
extravagant, another contributor to the general irritation which made 
him glad t6 get away from the Chamber. He went rapidly down the 
great iron staircase curving gracefully around the central pillar which 
supported the stained-glass dome; still more rapidly across the black 
and white tessellations of the main rotunda and into the Governor’s 
office, where, as usual, a loose‘blade in the ceiling fan was rattling 
inescapably. Strange that no one ever seems to think of having that 
damn blade fixed, Gervais said to himself, by no means for the 
first time; if I had to stay here long, it would drive me crazy. So 
would the color of the carpet as far as that goes; if I hadn’t seen it 
I’d say only a snake could be such an evil looking green. . . . But 
he was comfortably aware, as these thoughts passed through his mind, 
that he would not have to hear the blade or sec the carpet for long. 
The door leading from the Governor’s outer office to his private 
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sanctum was open, as always, for it was a point of pride with Parker 
that this should never be shut, and Gervais entered the inner room 
without formality. 

He found the Governor ensconced at the massive desk which had 
once allegedly belonged to Maximilian of Mexico. Except for a brief 
interval at lunch time, Parker had been there since early morning, for 
it was another point of pride with him that he never reached the 
Capitol later than eight o’clock. Now, at five in the afternoon, h( was 
still fresh and alert, and he green d Gervais with a pleasant brisl ness. 

‘Good morning. Captain. How are things shaping up at Belle 
Heloise?” 

“Almost too well I suppose. S( mehow it doesn’t seem right r Dt to 
be able to complain about the wry things are going on a planta ton.’^ 

Parker chuckled. “Better take advantage of that feeling whiL you 
can. You won’t have much opp rtunity to do it. By the way- ” he 
swept a shirt'sleeved arm towar Is the window in the Normal bay 
where his desk was placed—^“Ho'v do you like the way we’re cle ning 
the State House grounds? Regu ir snake-hole when I took ove 

“Looks fine, Governor. You c m see the figurehead from th; old 
battleship Louisiana now.” 

“Well—we do what we can. I’m bringing in some gold fish fc r the 
fountain down there, too. However, I didn’t invite you down here to 
talk to you about landscape gardening. What I wanted to discuss with 
you very seriously. Captain, if you’ll permit me to lay my side of the 
case before you, is the constitutional convention bill of Representative 
Chappuis. I am told you have expressed yourself as favoring submis- 
sipn of the new constitution to the voters. Is that correct?” 

“Well, yes, I suppose so. I think I might subject myself to a good 
deal of criticism if I voted that the people had to accept a new con¬ 
stitution whether they liked it or not.” 

“That’s the usual and plausible argument, but it won’t hold water, 
Captain. No constitution can be written which doesn’t offend some 
one in one or another of its provisions. In order to vote against that one 
provision, the people must vote against the whole document.” 

“But that still doesn’t answer the argument of those who always talk 
about the dear people, and what sort of a fix will I be in if I run for 
re-election and my opponents raise the shout that I’m the one that 
refused to let them vote on the constitution?” 

“The answer to that is simple enough. Let the people elect as 
delegates to the convention only those whom they can trust to write a 
constitution which need not be submitted to popular vote when it is 
finished. There can be no objection to that—no matter what old Gilbert 
Dupre from St. Landry says to the contrary. He’ll be a delegate to the 
convention himself, you mark my words, even if we pass it without the 
submission clause.” 

Gervais nodded thoughtfully. “I guess that might be made a point, 
all right,” he agreed. “I’d like to think it over though, and talk it 
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over, too, with Fabian d’Alvery. He’s my attorney as well as my 
cousin and I’ve got a good deal of confidence in his judgment. I was 
planning to stop by his house anyway before I started home this eve¬ 
ning. I want to see if he can’t suggest something wc planters could 
do that might induce the Equalization Board to loosen its strangle¬ 
hold on sugar. I don’t for the life of me see why they should be hanging 
onto it like grim death now that all the other commodities that were 
controlled during the war have been released,” 

“Why, that’s easy. Because it’s the simplest to regulate. The situation 
would be different if the sugar refineries were scattered from one end 
of the United States to the other instead of being confined to a few 
seaports. . . . Well, Fabian might be helpful, though I don’t see 
how anyone here can be; but I’d also be glad to have you talk the 
other matter over with him. I’ve a good deal of confidence in his 
judgment, too.” 

Dismissed as informally as he had been welcomed, Gervais went 
out of the East door into St. Philip Street, where he came face to face 
with his mother-in-law. Mrs. Randall had evidently just completed the 
“grocery shopping” which was one of her principal diversions, for she 
was carrying, with an air of triumphant weariness, a large string bag 
full of knobby packages; some dusty greens protruded from one of 
these, a fowl’s yellow feet from anothfer. Her dingy street clothes were 
vaguely suggestive of the gray wrappers she wore in the house, and 
her limp" hat did not wholly conceal her untidy hair. For the thou¬ 
sandth time, Gervais marveled that such a drab creature could have 
borne and reared a radiant being like Merry; the flame which illumined 
the girl must have been struck from some other spark. Reluctandy, 
because the antipathy between them was still mutual, he stopped and 
saluted the drab woman. 

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Randall. I’m glad to see that this heat ap¬ 
parently isn’t too much for you. Just the same, that bag must be pretty 
heavy. Better let me get my car and run you home.” 

“I wouldn’t want to take you out of your way, Seeing as how I’m 
still able to walk,” Mrs. Randall responded, “Leaving the Capitol 
early, aren’t you, Gervais?” 

“I’m on my way to see Fabian about something for the Governor,” 
Gervais answered, chagrined because he felt compelled to acknowledge 
her implied rebuke by explaining his actions. Then, seizing upon the 
chance of changing the subject, he added hastily, “By the way, if you 
have any influence with Miss Mittie Alden, I wish you’d pry her loose 
from the Suffrage bunch that’s rooting for my opponents.’* 

“Miss Mittie’s got a mind of her own,” declared Mrs. Randall. “She 
don’t need the Governor nor anybody else to tell her what to do. 
Anyhow, I’m glad to see the old maids sticking up for themselves. 
Most married women just go around saying amen to their husbands. 
Traid to do anything else, I suppose.” 

“If you mean to imply that Merry’s afraid of me—” Gervais began. 
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‘‘No, Merry ain’t afraid of you, I’ll say that much for her. Just the 
same she hasn’t got a mind of her own any more. She’s wax in your 
hands,” Mrs. Randall retorted, quoting from the latest thriller with 
which she had beguiled her leisure. “If she hadn’t been, she wouldn’t 
have married you as fast as if there’d been reasons why she had to, and 
she wouldn’t be in the family way from one year’s end to another. She 
can’t even get out to see her own mother, tied down like she is. She’s 
got a baby in her arms and under her apron both, instead of ]\st one 
or the other, like in the old saying. Well, I must be getting alonf. Miss 
Mittie’U be looking for her supper when she gets in from the (lapitol 
and I have to cook it for her. ^hell stay to the end of the sess on all 
right and she’ll have a right to :)e hungry.” 

Having shot this parting bo :, Mrs. Randall walked triumj hantly 
away, one shoulder sagging un ler the weight of the string ba; . Ger- 
vais, irritated at his own annoyance, walked on down St. Philif Street 
and made a series of left turns ir :o Somerulos Street. It was only i short 
walk, and the sidewalks were al indantly shaded by trees in full; oliage>. 
But the day was very warm, and when Gervais reached Fabian } well- 
ordered little house, its quiet and coolness were so amazingly refj eshing 
that he went out of his way to compliment Carmelite on her ext raordi- 
nary talents for keeping his cousin comfortable. She hoped sht knew 
how to do things right for her white folks, she said, civilly enoug^h; but 
her tone seemed to imply that her master was more felicitoudy and 
intelligently served than his visitor, and she added, without any amiable 
discursiveness, that he would find Mr. Fabian in the garden with 
Belizaire. This did not mean that Fabian was reclining in an arm¬ 
chair with a book in his hand and a drink at his elbow, while his dog 
dozed beside; it meant that he was down on his knees weeding the 
walks and flower beds, while Belizaire spun around snapping at bugs 
and chasing butterflies. However, Fabian immediately arose, cheer¬ 
fully dusting off his hands, and saying it was high time he called it a 
day. Should they stay outdoors or go inside? And what would Gervais 
like in the way of a drink? Not that it would be as good as he would 
get at Belle Heloise, since Cresside was not there to mix them. • • • 

Inside, Gervais said, because it was so wonderfully cool there; and 
a gin rickey, if there were any of the real stuff in the house. Fabian 
assured him that there was, mixed the drinks with adroitness, and 
listened patiently to everything Gervais had to say about the Governor’s 
theories on the constitutional amendment and the sugar planters’ 
troubles on account of official control. He thought Parker had the 
situation sized up right, he said; he hoped Gervais would side with 
him against submitting the constitution to a popular vote. He would 
like to be helpful but he did not know, offhand, that he himself could 
do much about the Equalization Board; he thought the men in Wash¬ 
ington-Gay, Rogers and the others—were probably bringing all 
possible pressure to bear. It was a good thing Louisiana had a sugar 
plater in the Senate, and after all, this man had introduced a bill 



on sugar equalization that was due to come up for approval any day. 
What, exactly, did Gervais think could be done at this end? Gervais did 
not seem to know, and Fabian renewed the drinks, waiting patiently 
for his cousin to bring up some other subject, the first two apparently 
being exhausted. But for some time Gervais sat rather moodily, speak¬ 
ing fitfully and inconsequentially, and declining to be diverted by 
Belizaire’s persistent antics. 

“I seem to sense a slight malaise, as Tante Isabelle would delicately 
define it,” Fabian remarked as Gervais finally rose to take his departure, 
after what seemed to his cousin like somewhat aimless procrastination. 
“Nothing really wrong, is there?” 

“No, of course not. But I just had an encounter with my mother-in¬ 
jaw and you know how that always affects me. Besides, the Equaliza¬ 
tion Board does get my goat, and I do get fed up with it all at the 
Capitol.” 

“What, so soon?” 

“Yes, so soon. This struggle over suffrage is just a wrangle among a 
lot of termagants. Lord knows how they ever got any he-men into 
their cat-fight. The worst pain in the neck is that so-and-so Tack 
Evans, from Caddo. He’s hand in glove with the opposition, and he’s 
buzzing around the Capitol most of the time, laboring under the 
delusion that he’s aiding and abetting Mr. and Mrs. Ruffin G. Pleasant. 
He’d like to make a hit with them, because he thinks Ruff might get 
to the U. S. Senate one of these days. But he doesn’t really care a 
damn about suffrage one way or another.” 

' “Well, you should worry about Tack Evans. He isn’t a member of 
the legislature.” 

“No, but he might as well be, as far as I’m concerned. And there are 
plenty of members who do get my goat. Take that screwball from along 
the Texas border, for instance. Brother Ellery Scobell. He started out 
as a sharecropper, and he’s still not so far from where he started. He’s 
labored to get into the legislature so that he could have the dipping 
law repealed, and he actually goes around with two ticks in a nickel- 
gripper purse. He’s always coming up with queer laws himself, too, 
though it’s the ticks that he’s got his heart really set on. I believe those 
two devils. Happy Sevier and George Perrault, egg him on to intro¬ 
ducing most of them—^the bachelor bill, for instance, and the one 
subsidizing a lone oarsman to row out to the middle of the Mississippi 
jand pick up driftwood- 

Gervais was interrupted by a hearty laugh from Fabian. He himself 
snorted and went on. 

“I’m glad you think it’s all so amusing. Maybe you wouldn’t if you 
had to sit there and hear it for hours, day after day.” 

“Listen, Gervais. You better develop your powers of endurance, not 
to mention your sense of humor. There’s still a long, long trail a-wind- 
ing before you reach the Mansion.” 

“Who said anything about wanting to get to the Mansion?” 
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“No one. But I rather gathered that was the eventual objective, in the 
back of your mind. Or was it the United States Senate? Or one after 
the other in swift succession?” 

“Some day that vivid imagination of yours is going to get you into 
trouble, Fabian. I m not a professional politician, any more than I was 
a professional soldier. I’m a sugar planter, first, last and always. The 
only reason I wanted to go to the legislature—and you know it— 
was to see that our agricultural interests got more and better^ repre¬ 
sentation than a few sharecroppers like Scobell and you lawyer were 
giving them.” 

“All right, all right. Stop wee )ing about it. You’ll be showin ; your 
legs to the jury, next. This blue i-singing of yours is a new line espe¬ 
cially as there can’t be much rong with the plantation eithei, now 
that sugar’s hit twenty-six.” 

“No, but there may be, any t me, if that god-damn mosaic < isease 
starts to spread. Hathaway Hall is too near Belle Heloise.” 

“Yes, I’ve always thought tha way about the place myself,” ] abiah 
responded. “But after all, there aren’t any signs that the disc asc is 
spreading, are there, as yet?” 

“No.” 

“Then what’s eating you, for God’s sake, besides the astounding 
discovery that all your fellow legislators aren’t silver-tongued orators 
and selfless philosophers^” 

“Nothing. That is, nothing to speak of. Except that Merry doesn’t 
seem quite like herself,” 

“There, now, we’re getting somewhere at last. No wonder you’re 
upset. What seems to be the trouble?” 

“She’s had to start weaning Sybelle. That was to be expected, under 
the circumstances. But she’s worrying, and when she’s upset, I am too, 
it’s so unlike her.” 

“Can’t Dinah come to the rescue?” 

“Well, that’s just the point. Dinah took over Vail aknost from the 
outset. Merry had enough for one, but not enough for two. Now 
she’s afraid if Dinah tries to take on two she won’t have enough 
either. Then both babies might suffer for it. Merry can’t make up 
her mind whether to risk it, and to start giving them each one 
bottle a day, so that the amount could be increased if necessary, 
or to put Sybelle on cow’s milk altogether and let Vail go on 
with Dinah until the hot weather’s over. She’s obsessed with the idea 
that she may not be fair.” 

“Can’t Dr. Champagne make the decision for her and relieve her 
of the responsibility?” 

“Oh, he jokes and says Vail is such a husky specimen that he’d 
probably get along all right if we started feeding him syrup and rice 
right now. But then he always adds very pompously that in a case 
like this a doctor can’t lay down the law, that it’s a question for the 
young mother—or the young father—to decide* And Lord knows I’m 
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not an authority on the care and feeding of infants,” 

Gervais’ voice had grown increasingly edgy as he went on. Fabian 
looked out of the window and drummed on the table with his fingers. 

“As a matter of fact, I don’t believe the syrup and rice are neces¬ 
sarily a joke,” he said at last. “They’re pretty well standardized, down 
on Bayou Lafourche. I wouldn’t know, of course, exactly how early 
in life they make up an accepted diet, but I imagine there must be lots 
of cases when the kids are |)retty small Families down there usually 
run about a baker’s dozen, and I’ve often noticed two or three young¬ 
sters crawling around the same gallery who seemed to be pretty much 
of an age. There must be plenty of cases where other young mothers 
get caught the same way Merry has.” 

“I don’t care for that expression, Fabian. Especially as it’s incorrect. 
Merry wants to have children.” 

“Sorry. As a matter of fact, I wasn’t referring to the same phase of 
the situation that you were. I meant caught on the horns of a dietary 
dilemma, not involuntarily prolific. Though at that I should think two 
pregnancies within a year might try the tranquility of any woman, 
even Merry.” 

“I still don’t care much for the way you’re talking. These first kids 
arc coming along pretty closely together, but I’m not anticipating the 
establishment of one of those Bayou Lafourche families you’ve been 
talking about. Four or five youngsters would' fill up the place very 
satisfactorily, and I’d like some chance to have Merry to myself. So 
I think I can assure you the next ones will be further apart, especially 
if we get a boy for a Christmas present.” 

“You’re in a hell of a hurry for another son, aren’t you? No, don’t 
tell me again that you don’t care much for the way I’m talking. At the 
risk of further rebuke, however, I can’t help asking, if you want to 
have Merry to yourself, why on earth you don’t take her off somewhere, 
before it’s too late again? She’s never had any kind of a nice trip, as 
far as I know, not even a wedding trip. And I should think a change 
of scene might do her no end of good, just now—change her train of 
thought, too, and stop her worrying. It wouldn’t have to be a long 
trip to do the trick—^you and she could simply get aboard the John D* 
Grace some Thursday evening after the legislature adjourns for one 
of its week ends, and spend the time between sessions in New Orleans. 
You could blow yourself to a swell suite at the Grunewald and take 
Merry shopping. I haven’t seen her wearing anything yet a modern girl 
would recognize as real jewelry. I saw Regine the other day and she 
was simply strung with it. Besides, you know that Billy Pereira would 
be tickled to death at the chance to show you a tall time.” 

“If you were married, and had two semi-invalids on your hands, 
besides twins and a pregnant wife, you might find that little pleasure 
excursions like the one you’re outlining aren’t so easy to arrange. In 
fact, I wish you would get married, if only to try out the practicability 
of putting all of your pleasant little theories into practice, as 1 said 
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before. . . . Incidentally, Merry’d never consent to taking a trip and 
leaving the twins.” 

“To the tender care of Cresside and Dinah? For three days? I dare 
you to ask her!” 

“All right. I will ask her. And I’ll drop in tomorrow, just to tell 
you that you were wrong.” 

“Don’t bother. You all keep badgering me about not coming out to 
Belle Heloise. I’ll be down for the day Sunday, and we can work' )ut the 
details of your belated wedding journey then.” 

Fabian arrived to find the pla :e unwontedly silent. The dogs marked 
briefly when he drove up, but for once they seemed unintere ted in 
picking a quarrel with Belizai e, and wandered aimlessly o0 again. 
Amen did not come forward to take the car, and after parking t him¬ 
self, Fabian went into the hou e and drifted through the dov nstairs 
rooms without finding anyone. The pleasant patio was emp y, too, 
except for Miss Larcella, who was stretched out in a sunny spot, the 
latest litter of kittens dozing ontentedly beside her. But as Fabian 
started up the outside stairway, leading from the platform oy the 
Garden Room to the rear of the upper gallery, he met Cresside < oming 
down, her finger on her lips. 

“Hello and hush!” she said softly. “Come on back to the patio— 
unless you’d rather sit among the relics in the drawing room. But 
anyway, don’t come upstairs. Dinah and I have just succeeded in 
getting the twins to sleep, after their customary ceremonial visit to 
maman, and I don’t want to go through that struggle agaiiu They 
seem to feel, even if she doesn’t, that formal calling went out of vogue 
with the war, and they resent being thrust into starched dresses, and 
all the rest of it. Besides, between teething and weaning, they’re fussy 
anyway.” 

“Where is everyone else?” Fabian inquired, turning to go down the 
stairs at her side. 

“Well, maman is in her boudoir, and I believe Lucie is rearranging 
her hair and washing her off, where it shows, with Florida Water. 
She takes her daily constitutional in the pergola again now, and of 
course, such violent exercise ruffles her looks and brings on profuse 
perspiration. Dinah is watching over the twins and Lou Ida is getting 
dinner, rather rebelliously. I don’t know whether you’ll have anything 
fit to eat or not. All the other servants, except Lucie and Dinah, have 
gone to a big baptizing and Lou Ida wanted to go, too. Some of the 
hands from the quarters are prominently featured in it. In fact, nearly 
everyone who belongs on the place is down by the riverside breathing 
the odor of sanctity. I expect some of the most trifling niggers are 
coming out of the water this minute, shouting ‘I seen de Lord! Glory 
Halleluiah’!” . 

“Are Gervais and Merry down on the river bank lending dignity and 
distinction to this gathering?” 
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‘‘Oh, no. They’re attending High Mass at St. Agnes’. You and I are 
the only apostates of the family, Fabian.” 

“So Merry goes to St. Agnes’ with Gervais now, does she?” Fabian 
asked, without commenting on Cresside’s last statement. 

“Sure. That was a foregone conclusion, wasn’t it? That she would, 
I mean. In spite of all her mother’s assertions, I think she’s already 
practically forgotten about the Reverend Mr. Hawkins and the Sunday 
School she attended regularly from childhood. It’s only a matter of 
time before she’ll be received into the tender arms of Mother Church. 
She never even questions anything Gervais wants her to do, apparently. 
Not that I’m criticizing her wifely docility. Merry’s a grand person, and 
she’s got plenty of backbone, too, except where Gervais is concerned. 
No one realizes that better than I do. . . . What can I get for you? 
A julep? A Sazerac?” 

“Either or both, by and by. I don’t know a more beguiling Hebe than 
you are, Cresside—your ambrosia is one of the chief attractions of 
Belle Heloise, as far as I’m concerned. But the day’s still young. Can’t 
we just sit down and talk for a few minutes, while you drink to me 
only with your eyes?” 

“Yes, of course, if you will pledge with yours.” She dropped lightly 
into one or the chintz-covered chairs, and Fabian, drawing another 
close to it, lowered himself awkwardly into it. “Perhaps Fd better warn 
you that I may use my eyes to glare at you, however,” Cresside con¬ 
tinued. “And that my conversation may take on a pretty acid tone. I 
^understand you’re responsible for relegating me to the role of the 
traditional competent old-maid aunt” 

“Never! What made you think so?” 

“Didn’t you suggest to that fool brother of mine that Merry might 
actually like to breathe a little freer air for a change? He hasn’t quite 
said you did, in so many words, but I know he never would have 
thought of it himself, and he did let out that he’d been seeing you on 
legal business, the very day he casually brought up the matter.” 

“So they are going to take a trip?” Fabian inquired, with obvious 
amusement, but without either denying or accepting Cresside’s charge. 

“Oh, sure! The John D. Grace has orders—and what orders!—^to 
stop here Thursday night; and the royal suite has been reserved at the 
Grunewald—^you know, the one Charlie Chaplin occupied when he was 
here. And letters dispatched to all our most prominent kith and kin 
in New Orleans, the ones who have big houses, big cars and big 
doings.” 

“I’m very glad to hear it. Merry’ll have a lot of fun. Incidentally, 
so will you, with a free hand during her absence. I haven’t done any¬ 
thing to cry mea culpa for. I might even suggest it would be a good 
idea if you took a trip yourself, a little later on. You’ve stuck pretty 
closely to Belle Heloise, too.” 

“Well, your first idea wasn’t so bad. But don’t make a habit of 
getting these inspirations. You might develop into a sort of Mr. Fixit. 
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I haven’t the slightest desire to go away on a trip.” 

“Well, so long as that’s true . . 

“It is true. Hark, I think someone else is arriving! Probably Charles.” 

“Is it as easy to guess as all that?” 

“Oh, yes. He practically lives here. And he has ideas about trips, too. 
Only his are difierent from yours. He thinks I ought to take them 
with him.” 

“Then they’re not different from mine. I’d thought of that ni/self, 
too. He’s a good fellow, Cressido.” 

“Yes, I know. But my ideas an different.” 

“Mind letting me in on them? ’ 

“I think some of your earlier f ncies are better than this latest ^the 
one about the competent old-ma d aunt, for instance.” 

“Listen, I’m willing to stand :)ack of everything I did say . bout 
that trip for Merry. But not back of a single thing I didn’t sa —or 
back of anything I didn’t think, either. And I never in the ^ orld 
thought of you as an oJd-maid aunt, Cresside, in spite of your cc npe-' 
tence—and you’re a darn sight m* re competent than you like to L t on. 
Because you couldn’t be a traditional spinster—no matter how hard 
you tried.” 

At the sound of an approaching car, heralded by the barking .dogs, 
Cresside had risen, and before there was time for footsteps to echo 
through the long hall, she had reached the door leading into it from 
the patio. But Fabian had risen too, almost simultaneously, and now, 
despite her fleetTootedness, he was almost abreast of her. She swung 
open the door and slipped through it, half turning to speak to him 
from the other side. 

“Then you have no idea how hard I can try, Fabian,” she said. 
There was a slight note of mockery in her voice, but it still sounded 
carefree, almost gay, as it had ever since his arrival. He had enjoyed 
every minute he spent with her, for she seemed more like her old 
self than at any time since her accident. Now, suddenly, there was a 
change. She die! not go forward to meet the expected visitor, but stood 
so still that she gave an effect of rigidity; her laughing lips stiffened into 
a hard line, and her big eyes narrowed to half their size. Silhouetted 
in the doorway, she looked as if she had been transfixed. The sight was 
the more alarming to Fabian because it was so completely out of char¬ 
acter; he had never seen Cresside frightened, and he would have 
asserted, unequivocally, that there was nothing which she feared. He 
opened the screen door abruptly, calling her by name and stretching 
out a reassuring hand. But the seizure was as brief as it was violent; 
she had almost recovered before he reached her. For an instant she 
gripped his hand convulsively; then she went quietly through the 
long hall towards the front entrance, where, instead of Charles Boylston, 
Heginc and Sylvestre were standing. 

“Darling!” Reginc exclaimed, anticipating any greeting from Cres¬ 
side. “We just couldn’t wait any longer to sec you, so we came here, 
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straight from church. How are you? Oh, hello, Fabian! Are you 
spending the day here again?” 

“No, Fm not spending the day here again,” Fabian answered. “I 
came out to collect on a bet, and then I just stayed on for a while. 
But I understand it isn’t the best time for visitors—^the servants have 
all gone to a baptizing and the twins are teething. So Fm starting back 
into town any minute.” 

“Well, we can’t stay but a minute ourselves. We left Regine’s mother 
at Hathaway Hall, and she’s expecting us right back. But as Regine 
said, we thought-” 

Sylvestre’s inconsequential remarks trailed away without coming to 
any definite conclusion. Regine, who had thrown her arms rapturously 
around Cresside and kissed her excitedly, released her with apparent 
reluctance, and then, still clasping her hand, but holding her at arms’ 
length, regarded her with playful but close attention. 

“Now stand still and let me look at you,” she ordered. “A little bird 
told me you were nothing but skin and bones and eyes and I want to 
see for myself. Why, I think you look wonderful! You’ll never have 
to worry about dieting, with a figure like that! And your eyes are 
gorgeous. I don’t wonder you keep the countryside spellbound—oh, 
Fve been hearing about that, too! Now let’s come and have a nice 
cozy talk, just you and I—^the kind we used to have at slumber parties, 
don’t ypu remember? Fabian, why don’t you take Sylvestre into the 
library and tell him some more about that queer blight you think’s 
affecting our sugar—^the Midas disease, was that what you called it? 
Cresside and I want to be by ourselves, because we’ve got lots more 
interesting things to discuss than sugar, haven’t we, honey? And we 
don’t want any more men around while we’re doing it, do we, 
darling?” 

“Fd be very pleased to take Sylvestre into the library,” Fabian said. 
“At least, if that’s what Cresside would like me to do. You haven’t given 
her a chance to tell us yet, Regine.” 

“Why, I know Cresside a lot better than you do, you saucy creature! 
She always wants to do exactly the same thing I do, when we’re 
together. You don’t seem to realize what intimate friends we are, 
Fabian, or how long we’ve been parted! We’ve got to catch up.” 

“By all means, take Sylvestre into the library, Fabian,” Cresside 
said. Now that she finally had a chance to speak, her voice was as cool 
as her cousin’s, and as collected. “Perhaps you’ll get a drink for him— 
as you said, not very hospitably, the household’s slightly upset today; 
but I know I can depend on you to stay long enough to do the honors.” 
Without having once looked directly at Sylvestre, she turned from 
Fabian to Regine. “We do have a lot to catch up with,” she said, “And 
first of all, Fm sure Merry would want me to show you the twins, 
as she’s not here to do it herself. I believe she and Gervais were going 
to Mrs. Randall’s after church—that’s why they’re not home yet. But, 
of course, tnaman is, and this is one of her good days. Why don’t we 
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go upstairs instead of sitting in the parlor? Then she can see you, too, 
and ril have Dinah bring the twins into her boudoir.*" 

“Ah was jes’ fixin’ to bring ’em down to you, Miss Cresside, while Ah 
helps Lou Ida get dinner. They’s woke up, and they’s fussin’ some 
again. Can’t nobody quiet ’em like you can.” 

This unexpected annouricement came from the stair landing. Dinah, 
huge, composed, competent, was standing there, a baby cradled on 
either capable arm, against her ample bosom. She came unhuriiedly 
down the steps, a snowy tignon framing her dusky face, her full; kirts 
brushing against the carpet as she descended. Beside her, on the 'vhite 
plaster wall, a long cashmere shawl, centered with scarlet, hui g in 
place of a picture. Behind her, in its niche, stood the ancient Sp nish 
statue, with tall sprays of cape jasmine rising from the silver vas s on 
either side of it, and vigil lights 1 urning before it. For a momen , no¬ 
body spoke; something about tue sight silenced even Regine tem¬ 
porarily. Then Cresside went for\v'ard to meet Dinah, and Fabian saw, 
with an immense wave of relief, * hat the smile which had left he lips 
had come back to them. Only it was not mocking any more, o gay 
either; it was triumphant. 

“I’ll be glad to take them, Din ih,” she said quietly. “You may give 
them to me here. Then you can go right on out to the kitchen and help 
Lou Ida. I know she needs you.” Cresside slipped a hand imder 
Sybelle’s downy head, and lifted her gently, while the beautiful blonde 
baby smiled engagingly. “Hold her for a minute, will you, Fabian?” 
Cresside asked. “If you’re going to be a steady curtomer of the house, 
you’d better begin learning how to take care of babies. I think perhaps 
we might all go out to the patio after all—the day cradle’s there.” 
She deposited the girl twin skillfully in Fabian’s inexperienced but 
willing grasp and turned back to Dinah. Vail was already beating the 
air with chubby fists, and a broad grin of welcome, which disclosed 
two brand-new teeth, illumined his rosy face. He bounded up and 
down with irrepressible vigor, and as Cresside took him from Dinah, 
he gurgled with glee. She held him high and close to her, his dark hair 
touching hers, his big blue eyes level with her own. 

“What do you think of the heir to all the d’Alverys?” she asked. And 
this time, when she spoke, she did look at Sylvestre. 


CHAPTER XI 

The opportune arrival of Gervais and Merry created an almost 
immediate diversion. Why, she had seen Sylvestre and Regine at 
St. Agnes’, sitting on the Gospel side, in front. Merry exclaimed. If 
they had only said they were coming to Belle Heloise, she and Gervais 



would have driven right out themselves, instead of stopping by to see 
her mother. They could have done that later. Was somebody getting 
drinks for them? Had they been upstairs to see Madame Mere? Didn’t 
they think the twins were adorable? 

Her poise instantly eased the tension which Regine’s chatter had 
only intensified, and carried the visit throdgh to a more harmonious 
end than the beginning had indicated as possible. But she did not 
suggest that they should stay to dinner, or urge them to linger when 
]they rose to take their departure after a rather brief call. Gervais 
went with her to the door when they took their leave, and hardly waited 
until they were out of sight to give her an exuberant kiss and a hearty 
hug. 

“My, but you handled that beautifully, honey!” he said enthusiasti¬ 
cally. “Fve been dreading the Tremaines’ call ever since they got back, 
knowing it was on the cards, and wondering how we’d get through 
with it. But you made it seem smooth as silk. I reckon I’ll just have to 
make good as a politician after all—^you’d be wasted as the wife of a 
mere planter!” 

“I’m not wasted as your wife, whatever you do, darling. . . . What 
became of Fabian? He didn’t slip off, did he? Of course, I meant to ask 
him to stay to dinner, as soon as Sylvestre and Regine had gone.” 

“Oh, he’s sure to be somewhere around! I think he’d just stay 
anyhow, whether you asked him or not. He knows perfectly well he’s 
welcome. Don’t worry about him—she’ll turn up directly. Come on, 
let’s get out of our church clothes and into something cooler.” 

They started up the stairway, arm in arm. Before they reached the 
laf^ding where the Spanish statue was enthroned. Merry paused, 
releasing herself, and called to Cresside: was she with the twins? 
Were they all right? Sybelle was in the day cradle on the patio, 
almost asleep, Cresside called back. She had Vail herself. He was fuss¬ 
ing a little again, but he was all right. Both babies were all right. . . . 

“I’ll bet anything she’s walking him up and down in her arms, 
the way all those new books Dr. Champagne has given us say you 
mustn’t,” Gervais muttered, speaking at the same time that he stopped 
to genuflect, in his customary casual way. 

'“Yes. I think she probably is. But it doesr/t seem to do him any 
harm and he loves it. You know what Dinah says—‘Cain’t nobody 
quiet him like Miss Cresside.’ Sometimes I think Dinah knows more 
about babies than the man who wrote those books.” 

Merry genuflected also, more respectfully and formally than Gervais. 
He put his arm around her again. 

“Maybe you’re right. You usually are,” he said. “And who’s getting 
to be a darn good little Catholic, too, I’d like to know?” he add^ in a 
pleased voice. “Didn’t I teii you that everything would work out, if 
you’d just marry me? And it has, hasn’t it? That time / was right!” 

“Yes,” Merry agreed “You were. It did work out. Everything’s per¬ 
fect, Gervais—our life at Belle Hcloisc and now this lovely trip we’re 
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going to have together, and next winter the new baby and all-” 

They went on to their own room still happily embraced, and 
oblivious, as they so often were, of everyone in the world but each 
other. Momentarily they had forgotten about Cresside. But their 
surmise concerning her had been correct, at least in part. She was 
walking up and down with Vail in her arms, though she was not 
doing it, as they had pictured her, on the patio. She had gone into 
the Garden Room, carefully closijig the door behind her. It was not 
until after she had done this tha' she saw Fabian writing, with his 
back to her, at the flat-top desk wl ich had come out of the old cuj :oni 
house in New Orleans. 

“Why, hello!” he said, turning around, but without rising. “A n I 
in the way or anything? If I am. I’ll clear out. It doesn’t upset me 
though, if you just want to chang •. the baby’s diapers. I figured I had 
a little spare time before dinner. And I thought Fd dash off a no t to 
Happy Sevier, while I had the cha; ce. He’s gone back to Tallulah, low 
that vacation’s on, and I’m thinkij g of spending a few days with lim 
on the plantation.” 

“Good idea. . . . And you’re i nexpected but you’re not de t -op. 
And of course it wouldn’t upset n c to have you here while I char ged 
Vail’s diapers. What do you take me for—a prewar prissy? When it 
comes to that, I wish you wouldn’t talk like one yourself. But, as a 
matter of fact, Vail’s dry, by some miracle. He’s wakeful though. His 
teeth hurt him. I want to get him to sleep and this is the quietest room 
in the house.” 

Ids also the most detached room, Fabian said to himself. She was 
trying to get away and pull herself together, after an upsetting ex^ 
perience, just as I was, though I hope she doesn't realize that. And, 
of course, Vd have to stumble into the place she wanted to be. Now 
I cant very well clear out unless I ma\e it pretty pointed that I \notv 
what's the trouble with her, I certainly ta\e the blue for clumsiness. He 
turned away again, looking out of the window to Angus Holt’s pleas¬ 
ant garden, only vaguely conscious, in his distress, of the glossy sago 
palms and prim brick-bordered flower beds. But presently he became 
aware that Cresside had spoken the truth. She really did not mind 
having him there; in some strange way his presence was soothing to 
her. She had sought solitude, but what she actually needed was the 
sense of comfort and support that springs from sympathetic com¬ 
panionship. The realization that he could give this to her was both 
surprising and rewarding. He sat very still, without trying to talk to 
her, but watching her with increasing, though unobtrusive attention. 
She was walking slowly up and down, holding the baby closely to 
her breast and singing to him as she walked. It was years since Fabian 
had heard the old Negro inelody: 

“Little David, play on yo’ harp Halleluiah! 

Little David, play on yo’ harp Hallelu. 
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One day, one day Ah was walkin’ ’long, 

Yes, Ah heard a reason f’om on high, 

Say go in peace an’ sin no mo’ 

Yo’ sins are forgiven an’ yo’ soul set free. 

Little David, play on yo’ harp Halleluiahl 
Little David, play on yo’ harp Hallelu. 

Ah pluck yo’ feet 
Out de miry clay 

An’ sot ’em on rock ob eternal age; 

Where de win’ may blow 
An’ de storm may rise 
But de gates ob hell 
Shall neber prevail. 

Little David, play on yo’ harp Halleluiahl 
Little David, play on yo’ harp Hallelu.” 

The verses went on and on punctuated by the refrain, while Fabian 
listened and watched. Every now and then the baby’s eyelids drooped, 
only to fly wide open again; every now and then he raised his downy 
head and looked belligerently around him, with a sudden yell. He 
was fighting sleep with the same stubbornness that all the “mule¬ 
headed” d’Alverys displayed, when they declined to accept a given 
’ situation. Cresside continued to walk and to croon, but Fabian could 
tell both from her step and from her voice that she was getting very 
tired. He rose from the desk. 

“Couldn’t I carry him for you, a little while?” he asked. “You could 
go on singing, you know. But you could do it sitting down.” 

“Yes, I could. All right, take him. Thanks, Fabian.” 

Fabian could not remember when he had held a baby, except 
for the instant that he had taken Sybelle at Cresside’s bidding, earlier 
that same day. Momentarily, he felt terribly awkward; but as he walked 
up and down with the mutinous infant in his arms, the sensation 
changed. He was gratified to find that Vail did not seem to resent the 
transfer, but almost immediately cuddled down, with a resigned sigh; 
his eyelids drooped and did not rise again. There was something about 
the feeling of this warm, relaxed little body, pressed close to his own, 
that affected Fabian poignantly. So this was what it was like to have 
a child in your arms, even a child that was not your own! It stirred 
you to a deeper sense of responsibility and protectiveness than any 
other human experience—unless it might be the experience of guard¬ 
ing your own child. . . . And that child’s mother. Profoundly moved, 
Fabian looked across at Cresside over the baby’s nodding head. 

“The inevitable recognition of proper authority, accorded to one 
male from another,” he said, speaking lightly because he did not dare*' 



Ilpeak otherwise. “This kid knows he can put it over on you, but 
»at he can’t on me. I’m a fierce old cousin, not a doting aunt. Just call 
we in hereafter when you want a slight show of discipline, will you.? 
Seanwhile, now that I’ve got him to sleep, tell me what to do with him 

|^“You could take him out to the patio and put him in the double 
^cradle with Sybelle. That’s where he’s supposed to sleep, of cou^c. 
But I’d really rather keep him her^the less he’s moved around, he 
less danger there is that he’ll wake up. Suppose you lay him down on 
the bed. I’ll sit here and watch hin , to make sure he doesn’t fall o f.” 


“Right. I’ll sit here beside you j nd watch him, too.” 

Cautiously, having deposited Vai on the four-poster with great c; re, 
Fabian pulled up two chairs, placi :g them side by side near the b-id. 
For a few moments he and Cressi le sat quietly looking at the ba )y, 
without speaking to each other. 1 len Fabian put out his hand i id 
took Cresside’s. 


“Listen,” he said. “Apparently S> 'vestre gave you an awful shock by ‘ 
coming here today unexpectedly. A lyway you acted as if he had.” 

“I know I did, and I’m sorry. Bi t I got hold of myself right aw ly. 

'I don’t think anyone but you notice d that I was shot to pieces.” 

“I don’t think Regine noticed. I’m almost sure Sylvestre did, though. 

■ I know this is one of those things that’s a lot easier to say than to do. 
But if I were you I wouldn’t ever give him the chance to see you shot 
•like that again.” 

“I’m not going to. I know I can’t keep out of his way. I realize he’s 
,1a near neighbor now, that the Hathaways are old family friends—oh, 
all the rest of it! But just the same-” 

“Just the same, I hope you’ll hang on to yourself the next time.” 

“I’ve just told you. I’ll try. But why, specifically.?” 

“Because you’ve given him a jolt, too, and I don’t know how he’ll 
react to it—perhaps by trying to ‘talk things over,’ which I know 
is the last thing in the world you’d want to do. Up to now I think 
he was laboring under the comfortable delusion that you and he had 
just fitted naturally into the postwar scene, and what cither of you 
may have said or done was merely part of the picture# I don’t think it 
ever occurred to him that the very sight of him would hit you like that 
^as if you’d suddenly seen a spreading adder. Well, I know you’re 
not afraid of snakes, but you get the idea. I mean the way most girls 
would look if they did.” 

“I’m not afraid of snakes, but I do loathe liars. And that’s what 
Sylvestre is—a damn dirty liarl He told me he loved me when he 
'^didn’t. That’s the only thing I’m holding against him. But it’s plenty. 
Because I believed him. 1 wasn’t just going in for heavy petting on 
general principles. I know you think that’s part of what you delicately 
call the postwar scene. That and bathtub gin. But he knew I beUeved 
him when he said he loved me.” 


“I know it, too, Cresside. And I never 


sized you up wrong. But- 
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“I told Gervais he wanted to marry me, and I honestly thought 
did. It wasn’t until afterwards that I found out he’d been engap 
to Regine all the time, that I didn’t really mean anything to him. B 
after I’d started lying, I couldn’t stop. I had to go on and on. He map;: ' 
a dirty liar out of me, too!” f. 

“He lied to you, and you lied about him, because you loved him, bi^| 
that didn’t turn you into a liar, Cresside. I’ll grant you Sylvestre is I 
liar, and lots besides that you haven’t called him. But I won’t grant tha* 
you are. I won’t let you call yourself that.” 

“You won’t let -” 

“No. And I won’t let Sylvestre make your life miserable either. Bi. 
you have to help. You mustn’t give him the satisfaction of seeing he cai 
upset you, and you mustn’t get him to wondering why he should, S( 
much. If you do, he’ll try to find out. You’ll have to pretend when yoi 
see him it doesn’t mean a thing to you, one way or another, 
presently it won’t. You’ll take it in your stride, the same way you 
always taken things a lot harder than that.” 

“You’re telling me this just to give me a lift.” 

“No, I’m not. I’m telling it to you because it’s true. You don’t thi 
I’d lie to you, do you, Cresside.?” 

“I know you wouldn’t. I know; you never lied to anyone abc 
anything that mattered.” 

“WeU, then-” 

He smiled at her and pressed her hand. But he did not try to 
anything more, and neither did she. They continued to sit side 
side in silence, watching the sleeping baby, their mutual sense 
recaptured tranquility and new-found companionship merging L 
deep contentment. They were still sitting there when Dinah qu^ 
entered the room and said that she would watch to see that Vail . - 
not fall while they ate their dinner, which was now ready. There v 
nothing about her imperturbable and respectful manner to indit 
that she had experienced any trouble in finding them or that ti , 
joint vigil surprised her. They went out together to join the othc,, 
leaving Vail in her safekeeping. 

r 


CHAPTER XII 

For several days after Fabian’s warning, Cresside watched guardedly 
for Sylvestre. But as time went by and she neither saw him nor hearc' 
from him, she gradually became less apprehensive. Besides, she wat 
preoccupied in many other ways; she was helping Merry and Gervais 
with their preparations for departure, and taking over more and more 
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p.,0asibility for the twins. By Thursday evening, when the whistle 
f i?. Grace, sounding from upstream, heralded its imminent 

f she joined, with her customary appearance of gaiety, the little 

■ 'g^^jssion starting for the steamboat landing. 

:J7mnsiderable bustle attended the d’Alverys’ departure: Amen headod 
procession, wheeling a barrow piled high with bags, which he 
^|;^!f;^cnded to place, personally, in the cabins reserved for his while 
p 5^s, as he had no confidence in “steamboat niggers.” He was iqlr 
r wed by Dinah, wearing the costumo she reserved for great occasion; ; 
|j, >: instead of carrying a twin on (ich arm, as usual, she propcllc 1 

in a perambulator veiled wit! a lace-edged mosquito bar, fir 
ijthe approach of dusk, the mosqui oes began to swarm in a vicioi s 
jS ’^d. It was because of these sam: pests that Merry and Gervai , 
f ijp came next, carried nothing but mosquito whips of slit palmctr , 
t f, they flourished constantly. F( flowing the prospective travcle; $ 

; Madame d’Alvery in the elabc rate wheel chair which she no^ r 

d when she went about the plant aion, beyond the pergola. It ha I 
)p shaped like a gigantic paraso^ and the billowing fringe wit i 
Jj^h this was edged helped to keep off the insects; so did Lucie, wh ) 

. ked beside Selah as he pushed di ! chair, and who wielded a larg : 
j.f(£or Madame d’Alvery did not exert herself to the extent of usinj 
' xiosquito whip. Fabian and Cresside brought up the rear, ado 
d tely armed, but somewhat neglectful of their weapons, because they 
both trying unsuccessfully to keep Belizaire in line. 

‘ Negro roustabouts who made up the steamboat’s deck crew 

^ : already standing by the gangplank as the procession went over 

iJu^ijiprest of the levee, and, entirely uninhibited by the presence of 
• they began to call out eager invitations to Dinah. A trip to 

Orleans would not cost her a cent, they assured her; they had 
and to spare for the likes of her. The only response which Dinah 
• ^lescended to make was brief and disdainful: she had a man of 
;^^n, not no River trash neither, and she wasn’t leavin’ him, right 
when she did travel with her white folks, they’d be paying her 
;age. While this exchange of compliments was taking place, the 
tain stepped forward—a burly man badly in need of a shave, who 
re a yachting cap on the back of his head, but whose informal 
""ire did not otherwise even suggest a uniform. Tugging at his 
iggly mustache, he wanted to know whether Captain and Mrs. 
\lvcry had dined already. If not, perhaps they’d join the rest of the 
. >$sengers, who were having steamboat hash in the saloon right now. 
. Oh, very well, then! Probably they’d like to see their cabins, first 
Xi^|ng. Afterwards he’d be very glad to have them go up in the pilot- 
x^se, if they’d care to. It was nice and cool there and they’d get a 
/|od view of the River. . . . Nonsense, they were not to mention it. 
^erry was enchanted with the.prospect of going to the pilothouse, 
‘ii^d it was the exuberance of her thanks which evoked the captain’s 
disclaimer. He turned away, slighdy embarrassed, to give an order 
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to the mate, and Merry, experiencing her first misgivings about le 
ing the twins, now that the separation was imminent, bent over J 
kiss them tearfully, while she murmured final admonitions to Cres| 
and Dinah. When she looked up, she saw that the group at the g 
plank had been enlarged; Sylvestre and Regine had joined tlie ot 
Sylvestre, looking rather sulky, was carrying a large beribbo2 
basket, and Regine immediately enveloped Merry in one of her con 
prehensive embraces. 

“Darlingl” she exclaimed. “We’ve had such a hectic day we werc^ 
afraid we couldn’t get here, but we were determined to tell yc 
good-by, and somehow we made it. And look!—I brought you a bon 
voyage basket. Of course in one way it seems absurd to see your friend 
off when they’re only going as far as New Orleans, but after all, il 
that’s the extent of their travels, why then you know it seems impor 
to them anyway!” 

“Yes, it does seem important to me,” Merry answered. “It seems ve 
exciting. The basket’s beautiful, Regine! And the captain’s so nice! 
He’s asked us to go up to the pilothouse!” 

“Oh, that!” Regine said, with a slight shrug of her pretty shouldciS.;! 
“Why that’s nothing but a little dark room with a bench on one si<i|| ^ 
of it! And you don’t see anything when you look out except tfis" 
River, and the landings at the stupid little places where you stop. No| 
on ai\ ocean liner, when you go up on the bridge, and see the ‘ * 
harbors as you comd into them—^Plymouth and Le Havre and on 
way home, New York—^why, that really is something! Of coui^ 
mamma and Sylvestre and I were shown every courtesy on ocean lind 
We sat at the captain’s table and went to his quarters for cocktails, a 
naturally we were invited up to the bridge, too. It was the most beau! 
ful day, the morning we came into New York, and we saw-” 

“How long are you going to be gone?” Sylvestre asked, turning 
Gervais and handing him the basket, as Regine went on and on. 
Though he had not given the effect of interrupting her, since she”Was 
talking to Merry, she immediately interrupted herself in order to ; 
answer. 

“Merry says they’re coming back Sunday night on the Gulf Coast 
Limited,” Regine announced. “She says they have drawing roonl A. 
She’s actually excited about that, Sylvestre! I’ve been telling her that 
you and I never dreamed of traveling without a drawing room— 
except, of course, in Europe, where you have to take compartements 
on the wagon-lits. But then we always had two connecting ones, with 
a lavatory between, so it was even more spacious and cohvenient thj^;. 
a drawing room. The European trains arc so much better than 
aren’t they?” 

“The ones I traveled on weren’t,” Gervais retorted. “They had t 
accommodations for 40 hommes, 8 chevaux, and believe me there wastft 
anything very spacious or convenient about that arrangement.” 
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“Why, Gervais, you sounded a lot like Fabian the way you said 
thatl I didn’t know you ever got so sarcastic! Of course, I wasn’t talk¬ 
ing about war conditions, I was only trying to describe-” 

Her patter was drowned by the whistle blaring the signal for 
departure; by the twins, whose behavior so far had been exemplary, 
but who now howled with fright at this loud and sudden sound; 
and by Belizaire, who whirled around in circles, barking sympa¬ 
thetically. She clapped her hands over her cars with a playful ges urc, 
backing away from the gangplank; then, after a brief panton ime 
designed to exact pity for her helplessness in the midst of such pa ide- 
monium, she linked one arm affectionately in her husband’s, and 
began waving a lace-edged handkerchief with her free hand. Cre side 
and Dinah, firmly grasping mosquito whips, were already lifting the 
twins from the perambulator to s »othe them, and calling out reassur¬ 
ingly to Merry, who had turned, "naifway to the boiler deck, in a way 
which seemed to indicate that sh t could not bear to leave after all; 
while Gervais, speaking rcassurin ,;ly also, propelled her on her vay. - 

“They’ll be all right in a min ite,” he said. “I reckon mayb( we 
ought not to have brought them down to the landing. I forgot all a )out 
that darn whistle. And it’s past tlieir bedtime anyway. But Cress de’ll 
have them quieted in no time. Come on, honey, we mustn’t hold tl: ings 
up any more—^there’s been a delay as it is, stopping the boat on purpose 
for us. Gosh, but it’s a relief to get away from Regine’s everlasting 
gabble, isn’t it? She goes on like a Swiss music box. I’d like to dump 
this damn basket of hers overboard—we haven’t any place to put 
it or any earthly use for it. Wouldn’t you know that Dizzy Dora 
would come to a grubby little barge with a thing like this? Let’s raffle 
it off at the ship’s concert for the sailors’ orphans. And now that that’s 
settled. . . . Where would you like to go first? To sec our quarters, 
or straight to the pilothouse?” 

Merry decided in favor of the former. These were tiny cabins, con¬ 
taining nothing except a single berth and a bowl and pitcher on a small 
wooden stand, and opening directly on the narrow middle deck, 
surrounding the dining saloon in a semicircle. A breeze from the 
River swept through them, cooler than any which reached Belle 
Heloise from May to November, and infinitely refreshing after the 
heat of the day; and in themselves, they were not uninviting: the 
coarse linen sheets on the bunks were very clean, and the well-painted 
shutters were carefully screened. But Merry’s happy face clouded 
a little when she saw that there was no communicating door between 
her cabin and Gervais’. 

“We’re going to be really separated, aren’t we, darling? For the first 
time!” 

“Well, it isn’t a very serious separation, you know. I can walk out of 
my door and into yours withouj: much trouble—^and I will! But there 
aren’t any double beds on steamboats, worse luck, not even on luxury 

161 



iincrs like those Regine keeps bragging about—perhaps that special 
feature doesn’t seem as much of a disadvantage to her as it does to 
you! So you think you’ll really miss me, do you?” 

“You know I will. It does seem as if we could have managed some¬ 
how, in one cabin.” 

“Take my word for it, we couldn’t! If we could have, do you think 
I’d have got two? Don’t forget. I’m going to miss youl . . . Well, now 
that you’ve inspected our suite de luxe, suppose we go on up to the 
pilothouse.” 

Merry was more than willing. But as they stepped out on the narrow 
deck, they found their passage blocked by almost the last person whom 
they would have expected to find among their fellow passengers. Luigi 
J*ramonte, wearing “store-bought” clothes and a turquoise stickpin in 
his plaid cravat, had just emerged from the cabin beyond Gervais’, 
and hastened towards them, beaming broadly. 

“How you do, Capitanol How you do, Mis’ d’Alvery!” he said 
heartily. “So you going to the city, too? Now, ain’ta that a nice sur¬ 
prise, we meeta like this!” 

“Well, it’s a surprise to us, too, Luigi,” Gervais answered. “I gen¬ 
erally travel by train, now that the old side-wheelers are gone. But Mrs. 
d’Alvery thought she’d enjoy the River trip. Do you take the John D. 
Grace oiten?'* 

“At first I take him only once a year,” Luigi replied. “Now I take 
him two, three, maybe four time. I no can get alia I need for my trade 
in Baton Rouge. I gotta go to the city, but it don’t costa so much. I gotta 
relations there, I staya by them. Mike Montagino, he’sa live back of 
Marrero, him and me is cousins. He gotta nice farm, too. I ride into 
town every morning on his vegetable truck. One very fine truck, but 
he can afford it. He’s a make-a plenty money on his farm with four 
girls and five boys already, and soon his wife have new bambino, 
make-a ten to help. He gotta nice house, too, plenty room for company.” 

“That must make things pleasant for you, Luigi,” Merry said. 

“Ver’ pleasant and ver’ cheap, too, Mis’ d’Alvery,” Luigi assured her. 
“Mike he’s gooda fellow. I think maybe he make-a me fine price on 
his old truck. He got new one, now.” 

“So you’re thinking of getting a truck next, are you, Luigi, instead 
of saving for the fancy grocery store?” 

“No, no, Capitano. I sava for fancy grocery store alia time. But if I 
have truck instead of cart, I make-a more money, and then I save-a 
more, too, see? Anyhow, I talk to Mike about it. I got plenty time to 
talk to him and buy what I got to buy. I buy plenty julery wholesale 
this trip, and Netta, she helpa me pick ’em out.” He paused for breath, 
his jovial face taking on greater animation than ever. “You seen my 
Riccardo, but you ain’t never seen my Netta, no, Capitano?*^ he in¬ 
quired. “She don’t go with me on the cart. She stay home, cook, clean, 
sew for me and my Riccardo. But always she comes to city with me. 
She’s ina there with Riccardo right now. I bring her out.” 
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He turned back to his cabin, and for a few'minutes the sound of an 
unintelligible but heated argument came to the d’Alverys’ ears* Ap¬ 
parently Netta was reluctant to present herself to her husband’s patrons, 
and he was insistent that she should. At last he emerged in triumph, 
with his wife on his arm. Her face was downcast, her manner bashful; 
she could hardly be persuaded to look up, and as she understood very 
little English and spoke less, conversation with her was necessarily 
limited. But in spite of these disadvantages, there was something very 
appealing about her. Only her unkempt hands, their roughnesf and 
redness accentuated rather than n itigated by her many rings, bet ayed 
the rigor of the labors she had alvays performed; otherwise she gave 
the impression of a contented and -herished woman, rather than a lard- 
working one, retaining in matuh y, to a surprising degree, the 1 »veli- 
ness she must have had as a g rl. Besides the rings, she woi r an 
abundance of other jewelry, stri igs of coral, and cameos in 1 eavy 
settings which represented consic :rable value, and great golden oops 
hung from her pierced ears. Her beautiful black hair was piled high 
on her graceful head in a crown of heavy braids, and confined- with 
a tortoise-shell comb. Her dress, subtly suggestive of a peasant cost jme,’ 
set off her trim figure to great advantage, and her skin had the me low¬ 
ness of a ripe peach. The few words that she was persuaded to utter 
were spoken in a voice that was sweet as well as shy, and the only 
time that she raised her head, she revealed magnificent eyes and red 
lips parted in a hesitant smile over fine small teeth. Luigi regarded 
her with bursting pride throughout the difficult interview, and when 
she prevailed upon him to permit her return to their cabin, he insisted 
that the d’Alverys should come too, and take a look in at the door. 

“Looka see, our cabin alia same like yours!” he said proudly. “And 
looka see Riccardo, whata good boy!” 

The good boy was sitting up in the berth, still wide awake, but 
perfectly placid, and smiled an unembarrassed greeting to the visitors. 
Obviously he had inherited none of Netta’s timidity, and his English 
was better than Luigi’s. His mother helped pick out the jewelry when 
they went to New Orleans, he told the visitors, with a little prompting 
from his father; but he helped pick out the toys. He and papa were 
beginning to carry toys in the cart now, just a few; but when they 
got their truck, the old one that Cousin Mike was going to let them 
have now that he had bought a new one, there would be room for 
lots and lots of toys. 

“That’s right, Riccardo,” Luigi said delightedly. “Next time we come 
to Belle Heloise, we bringa toys to the twins, don’t we? We bringa 
doll to Sybelle for a present, then maybe the Capitano buy a ball for 
Vail! Now you go to sleep, that’s a good boy!” 

**They seem to be managing all right in one cabin,” Merry mur¬ 
mured, after she and Gervais had finally succeeded in taking their 
leave of the Tramontes without hurting Luigi’s pride by doing so too 
abruptly. “How do you suppose three of them can?” 
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“Oh, I suppose Netta curls up at one end of the bunk and Riccardo 
at the other I And that Luigi sleeps on the floor. And I don’t believe 
any of them v^orries too much about washing. Perhaps I ought to say 
I’d be glad to sleep on the floor for the sake of sharing a room with you. 
But after all, you and I aren’t Italian immigrants, and the sad fact 
remains that the reason Luigi’s doing it is financial, not amorous. He 
wouldn’t think of spending money on two cabins. . . . Obviously he’s 
making money though,” Gervais added thoughtfully. “The next thing 
you know he’ll have a whole fleet of trucks and that fancy grocery 
store, too. Not to mention a house of his own that will knock the 
daylights out of his cousin’s. But that’s not our little red wagon! Come 
on, let’s go up to the pilothouse.” 

It was even cooler in the pilothouse than it had been on the cabin 
deck and at first it was yery quiet. Evidently none of the other passen¬ 
gers had been invited to sit there, for Merry and Gervais had to them¬ 
selves the bench Regine so contemptuously described. The pilot, a spare 
angular man in civilian clothes, nodded to them as they came in, but 
did not speak; he stood staring out into the deepening dusk, smoking a 
pipe and spinning his wheel with a nonchalant ease oddly at variance 
with his general awkwardness. After the boat was well under way, 
headed downstream towards Plaquemine, a variety of sounds began 
to drift up from below decks—^tbe clatter of crockery negligently 
handled as it was washed and put away; the occasional clang of the 
fire doprs leading into the boilers, as these were slammed shut; the 
rhythmic puff of the blower fan, almost as though the boat were 
drawing labored breath; voices of passengers who had finished their 
steamboat hash and were now seated on the forward deck, talking. 
But all these sounds seemed to come from a great distance, they were 
all indistinct and unfamiliar; Gervais and Merry, conscious of an alien 
atmosphere, spoke to each other in hushed tones, and only occasionally. 
Once Gervais addressed the pilot. 

“Is it all right if I smoke a cigarette?” 

“Sure.” 

Without elaborating on this statement, the pilot relapsed into the 
silence that had hitherto engulfed him. Eventually it^^^ecame so op¬ 
pressive that Merry and Gervais did not speak either. Gervais’ cigarette 
made a tiny point of light in the enveloping darkness, but no other 
was visible except an occasional beacon until they came within sight 
of Plaquemine. Then the blaring whistle sounded again and the l^at 
turned, backing water, to make the landing below the locks. A power¬ 
fully built, pleasant-faced priest, wearing a travel-stained cassock, dis¬ 
embarked alone, and a rubicund groceryman standing by a mule-cart 
was apparently the only white person who had come to meet the boat; 
but half a dozen Negro girls, dressed in flimsy blouses and bright- 
colored skirts, were evidently awaiting its arrival with eagerness. Far 
from maintaining the attitude of contempt with which Dinah had 
regarded the roustabouts, they immediately opened an exchange of 
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extremely broad jokes with these ribald deckhands, as the men began 
to carry boxes of grcx:eries down the gangplank, depositing them near 
the waiting mule-cart. 

“Don’ yo’ want a fella with a strong back fo’ liftin’ boxes, gal?” 

“Huh! Strong back fo’ liftin’ boxes don’ mean nothin’.” 

“Dat ain’t what ’em gals on Rampart Street tells me, and dey done 
got you skint a mile fo’ looks.” 

“Maybe dey is got me skint fo’ looks, but dey don’ know real j nens 
like Ah does. Dem po’ N’Yawlin^ folkses, dey don’ never see no real 
mens like us has got on Bayou l^aquemine.” 

“Real mens! Some po’ ol’ cottci chopper, dat’s all you’s ever jot.” 

This interchange of civilities d d not seriously hamper the pr icess 
of unloading, which was enlivem d rather than hampered by it. The 
mate stood idly by, ostensibly to 1: urry the process, occasionally g nng 
vent to a phrase or two of listles j profanity, and then left the rew 
to go its own way, while he occi pied himself with the placeme: t of 
some timbers, on which to drive off the two Ford “phaetons” m aose 
disembarkation he proposed to han lie personally. The roustabouts, heir 
heads grotesquely draped with gunnysacks which fell shawl-lile to 
their shoulders, kept moving back and forth between the crest o: the 
levee and the boiler deck, with ihe strange gait which was nether 
a walk nor a trot nor a shuffle, but which was so peculiarly their own. 
The boat’s electric searchlight played upon their figures, etching them 
out vividly in the long oval of radiance it threw upon the sloping 
grassy backdrop of the levee, and their shadows, shifting grotesquely 
about the sward, seemed bent upon a weird dance of their own. The 
roustabouts did not continuously banter with the bold little hussies 
who were so ready to jest with them. Some of them chanted, in a 
singsong as eerie as their gait, and as peculiarly their own: 

“We got these twenty boxes to unload.” 

“Yes, Lord!” 

“Twenty boxes oflen de steamboat and up on de levee.” 

“Yes, Lord!” 

“Pile gettin’ smaller, boys, time to rest is cornin’ fast.” 

“Yes, Lord!” 

“Only three more boxes left, boys. Oh, possum and cornbreadi” 

“Yes, Lord!” 

“Jes’ one mo’ time-” 

“Yes, Lord!” 

The chanting and “coonjining” came to an end only when the un¬ 
loading was finished. The soap and breakfast food, the salt and 
canned goods, were all on the crest of the levee then, and the rubicund 
grocer, having signed the waybills handed him by the mudclerk, was 
supervising the removal of the commodities he had purchased; the 
mule-cart began to move slowly down the ramp on the landward side 
of the levee. The mate, having directed the adjustment of the 
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timbers to form rails, in a way that was satisfactory to him, was trying 
to drive the first of the two Ford phaetons up the levee. It did not have 
power enough of its own to make the grade, and he was obliged to 
call the roustabouts, who were now resting from their labors, and 
joking again with the little hussies, to come and push it. The second 
phaeton behaved better; it bucked successfully over the crest and 
rolled triumphantly down the other side. With the disposal of the 
phaetons, the stop at Plaquemine came to a logical close. Blaring out 
one more whistle blast, the boat backed into the stream and floated 
off into the night; only the beacon lights, upheld by their tripods, 
pierced the profundity of the darkness. 

“Have coffee.?*" 

The taciturn pilot’s abrupt question, suddenly shot out of the silence, 
was ^startling out of all proportion to its importance. However, both 
Merry and Gervais managed to answer in the affirmative, and the 
pilot leaned towards a speaking tube attached to the wall, and address¬ 
ing some unidentified personage below decks, called imperatively for 
refreshments. An untidy mess boy promptly appeared carrying a tin 
tray, set with thick white cups, a battered sugar bowl, and a can of 
condensed milk. 

“Take cream.?” 

Merry and Gervais said that they would; the coffee was very bad 
and the condensed milk did not improve it, but the travelers swal¬ 
lowed it somehow, feeling it would be ungracious to reject the pilot’s 
expression of hospitality. Fearful lest he might repeat it, however. 
Merry said that she was beginning to get sleepy, and that she thought 
it might be a good idea to go to bed. They went carefully down the 
gangway, finding most of the cabins, including the Tramontes’, al¬ 
ready in darkness, but the saloon was still brightly illuminated. The 
captain, the mate and the mudclerk, together with three male passen¬ 
gers, were now having a game of penny ante, in which they were 
agreeably absorbed. None of them even looked up at the d’Alverys’ 
approach; but, almost simultaneously, a sound of scuffling and sudden 
oaths, followed by a sharp outcry came from the forep^ak. The mate, 
himself swearing vociferously this time, vaulted up and'shot out of the 
door. As he tore past them, Merry shrank back, grasping Gervais’ arm. 

“What’s happened.?” 

“Some kind of a sudden quarrel among the roustabouts. A knife 
fight probably.” 

“They—they won’t get killed, will they.?” 

“No, of course not. The mate probably has the fighters separated by 
now. He’s used to dealing with that sort of thing—it happens often 
enough.” 

“But why should it?” 

“It might be over a dice game—^but most likely it’s about one of 
those little hellions we saw on the levee. Even white men fight over 
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perfect ladies, sometimes, you know. Come on, honey, let’s get to 
bed. There’s nothing to worry about.” 

She did not feel entirely reassured, but she did not want to seem 
silly either, so she smothered all further expressions of anxiety and 
withdrew, reluctantly, to her cabin. In spite of her happiness with 
her husband, there were still occasional moments when he made her 
uncomfortably conscious that she lacked experience and sophistica¬ 
tion. She knew he did not do this deliberately, but she could i ever 
wholly suppress the pangs of regret that she did not, in every A^ay, 
measure up to his standards; and ^he stood for a while in the doo way 
of her cabin, after Gervais had gc ne unconcernedly into his, woj dcr- 
ing, against her will, whether the passage of time would intensi: / or 
eliminate the difference between them. 

The turmoil on the forepeak liad died down quickly, as had 
predicted it would, and the interrupted quietude now seemed wen 
more profound than before. The ame alien quality in the atmosj here 
which had hushed her speech in the pilothouse overwhelmed ^^erry 
now; so did the unfamiliar attril utes of the various landings w lich, 
at intervals, continued to interrupt the progress downstream. The 
blare of the whistle, the churn of the waters, the “coonjining” o: the 
roustabouts were repeated again and again. At Bayou Goula a woman 
disembarked who was wearing a widow’s veil of rusty crepe and 
clutching a large black reticule of well-worn leather; an elderly man, 
also dressed in mourning, had come to meet her, and an old-fashioned 
fringed surrey, with an emaciated white-haired Negro in the driver’s 
seat, was waiting for her. At Whitecastle the departing passenger 
was a much harassed mother, whose three fretful children importuned 
her incessantly, and whose husband called to her angrily from the 
shore, for God’s sake, would she make those kids shut up. Merry 
speculated about these other travelers, whom she had never seen 
before, and would probably never see again; evidently they were all 
plain people, in even more moderate circumstances than hers had 
been before she married. All through the night such people would be 
getting off at landings along the way—Burnside, Donaldsonville, 
Convent, Vacherie, Lutcher, Edgard. By morning there probably 
would be no one left on the boat besides Gervais and herself and the 
Tramontes. Now that the glorious days of steamboating were over, 
not many through passengers used the River. To most persons these 
local stops represented convenience as well as economy. Very few 
went by the River for pleasure. But Merry was glad Fabian had sug¬ 
gested the John D. Grace and that Gervais had fallen in with /the 
idea, regardless of his scoffing remarks to the effect that stern- 
wheelers were in the same class as towboats. She was getting a great 
deal out of the trip; experiences like this would increase her fund of 
worldly knowledge, and for Gervais’ sake she craved this. 

At last she closed the door of her cool little cabin, and climbing into 
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her bunk between the coarse clean sheets, slept peacefully until a “high- 
yellow” girl appeared at her bedside, carrying a red<opper tray set with 
morning cofiee. Merry could not help wondering rather idly whether 
this might not be the hussy over whom the roustabouts had fought; 
the girl had a triumphant look, and she lingered in the cabin with 
such an expectant air that Merry guessed she was eager to be ques¬ 
tioned about something. Thanking her for the coffee. Merry handed 
back the cup half emptied, saying that she preferred to wait until she 
tould drink hers with her husband, and adding that she did not need 
any help with her dressing. The high-yellow girl departed with 
seeming reluctance, tossing her head and clattering the china. Merry 
bathed conscientiously from the bowl and pitcher, supplementing 
the inadequate supply of water with cologne from a little wicker- 
cov|jed bottle her mother-in-law had given her, and talcum powder 
from a gaily decorated can. Then she dressed with the utmost care 
in her crowded quarters. But she felt vaguely dissatisfied with the 
results, as she looked in the small blurred mirror hanging over the 
washstand. She had never used make-up and it did not occur to her 
to do so now; but she wished she might look her very best when 
she met Gervais’ New Orleans friends for the first time, and she could 
not help believing that somehow she might have achieved better 
results if she had been in a less {5rimitive place. She experimented 
with her curls, but they fell stubbornly back in their accustomed 
waves,-and she had no better luck with her blouse, which already 
needed pressing, though it had been spick and span when she had 
left Belle Heloise the evening before. Finally, unable to think of any 
other preparations or improvements she might make, she went on 
deck. 

She saw no sign of Gervais and Merry decided not to wake him, as 
it was still very early. Luigi and Riccardo were not in sight either. 
But Netta was already standing beside the rail, gazing with obvious 
interest at some cargo ships which had formed part of the World 
War fleet but were now tied up in a “graveyard.” On the other side 
of the River a fourmaster, stately even in abandonment, seemed like 
a great adventuress absorbed in reverie over the magnificent gallantries 
of the past. Merry had never seen one like it before. She spoke ex¬ 
citedly to Netta, indicating it. 

“Look at that sailing vessel, Mrs. Tramontel She must have been 
beautiful once, don’t you think?” 

Netta nodded, smiling assent^ She seemed a little less shy than the 
evening before; her eyes were no longer downcast, and she responded 
more and more readily to*Merry"s exclamations of delight, as each 
bend of the River disclosed some new spectacle: the towering grain 
elevator, with a little freighter flying a Norwegian flag drawn up 
beside its conveyors; the long low cotton warehouses, drenched 
in the morning radiance; the spotless liners of the Great White Fleet 
and the dingy ships from Brazil, respectively discharging bananas 
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and coffee; the Chalmcttc refinery, looming up in the distance. Finally 
she spoke, slowly but resolutely, on her own initiative. 

think Napoli more pretty. But I lika New Orleans best.” 

“I hope ril see Naples some day. It must be very beautiful. But I 
don’t believe, myself, that I could enjoy anything more thaii this. I’m 
glad you like New Orleans best, Mrs. Tramonte. Is it all right 
to ask you why?'* 

“In Napoli very poor. In New Orleans maka much money.” 

The reply seemed conclusive. Merry, her eyes on the di tant 
silhouette of the sugar refinery, miide no immediate attempt to answer 
it. Netta asked a question herself. 

“Your man—^he maka money iii New Orleans, too, no?” 

Merry laughed. It was a laugU of contentment and security, and 
pride, and Netta understood it as such. ^ 

“I think my husband’s going to spend it there!” Merry sai»\. “I 
think we’re going to have fun, .''pending it together!” 


CHAPTER XIII 

The John D. Grace had almost reached the Bienville Street lancjling 
when Gervais joined Merry on deck. He glanced swiftly around the 
wharf and almost instantly located a swarthy but extremely handsome 
young man, whose modish attire and slight swagger made him out¬ 
standing in the crowd. 

“There’s Billy Pereira now!” he said. “That lad who looks like a 
prosperous Spanish elegant and damned proud of it!” Then, as Billy 
Pereira looked up with a dazzling smile, doffing a very fine Panama 
hat, Gervais called out, “Hello, Don Guillermo! So this is New 
Orleans!” 

“Hello, yourself!” Billy called back. “Hello, Mrs. d’Alvery! Pm sure 
enough grateful to you both for getting me up to see the sunrise. 
Quite a sight, isn’t it? I’d almost forgotten. . . . And speaking of 
sights, give a look at my new bus, over yonder by the vegetable truck, 
will you?” 

“Not that glassed-in Locomobile showcase!” Gervais followed the 
exclamation with a whistle. “Man, what bank have you robbed? Or 
are you just showing off the state of the coffee market?” 

“Oh, the boys at the Boston Club paid for that—they thought I 
had mice in my paneling when I offered to bet on Parker in the 
election. I hope it didn’t teach them a lesson—I’d like a private Pullman 
of my own—^and the city election comes in September. Pretty smooth 
bus, though, isn’t she?’^ 
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The Locomobile was certainly very smooth, and the vegetable 
truck parked beside it—also the latest model of its type—^proved to 
be the one of which Luigi’s “relation,” Mike Montagino, was the very 
proud possessor. After the simple processes of landing, the d’Alverys 
and Tramontes exchanged introductions to their respective hosts, who 
were both slightly staggered by these, then they all parted with 
mutual expressions of good will, and Billy Pereira continued his 
agreeable small talk as the Locomobile turned into Canal Street and 
rolled smoothly along towards the Grunewald. 

“I’ve got you a slick suite. I’m sure you’ll like it, for it’s really a 
knockout. We were all tremendously sorry that you wouldn’t stay 
with us, but we understood this was a sort of belated bridal fling. 
Motl^cr’s counting on you for dinner at the house tonight, though, 
and^he’s asked a few friends in to meet you. Tomorrow I thought 
we’d take in the regatta from aboard the Suzette 111 and follow that 
with the dinner dance at the Yacht Club—unless there’s something 
else you’d rather do, of course. And Father wants you both to come 
and look over the office—^we’ve just finished remodeling the whole 
building. Three-thirty’s a good time, because everyone knocks off 
for a cup of coffee then and you might enjoy having it with the rest. 
But, of course, you’d be more than welcome whenever you could fit the 
visit in with your other plans.” 

They had no other special plans, Gervais said, in a gratified voice, 
while Merry listened with breathless excitement; they would be more 
than pleased to fall in with all of these. Of course, Gervais wanted 
to call on his broker, Mr. Garfield, the first thing, to find out just how 
much of his sugar was sold and how substantial his credit was. If the 
news proved as good as he expected, he was going to take Merry to do 
some very special shopping after lunch, and they would drop in to the 
office for coffee as soon as they had finished it. Meantime, while he 
was conferring with Mr. Garfield, he believed Merry intended to 
look up some clothes. If either Billy’s sister, or his mother, would 
take her to the best places, of course that would be extremely help¬ 
ful_ 

The pleasant plans speedily developed into delightful engage¬ 
ments. Billy’s sister, Mary Ellen, called for Merry before she had time 
to unpack, and whisked the visitor away in her own smart yellow 
roadster, for an “orgy of squandering,” as she herself described it. 
Breathlessly, almost unbelievingly. Merry bought clothes for the maids, 
for the twins, for the new baby, for Madame Mere, for Cresside, for 
herself. Remembering Cresside’s generosity, when she had come to 
Belle Heloise as a dowerless bride, she took special pleasure in selecting 
an unusually smart outfit for her sister-in-law. She was going to insist 
that Cresside come to New Orleans in the very near future, and 
have “an orgy of squandering” with Mary Ellen, too. Merry even 
began to wonder whether Cresside could not be persuaded to consider 
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Billy Pereira as a suitor, since unfortunately Charles Boylston did not 
seem to be making much headway. 

Gervais was lunching with Mr. Garfield at the Boston Club, so 
Mary Ellen took Merry to Antoine’s, where two other girls^ both 
pretty as pictures and smart as paint, joined them in the Mystery 
Room. Much of their conversation centered on recipes for homemade 
gin—“aged in the bathtub, all of five minutes”—and other expediencies 
brought on by prohibition. Some of it, however, was devoted t) new 
dance steps, new bridge rules, an^l conjectures as to prospective c; rnival 
queens; and one of the girls was [)reoccupied with the romance ol Mary 
Pickford and Douglas Fairbanks which had “thrilled her to f eces.” 
Merry felt rather relieved when Gervais, looking very well si tisfied 
with life, came breezing into tiie Mystery Room while blue lames 
were leaping from the cerises iibilees in process of preparatioi^ and 
said he was ready to take her a’vay. 

“You had a good time, didn’t you, honey?” he asked, struck )y the 
fact that she was rather silent, 2 s they turned into Royal Street 

“Ye-es. They were all just as nice as they could be. And so ittrac- 
tive! But Cresside would have titted in better than I did, Gt vais.” 

“Look here, you haven’t let tliose empty-headed flappers we; r you 
down, have you? I thought you d find them highly amusing! Whith 
reminds me. I’ve got something on my mind I want to talk to you 
about, when we get back to the hotel. But first we’re going to do 
that very special shopping. Here, this is where we’re headed.” 

“Here” was a fashionable jeweler’s, where they were evidently 
expected, for an unctuous clerk immediately came forward, calling 
Captain d’Alvery by name, drawing two chairs up to a flittering 
showcase, and saying that Mr. Straus would be down in just a minute. 
While they awaited his arrival, Gervais outlined the purpose of their 
errand, hitherto unexplained. 

“Mr. Straus is the head of this firm, honey. I telephoned him from 
Mr. Garfield’s office and said we’d be in. I had very cheering news 
from my old broker—my credit balance couldn’t very well be better. 
So while we’re waiting for Mr. Straus to come, I want you to start 
looking around for an engagement present and a wedding present and 
the present you had coming to you when the twins were born. Don’t 
ask Mr. Straus how much anything costs. Just tell me what you want.” 

For a moment she could not answer him. Her eyes brimmed over 
with tears, which she rarely shed, and her lips, usually so firm, trembled 
uncontrollably. Gervais would never have believed that jewelry would 
mean so much to Merry, of all persons. He had not even taken Fa¬ 
bian’s hint very seriously at first, and now he hardly knew whether 
to be pleased or piqued, because the suggestion had proved so 
felicitous. He did not understand that Merry’s emotion was caused 
less by the prospect of possessing ornaments which almost every man 
who could afford it gave to his beloved, than by the long delayed 

171 



discovery that he really wanted her to have these tangible proofs of 
generous devotion. 

“Why, Merry, don’t look at me like that!” he whispered, amazed in 
his turn. “If Td known you were going to take it this way^ I’d have 
warned you beforehand. Come, don’t let these people in the store 
see you cry!” He squeezed her hand, surreptitiously, and leaned over 
the showcase, putting his head close to hers. “Listen, we’ll look at these 
things together. Of course, the engagement present must be a ring. 
The only question is what kind.” 

A diamond solitaire. Merry managed to say, though speaking 
tremulously; she knew that lots of girls thought these were old- 
fashioned now, but that was what she had always wanted. . . . Why, 
they were not in the least outmoded, the unctuous clerk hastened to 
assure her, and Mr. Straus, appearing just then, genially corroborated 
the statement. Of course, that was what Mrs. d’Alvery had in mind, 
wasn’t it? 

With the new solitaire already sparkling on her left hand. Merry 
began to finger the strings of pearls now laid out on a black velvet 
pad for her inspection. It was evident that Gervais felt a pearl neck¬ 
lace was the proper gift for a bride, just as she felt that only a 
solitaire was exactly right for an engagement present. The chosen 
string, complete with a diamond clasp, was soon hanging around her 
neck, and a bar pin having been selected as the third item on the 

list, she fastened it slantwise to the front of her dress, in the same 

way she had noticed Mary Ellen wearing one at luncheon. She would 
feel conspicuous stepping out into the street again, she said, half in 

jest and half in earnest; she was afraid people would turn around 

and stare at her, she sparkled so. But she thanked Mr. Straus very 
graciously for his help and took her departure without too much ap¬ 
parent self-consciousness. Her eyes were brimming and her lips 
tremulous again as she passed through the door. But she regained 
her composure without admonition this time, and the call on the 
senior Pereira passed off with complete smoothness and great satis¬ 
faction to all concerned. 

The coffee-importing house was handsomely located in a beautiful 
old building ornamented, on the outside, with exquisite grill work 
which had been carefully preserved, and appointed, on the inside, 
with furnishings which represented the highest standards of office 
equipment. Immediately beyond the front door was a large round 
table with a black marbleized top, to which small swinging basins, 
uncomfortably suggestive of dental-chair attachments, wefe fastened 
at regular intervals. At this table a bronzed, crisp-haired man was 
sitting, dipping, with a long-handled spoon, into some small tumblers 
which were arranged in front of him, making a strange sniffing 
sound as he put the spoon in his mouth, and then spittiijig out the 
brown liquid to which he had only just helped himself. This man, 
Gervais explained to Merry in a hasty undertone, was a professional 
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“coffee taster”; the little tumblers contained coffee which he was 
sampling—“cupping,” the process was called. The coffee bcai^s in 
small pans, from which the beverage in the tumblers had been madp, 
would be accepted or rejected according to his verdict. Gervais did 
not have time to go into further details, for he and Merry were almbst ' 
immediately swallowed up by the group of clerks eagerly pressing 
around the urn which dominated a small cupboard directly bdiind 
the testing table. A smiling, white-coated Negro was deftly dispe ising 
coffee from this urn, and the clerks who crowded around him, after 
accepting their brimming cups and glasses, began darting in wery 
direction, intent on reaching th ir favorite spot to sip the fragrant 
brew. Merry tried to edge in among the other girls, excited i t the 
prospect of sharing this pleasanu experience with them; but I efore 
she reached the urn, Billy opened the door leading from some sec uded 
sanctum in the rear, and hastent d towards her and Gervais. 

“Hello, there I Father wants \ou to have coffee with him a his 
office. Why didn’t you bring tae Missus straight in there, w thout. 
waiting for me to come out, Ger/ais?” 

“Well, she was getting a greai kick out of it right here. So ‘ vas I, 
for that matter 1 I’ll say you’ve clone a smooth job of remodelirg. t’d 
hardly know the place, it’s so changed since the last time I Siw it. 
That’s a line fresco, too!” He nodded towards the wall, whicJi was 
adorned by a highly colored painting of coffee-gathering peons, but as 
Billy did not seem disposed to let Merry linger any longer in the 
crowd, Gervais followed his host from the open offices to one that 
was completely enclosed, where the elder Pereira—^almost as slim and 
quite as elegant as his son—^was awaiting his guests. 

“Well, Gervais! Well, young lady! Merry—that’s your name, isn’t 
it? I’m not going to stand on ceremony with a pretty girl like you. 
How do you like our quarters here. Merry ? ” 

“I think they’re fascinating. I never dreamed there were places like 
this in New Orleans—^I thought they only existed in Rio de Janeiro, 
or Bogota, or some other exotic city. It’s a sort of story-book place, 
Mr. Pereira—especially this room!” 

She looked around her with unconcealed admiration. The modern¬ 
istic atmosphere of the outer offices had been carefully excluded from 
this one. It was sheathed in mellow paneling and furnished in richly 
embossed leather and intricately carved wood. A fine old portrait 
hung over the marble mantel, and rows of beautiful books, bound in 
half-calf, filled the shelves of a handsome secretary. The outstanding 
ornaments of the room, however, were the coffee cups scattered about 
it, ranging from exquisite gold and silver “miniatures” in glass cases 
and tiny after-dinner coffee cups, to large costly specimens in Spode, 
Crown Derby, lusterware and other priceless porcelains. Mr. Pereira, 
observing the appreciation with which Merry’s eyes rested on these 
treasures of his, addressed her with increasing cordiality. 

“I’m delighted that it pleases you so much, my dear young lady, 
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delighted ... Yes, we’ve managed to preserve this room pretty much 
as it^always was—basically, I mean, basically. Of course, we’ve added 
the little nickiiacics I saw you looking at, ourselves. ... If you ever 
run across ah^^ing that would fit well into my small collection, don’t 
fail to let me know. Now which are you going to have—^iced coffee or 
hot coffee? Jerry’s waiting to take your order.” 

The smiling Negro who had been presiding at the nickel urn 
was now standing in the doorway, beaming more broadly than ever. 
Merry said she would take hot coffee, thereby going up a peg further 
in the old connoisseur’s estimation. More or less monopolizing the 
conversation, and directing it towards her, he went on chatting volubly. 

“So you didn’t realize how successfully we could compete with Rio 
de Janeiro or Bogota when it came to an exotic atmosphere? You must 
persuade your husband to bring you to New Orleans often, my dear 
Merry, and learn better, you really must. What is there alDout your 
part of the state that makes people so loath to leave it? Once they get 
there, they stay on and on. Now tj^ke that handsome young man who 
had a vague idea he’d like to leaVn the coffee business—I mean Sylvestre 
Tremaine. He’s the son of two of our oldest friends; in fact, you’ll meet 
his p^j^ts at our house tonight. I’d have been glad to push him 
straight to the top, if he’d only shown the slightest sign of applying 
Wisnself to the work. But no, his mind was wandering off all the time 
in the direction of the River Road—^well, perhaps I ought to say in 
the direction of a lovely young lady who lives there. Anyway, he 
wasn’t of any use to me. I finally had to tell him I thought he’d do 
better in sugar. I hope I wasn’t a poor prophet.” 

Merry looked at Gervais questioningly, ^uncertain how she ought to 
reply. He caught the glance and answered for her. 

“I’m afraid you were, sir. Sylvestre won’t ever make a planter. His 
^ij^ace is riddled with mosaic disease right now, and he isn’t doing a 
massed thing about it.” 

“Well, well, r m sorry to hear that. But I suppose one must make 
allowances for these young husbands. They can’t help being pre¬ 
occupied. Can they, my dear?” 

Merry did not feel equal to discussing this either. She was un¬ 
certain whether to say Gervais had never neglected his work for her, 
or whether to permit the inference that he was so passionately in love 
with her that their plantation suffered from neglect. She was glad 
when. Gervais took up the ball for her a second time, and gladder 
still when an inconspicuous gesture of his prompted her to give the 
signal for departure. The chance mention of Sylvestre Trehiaine had 
clouded her enjoyment in the Pereiras’ unique establishment. 

She was also slightly disappointed at finding that the Pereiras did 
not live in the French Quarter, which she had somehow taken for 
granted, but in the new “development” at Gentilly, which Gervais 
explained to her was a corruption of the French Chantilly, adding 
that a highway leading from there to Versailles, the old Dc La Ronde 



plantation on the River, was called the Paris Rbad. She listened, with 
polite attention, to these enlightening details, as they rolled along in 
the “glassed-in showcase” which had been sent to take them to the 
dinner party; but the spacious modern mansion. With widc-«prca4ing 
lawns to which they were driven in such luxury, did not begii to 
give her the same thrill she would have derived from a house with 
a quaint old patio, “wing-rooms” and a courtyard kitchen. The 
assembled company, though unquestionably distinguished, was also 
slightly overpowering; she was self-conscious in the presence of 
Sylvestre’s parents, and her faltering command offe*ench deserted 
her when the Consul began to t Ik rapidly to her aBout the at rac- 
tions of Paris and the Riviera, w'lich he seemed to take for gra ited 
she had frequently visited. Onl / the realization that the di iner 
dress which Mary Ellen had helped her to choose that very n orn- 
ing was the prettiest one at the party, and that her new pearls 
could bear comparison with the string Mrs. Pereira was wea ing, 
helped her to forget that it had been a long day, that she was very 
tired, and that mentally as well cs physically she had digested al she 
could. She almost went to sleep, on the way back to the Grune’vald, 
with her head on Gervais* shoulder; and she came to herself w th a 
start, when the car stopped, to hear Gervais suggesting that they 
might go down to the “Cave” and take a few turns before they went 
to bed. 

“The Cave?” she said in bewilderment. “What cave, Gervais?” 

“Not the sort that produced the prehistoric gents who clubbed their 
lady friends into loving them,” he said teasingly. “Wake up, honey. 
It’s just one of the features of the Grunewald—a big ballroom a few 
steps below the lobby level, where the decorations are stalagmites 
and stalactites, made of papier-mache, bien entendu. There’s a jazz 
band and a fine floor show. Come on, let’s have a couple of one-steps 
and see what we can get in a teacup besides tea, if anything. Itll just 
top off the evening for us.” 

The anticipation of peace and privacy in their own suite was much 
more appealing to her, at the moment, than the prospect of the smoke- 
filled atmosphere of a noisy public room, filial to suffocation with 
reveling strangers. But she could not selfishly refuse him so small 
a favor at the end of a day which he had made such a happy one for 
her. He guided her adroitly through the crowded lobby, nodding 
casually to several acquaintances as they wove their way along, but 
not pausing to speak to anyone until they had almost reached the 
entrance to the Cave. Then, stopping abruptly, he held out his hand 
to an immense man dressed in superbly tailored Shantung, who almost 
blocked the doorway. ^ 

“Colonel Sullivan!” he exclaimed. “I don’t know whether you re¬ 
member me—Gervais d’Alvery,” 

“Why, hello. Captain d’Alvery! Of course I remember you. How are 
you?” Sullivan said cordially, his extraordinary voice booming above 
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ijie conflicting sounds which made up the tumult in the lobby. “Is 
Jfdur pousin here with you? Oh—^Mrs. d*Alveryl Delighted to meet 
Are you staying here at the Gruncwald?” 

a few, days. We were just going down to the Cave. Won’t 
you come with us?” 

“Thanks, but my dancing days are over. If you’ll come up to the 
Elks’ Roof tomorrow night though, I’d like to have you as my 
guests. I’ve got a pretty good locker there.” 

“We’d hke to very much. We’re going to the Yacht Club for the 
regatta, and takitig in the dinner dance afterwards, but we won’t 
stay late.” 

“Good. I’ll expect you. By the way, I’ll be in Baton Rouge again 
next week. I’m doing what I can to help the Governor on this Consti¬ 
tutional Convention Bill that’s coming up. . . . Do you see eye to eye 
with him on that?” 

“I had a talk with him about it a few days ago. He has a way of 
making me see eye to eye with him.” 

“That’s a great John Parker, isn’t he? I think I said that to you 
before. Well, I mustn’t detain you now. But I’ll be seeing you tomorrow 
night and next week, too. I was planning to get in touch with your 
cousin anyway.” 

“We’d like very much to have you take dinner with us at Belle 
Heloise, Colonel Sullivan. We’ll make it a point to have Fabian there, 
too.” 

It was rather surprising, Merry thought, as she finally drifted off 
to sleep after many times “two turns” in the Cave, that Gervais had 
put it just that way, almost as if he were piqued because Colonel 
Sullivan had spoken twice about Fabian. After all, Fabian was coming 
to Belle Heloise with increasing frequency now in any case; the 
chances were more than even that he would be there whenever Mr. 
Sullivan came to dinner. And it was not strange that Mr. Sullivan 
should have taken a liking to Fabian. Everyone liked Fabian. Not that 
she would have thought he would stand out especially, in the same 
group with Gervais. Probably Gervais wasn’t really annoyed. Prob¬ 
ably he was only surprised. . , . 

It was very late when they waked—^so late that eager as Merry was 
to crowd everything possible into their brief holiday, she agreed with 
Gervais that it was not worth while trying to go out that morning. 
Instead they breakfasted in their bedroom, lingering over their coffee 
in the pleasant way that had become a habit during the early months 
of their marriage, when Gervais came in from the fields for his sec¬ 
ond cup. 

“You said, just as we were leaving Antoine’s yesterday, that there 
was something special you wanted to tell me when we got back to 
the hotel,” Merry reminded him, spreading jam over her buttered 
toast. “Did you forget? Or wasn’t there time?” 
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•‘No, I didn’t forget. There wasn’t time. But we’ll take time now. 

« . . I’ve been thinking for a long while. Merry, that I’d like to do so^Je^ 
restoration at Belle Heloise.” 

“Restoration?” 

“Yes. You know those small empty buildings back of the Big House? 
Of course they’re in a terrible state of dilapidation now, but they’re 
not too far gone to restore, and I’d like to do it. They balan«:e the 
pigeonniers in front—nearly all the old places had some sort of a 
symmetrical design. One of tho^e buildings used to be a store louse, 
with a room at one end that n ly grandfather and great-grand iathcr 
used for an office. My father nt ver cared to spend much time in an 
office, so he let the whole storehouse fall to pieces. But I’d like to re¬ 
build it—^we really need one—and revive the office custom. There 
really isn’t enough space upsta rs for me to spread out my ] rivate 
papers—the ones I don’t care to ^ceep in the sugar house; there’s going 
to be less and less as our family grows. And, of course, maman vould 
shudder at the very thought < >f having me put the parlor -r the 
library to any useful purpose!’ 

“I think it would be wonder ml for you to have an office o your 
own, and to use it the way your grandfather and great-granc father 
did. . . . What about the other little building?” 

“Why, that was the garqonniere —all the unmarried sons of the 
family slept there, in the early days, after they got away from their 
mothers’ apron strings, and all the bachelors who came to the house 
as guests. My father stayed in it for months and months before he was 
married, and then he and my mother lived in it until her parents 
died.” Gervais paused for a moment, recalling, with his usual re¬ 
luctance, the story of Philogene’s strange wedding night. He had 
never told it to Merry, and he did not intend to do so now, but he 
could not help thinking about it. “Of course, then it ceased to be a 
gar^onnihre —as a matter of fact, Cresside and I were both born in it. 
But it never was kept in really good condition after the War Between 
the States, and when my father and mother didn’t need it any more, 
they let it disintegrate, like the office. They thought it represented 
just one more needless expense.” 

“But you don’t?” 

“No. I’d like to rebuild it. I found the old plans, tucked away at 
the back of the bottom drawer in the plantation desk, not long ago. 
I didn’t say anything to you about them then, because I wasn’t too 
sure how I was coming out for money. But after my talk with Garfield 
this morning, I feel justified in going ahead. Of course. I’d have to 
modify the interior a little to put in modern plumbing and so on. 
But the general effect would be the same as it used to be.” He paused 
again, not because of an unpleasant recollection this time, but to give 
emphasis to his next questipn. “How’d you like to have a little 
house of your own, honey? A little house where you and I could be 
by ourselves? Don’t you think that would be fun?” 
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*Tunl I think it would be heavenly! But are you sure- 

^,"Yes, I'm sure. I didn't spend the whole morning in Mr. Garfield’s 
office—I talked to an architect for half an hour, too. He says he's sure 
l ean find someone in Baton Rouge to do the job, but that if I can’t, 
he'll undertake it himself, whenever I say the word. And I’m willing 
to say it tomorrow morning, if you’ll give the plan your blessing.” 

“GerVais, I don’t think I can stand it, if you keep springing sur¬ 
prises on me like this! First all that beautiful jewelry and now a little 
house of our own! Have you got the plans with you? Can you show 
them to me?” 

“Yes, they’re in my suitcase. Wait a sec, I’ll set the tray down out¬ 
side, and we can spread them on this table.” 

Merry bent entranced over the mottled sheet of paper, brittle with 
age, which kept curling up at the edges until she weighted down its 
four corners with toilet articles. The original plan showed three large 
rooms downstairs, with three dormers above; the rough sketch which 
the architect had drawn from these indicated that one of the down¬ 
stairs rooms could be divided to provide for a bathroom, a small 
dining ro(^ and a kitchen. The other ground floor rectangles were 
labeled “living room” and “master’s bedroom,” each with a fireplace, 
those representing the dormers “baby’s day nursery,” “baby’s night 
nursery,” “baby’s bath and linen closet!” Merry looked up question- 

“It’s lovely, but it isn’t very large,” she said. “There wouldn’t be 
room for all of us, would there? We wouldn’t take Dinah and the 
twins with us?” 

Gervais picked up the plans, and rerolling them neatly, placed them 
back in the metal tube from which he had taken them. “Well, I 
don’t know,” he said slowly. “What do you think ? I’m afraid it might 
be pretty crowded for them and Philogene, too, and we’ll have him 
almost as soon as the house is done. We’ll have to get a second nurse 
anyway, and the twins and Dinah are pretty well fixed where they 
are. Maybe it would be better to leave them in the Big House. But we 
don’t need to decide that right now. Come on, honey, we’ve got to 
dress. I’m afraid we’ve run a little too close to the wind as it is.” 

The telephone on the little table between their beds rang as he 
spoke; the doorman was calling to say that Miss Pereira was waiting 
for them at the Gravier Street entrance. They dressed with frantic 
haste and dashed downstairs in record time, breathless with apologies. 
It didn’t matter at all, Mary Ellen said, smiling at them from her 
yellow roadster. They had plenty of time, if they made it snappy; 
but perhaps they had better shove off now. . . . 

They sped out Canal Street towards the cemeteries, whose white 
tombs rose like tiny marble houses along well-ordered streets; then they 
turned across the New Basin Canal to the dusty shell road and con¬ 
tinued until they passed the huddle of road houses that fringed a 
little park along the Lake Pontchartrain wall. Skirting this, they 



came to the small fenced-in wharf reserved for the use of Yacht Cltib 
members, where an imposing bridge-deck cruiser, flashing with paint 
and brass, was moored alongside. 

“Like in the stories about yachting,” Merry whispered to Gervais, / 
as a white-jacketed steward showed them aboard through the gap 
in the yacht’s ornate railing and conducted them to the afterdeck, 
where gay wicker furniture was attractively disposed under an ochre- 
colored awning. The elder Pereira, dressed in white linens, a blue 
jacket and a yachting cap, rose f/om one oi the orange-painted hairs 
to greet them. 

“Welcome aboard the Suzettei ’ he said heartily. “Make your «lves 
at home, make yourselves at hone! Gervais, you’d better chang that 
Panama for one of the spare a ps downstairs, if you can find your 
size, or you’re more likely than ’ ot to lose it at the first good p iff of 
wind. And Merry, I suggest yo i let Mary Ellen fix you up \ ith a 
scarf or something, to tie around those pretty curls of yours. . . . Now 
let me sec, do you know everybe dy here?” 

General introductions began a id the cap and scarf were both :orth- 
coming before these were finishe-1. Meanwhile the steward appro, ched, 
and making a round of the guests, inquired what they would like 
to drink. Apparently there was a limitless stock somewhere below, 
for nearly everyone chose something different, yet all were supplied 
with the greatest liberality. Slowly sipping her Tom Collins, Merry 
took in the quaint contrasts which the novel scene afforded. 

Occasionally schooners, loaded with lumber, shells, turpentine and 
other produce from the piney woods section of St. Tammany Parish 
moved into the basin. At one side of its mouth was the spreading 
yellow and white Yacht Club; on the opposite point, an octagonal 
lighthouse; and beside this a couple of shed-like buildings which she 
learned were rowing clubs. From one of these a quartette of bronzed 
figures emerged, carrying a long slim shell; and deftly placing this 
in the water, the oarsmen clove through it towards town at an 
amazingly swift clip. Another luxury yacht churned past the Suzette, 
bound for the open lake, followed by a dingy lugger which had 
evidently started life as a sailing vessel. Following their progress 
with a fascinated gaze. Merry suddenly saw something even more 
extraordinary. 

“Look! Do look and tell me what all this is—a parade?” 

“Why, those are only the fish boats,” Gervais explained, a trifle 
condescendingly. 

“You can’t mean that,” Merry protested. “I know I’m new to all 
this, but those lovely little white ships, so clean and all, can’t be fish 
boats! And why arc they all in line, tied one behind the other like 
that?” 

Sensing her shy guest’s bewilderment, Mary Ellen looked at Gervais 
reproachfully and hastened to explain. “It’s this way,” she said. “A 
while back some of the boys figured that the best way to race was in 
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boats made exactly alike or as nearly as they could be. They thought 
half the fun was gone when you knew in advance which boat was 
faster, or when anyone with money enough to get a faster boat could 
make certain of winning. So they got an architect to design a little 
sloop,’ which could be sailed by one man with two others for a crew, 
and the Club built twelve of them exactly alike. Each was named for 
a fish, and so they were called fish-class sloops. Now they’re called 
fish boats for short.” 

“Thanks,” Merry said gratefully. “And where is that gray boat 
taking them all?” 

-“That’s the Yacht Club Patrol Boat, hauling them out to the lake, 
so that they won’t impede traffic while they’re tacking back and forth 
across this narrow little old Basin, and take forever getting outside. 
As soon as they’re past the breakwater, you’ll see them all cast off 
and put up their sails, each sail with a little red fish on it. And it’s a 
lovely sight! Then the race will be on, and the man who wins will 
do it because he’s sailed his boat best, not because he had the fastest 
one.” 

“That’s right, Merry,” Mr. Pereira said, continuing where his 
daughter left off. “And you’d be surprised how popular those boats 
have become. All the Gulf Yacht Chibs have adopted them, and Sir 
Thomas Lipton was so impressed with them when he visited us a few 
years agQ that he donated a five-thousand-dollar cup—^it’s awarded for 
a year to the club winning the fish-class regatta pn Labor Day. We 
race the little fish boats every week end, and the skippers having the 
highest standing at the end of the season are chosen to represent their 
club in the Lipton Trophy Race.” 

“And Billy’s right in there near the top,” Mary Ellen chimed in. 
“He’s almost a certainty for the Lipton Team this year—^he and Billy 
Porteus and Eddie Keep. We’ve got some keen skippers . • . Look, 
there’s our Billy now!” 

“Keep your eye on us and give us your moral support!” her brother 
shouted from the tiller of his little sloop, the eleventh in line when the 
procession was towed past the Suzettes berth. A moment later the 
smooth string began to break up and bob about in the choppy lake 
and almost on the instant the line scattered. The cream-colored sails 
were hoisted and shaken out, revealing their red insignia, as the vessels 
heeled to the smart breeze and began to maneuver. Mr. Pereira called 
to his skipper. 

“Let’s go out, Captain!” 

Somewhere beneath their feet a starter whirred and motors began 
to turn. The white-jacketed steward moved nimbly to the foredeck, 
cast off the bow line, and then hurried aft to cast off the stern line 
from the bollards along the wharf. Slowly the big yacht took on head¬ 
way and moved lakeward. At the first chop of the waves, Merry 
glanced doubtfully at Gervais, and he smiled reassuringly. 

“That doesn’t amount to anything, honey,” he told her. “You’ll 
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get used to it in no time/^ But as he spoke a cannon boomed with¬ 
out warning, and Merry jumped, stifling a small scream. 

“The five-minute gun,” Mary Ellen said soothingly. “That gives 
them a chance to jockey for position—knowing that they have five 
minutes before the race will start. They’ve all got stop-watches. When 
I’m in one of the Skipperette races I always think this is the most 
exciting moment, because usually, at the finish, the boats are too far 
apart to make it thrilling.” 

The Suzette had been headed for a bobbing metal buoy whe i the 
five-minute gun sounded, and b ' the time the starting gun bo. med 
its message, she had reached a p( int well along the triangular ci ujy^e. 
Merry took the second report me re calmly than she had the firs , Dut 
she was confused by the huddle of sails weaving in and out £: the 
starting line. 

“They’re all going in different c rections,” she said in a puzzled oice. 
“Why don’t they all go the same way, if it’s a race?” she t rned 
appealingly to Mary Ellen, who obligingly made a diagram des gned 
to clarify the mysteries of tacking into the wind; but the sketch a hich 
her hostess drew so easily seen.ed very complicated to Merr) and 
after a moment she laid it down. 

“It’s too much for me,” she said apologetically. “But the little ships 
are beautiful. . . . Where’s Billy now?” she added, fearful lest she 
might have sounded unappreciative. 

“He’s on the starboard tack,” Mary Ellen replied absently, her at¬ 
tention now centered on the approaching flotilla. “Wait till he comes 
about. You can tell how they stand on the race by the order in which 
they’ll round this buoy. And the same way at the next buoy, and so 
on. There go the first ones—damn! I think that’s Ed Pinac. Billy’ll 
be fourth. Yep—there they go!” 

Again the Suzette got underway, heading this time for the buoy 
at the lakeward apex of the triangular course, and, for three laps 
around the triangle, her passengers watched the progress of the race. 
Finally the cannon boomed again, for the first yacht had crossed the 
finish line, with Eddie Keep at the tiller. Merry was on the point of 
offering condolences, when Mary Ellen clapped her hands delightedly. 

“Our Willum’s an easy second, children!” she cried. “And that keeps 
him right up there at the top of the standings. Let’s take a little turn 
around the lake before we go in. Daddy, and give Merry something of 
a trip. You know how Billy is, he won’t want dinner for ages yet. 
First they’ll all go to the bar and sail the race over again. And then 
somebody’ll start a dice game, and finally the showers and all. If 
we go in now we’d just have to sit around and hear the rocking-chair 
fleet tell about the races they used to sail in the Calypso or the Shimmer, 
We can kill a couple of hours better out here.” 

Mr. Pereira nodded indulgently and gave the necessary orders. 
Soon they were running eastward past the distant, feathery trees at 
Citrus and Littlcwoods, and sounding the siren imperiously for the 
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drawbridge in the railroad trestle spanning a narrow point in the 
lake. Then, after a tempting glimpse of Fort McComb in the distance, 
they turned about. The pastel twilight was deepening over the lake 
now, and the water was smooth as glass, for the wind had died with 
the sunset. Beacon lights were beginning to wink along the shore, and 
from the Yacht Club beamed a strong white shaft of radiance. Merry 
leaned back in her comfortable chair, contentedly breathing in the 
soft air, her pleasure no longer marred by perplexity. She was genuinely 
sorry when they cut past the breakwater to the wharf again, but she 
was getting tired, too, though it was still only the edge of the evening, 
Kfcry Ellen told her afterwards, as they “freshened up” at the club. The 
c?CTwd was going to meet for dinner on the broad screened gallery 
built out over the water, and afterwards there would be dancing 
inside, with ship lanterns for lights. And Billy would want to show 
Merry the trophy case, with the lovely Lipton Cup that formed the 
centerpiece, and the photographs of past Lipton teams and famous 
old yachts. . . . 

Somehow Merry braced herself to see it through, and afterwards it 
all became a glowing memory. But she was almost frantic with 
fatigue before the dance ended, and when Gervais reminded her that 
they had promised to meet Mr. Sullivan on the roof of the Elks’ Club, 
she looked at him with entreating eyes and gave a little groan which 
she made no effort to suppress. 

“O.K.,- if you’re sure enough all that tired we’ll go back to the 
Grunewald. But Sullivan’s important to me politically, Merry.” 

' “I forgot about that. I reckon I can keep going another hour or so. 
That would be enough to show we appreciate his invitation, wouldn’t 
it?” 

“Plenty. And we can sleep late again tomorrow morning, you know.” 

It was indeed very late when they woke after their gala evening— 
so late that the Jesuit Church, where there was a twelve-ten service 
every day in the year, was the only one where they could still possibly 
get to Mass, Gervais made this announcement, without much en¬ 
thusiasm, from the bed which was effectually separated from Merry’s 
by a telephone table to which a large metal lamp was immovably 
afeed. Sitting up herself, so that her view of her husband would not 
be wholly obstructed, Merry saw that he was still lying on his back, 
with his arms thrown over his head and his eyes half closed. 

“Is it far from here?” she inquired, tossing her curls back from her 
forehead and reaching for her dressing gown. 

“No. Just across Baronne Street. At that, I don’t know if we could 
make it, by twelve-ten.” 

“We can try, can’t we?” 

“Oh, I suppose sol . . . You’re not going to end up more Catholic 
than the Pope, arc you, Merry, after that good Baptist upbringing of 
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yours? Dragging me out to church when Fm still half dead with 
sleep?” 

“Fm not dragging you out I thought you wanted to go. I thought 
you told me all Sundays were ‘holy days of obligation’ and that unless 
you were prevented by illness or some other emergency-” 

“Oh, hell! I suppose I did tell you that! But I didn’t realize you 
were going to be such an apt pupil. Give me a kiss, anyway, before 
you force me to get up, without any mercy, after a tall Saturday a^ght.” 

He smiled at her invitingly, still making no move to rise. Merr ^ slid 
out of her bed and sat down ou the edge of his. He put his arm» 
around her. 

“Happy, darling?” 

“You know I am.” 

“Love me a lot?” 

“You know that, too.” 

“I need to have you say so, ab>ut once in sc often, or Fm no easy 
in my mind.” 

“I thought things were suppe sed to be the other way aroc ,id. I 
thought it was wives who complained if they weren’t rcaj^ured 
on that point often enough, not nusbands.” 

“That’s just the popular fallacy. I feel terribly in need of reasstranee 
right now. Merry.” 

“All right. I love you. I love you more than tongue can tell. But 
Fd love you a lot more if you’d stop acting like a spoiled child. You 
don’t really need any reassurance; you only want me to keep on 
flattering you until it’s too late to go to church.” 

“It’ll serve you right if the epistle is that one about wives being 
subject to their husbands. It’ll inspire me to demand more docility, 
ril get even with you for this yet.” 

He grumbled, under his breath, until they were actually in their 
pew, and afterwards in the taxi which they took down to Esplanade, 
where they dined in state with Madame Omer Estrade, an elderly 
cousin of Madame d’Alvery’s, whom she greatly resembled. But con¬ 
siderable merriment was mixed in with his mutterings, and Merry 
knew that he was not really angry, that he was only teasing her in 
the way that amused and delighted him. All the other Estrade rela¬ 
tives still living in New Orleans had been bidden to meet them, and 
again Merry was somewhat overpowered by the importance and 
dignity of the company in which she was expected to hold her own. 
The Estrades were all extremely civil to her, but they could hardly be 
termed cordial; they talked on and on among themselves, while 
course after course was served, about people and places of which 
she had never heard, apparently oblivious that they were excluding 
her from the conversation or indifferent to this fact. 

“I really believe, Euphrozine, that Lolotte received more presents 
for her First Holy Communion than any child I ever knew. Not that 
this surprised me—^a little angel, if ever there was one. I could not 

183 



control my emotion when I saw her going up the aisle of the Cathedral, 
wearing her white veil, with her hands folded in prayer and her 
eyes fixed on the altar. I felt as if any moment she might be taken from 
us and transported to heaven.” 

“You have reason, Anzolette. My sentiments were the same. But 
speaking of veils, and of gifts, did you realize that there were more 
than twenty yards of rose-point lace in Coralie’s bridal costume and 
that she received almost a thousand wedding presents? Those flounces 
on her skirt, which she inherited from poor, dear Eugenie, were 
simply priceless, and Vincent de Laune gave her the most magnificent 
parure of diamonds and rubies I have ever beheld. She did not wear 
more than half of it at her wedding, for fear of parading too much 
splendor. But she showed the complete set to me privately, so I know 
whereof I speak. Nevertheless, had she been my daughter, I should 
not have approved the match. Of course, the de Launes are very well 
connected. But they have never been on terms of intimacy with the 
d’Alverys. And I have heard it said that old Hyacinthe de Laune, 
Vincent’s grandfather-” 

“Yes, yes, I know that story, too. We can only hope there is not a 
word of truth in it, for Coralie’s sake. It would be terrible if her 
children . • . And if I’m not mistaken, she is already enceinte ” 

“She was, but there has been a disappointment. Now she must 
repose herself indefinitely. First, of course, to recover from this present 
crisis and secondly to avert similar calamitous episodes. I trust she 
will be warned by the experience of Justine, who declined to listen 
to advice from me or anyone else. It is no secret any longer, I suppose, 
that she has now had a series of mishaps and has had to abandon all 
hope of a child. I am not surprised that Roland has sought consola¬ 
tion elsewhere.” 

“Yes, and I hear he has lost heavily at the races besides. Did you not 
tell me, Dominique, that Roland had not once backed a winning horse 
this season?” 

While this went on Merry sat for the most part in silence, tasting 
superlative dishes and sipping vintage wines, though Gervais, no 
longer in a teasing mood, adroitly contrived to bring her into the 
conversation now and then. The afternoon was already far gone when 
the Estrades finally filed solemnly from the somber dining room to 
the sumptuous drawing room, where coffee and liqueurs were served 
amidst a lavish display of bric-a-brac, marqueterie, gilt-framed mirrors, 
crystal chandeliers, family portraits and brocaded furniture; and 
while these refreshments were being passed, fresh cohorts of visitors 
began to arrive. These, it appeared, were not close relatives like the 
dinner guests who still lingered on; but they were kin just the same. 
Merry, whose own family was small and detached, had never before 
visualized such a circle as this, complete, compact and self-suflScicnt; 
she had never before listened to such endless and satisfied discourse 
on trivialities. 
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“I cannot understand how Dieudonn^ ever consented to the sale of 
Trianon! To be sure, it was in terrible disrepair, and he was so heavily 
in debt that he could not possibly have repaired it. But I should have 
let it fall down around my shoulders before I should have sold it to 
Yankees! Protestants from Chicago!’" 

“I do not think I even know their names, Simeon.” N 

“North. I have never heard of any Norths in Louisiana. They are^ 
doing the place completely over—^ten bathrooms, among other s ipfer- 
fluous luxuries. Dieudonn^ is taki ig Melisandc over the Lake. He says 
he is going to look for a small place at the Pass. I do not see ho v he 
could ever have peace there, ush g the money he got from Tri inon 
to buy a place in Mississippi!” 

“Mr. LeBreton offered to send r»ertrand on the Grand Tour wii i his 
two sons, but Rene has declined to let him go, very wisely, I l link. 
There is no reason why Bertrand should leave New Orleans. H i has 
never created even the smallest sc ndal. And with Rene’s practice eady 
made for him to step into, the v ay it is-” 

This was still going on, with no signs of stopping, when G rvais 
rose, saying they would not ha\e time to pack, unless they ret irned 
to the hotel immediately. Upon hearing this announcement, the rela¬ 
tives apparently ceased to regard him and Merry as outsiders, for they 
immediately gathered around, making long farewell speeches and 
sending interminable messages to poor Cousin Isabelle, who was such a 
patient sufferer, and dear little Cresside, who must be quite a big 
girl by now, and the sweet, precious twins, who must without fail 
be brought to New Orleans. As a result of these tardy and prolonged 
courtesies, the travelers caught their train with only one minute to 
spare, and Merry stretched out thankfully on the hard little sofa in 
drawing room A and slept most of the way to Baton Rouge. When she 
came briefly to herself from time to time it was to hear Gervais teasing 
her again. 

“I’m sorry that party wasn’t more comprehensive. I missed about six 
families, all told, and they average ten to the family. My great uncle 
Theodore wasn’t there, for instance, and only four of his daughters. 
He’s quite deaf, so that everything you say to him has to be repeated 
several times. Then there’s my second cousin Elaine. She has a slight 
impediment in her speech, so it’s difficult for you to hear her!* 

“Are you trying to tell me what I’ve been spared, or what I’ve still 
got ahead of me.?” 

“Oh, what you’ve still got ahead of you! And we didn’t even let any 
of the d’Alvery connections know we were going to be in the city. 
I’m afraid they’ll be very much annoyed when they find out we were 
there—of course, some of the Estrades will tell them. The d’Alverys 
are much the more numerous of the two families, because there’s 
Fabian’s branch and my branch, too.” 

“Oh, Gervais, please stop! I’m too tired to hear about any more 
relatives, Estrades or d’Alverys either!” 


185 



“Glad to be getting back to the peace and quiet of the old plantation 
after all, are you, honey? Perhaps you’ll be satisfied to stay there now, 
instead of wanting to run all over the countryside.” 

“Why, I always was satisfied to stay there! Who suggested this trip, 
rd like to know?” 

‘*Not me. Fabian. Blame it all on Fabian.” 

^^Blame it!” 

. “Then you did like It, in spite of the relatives?” 

“Oh, Gervais, Tve adored it all! You know I have! But can’t we 
talk about it tomorrow? I’m so sleepy!” 

Amen met them at the station with the olive-green Buick, which had 
been one of Gervais’ recent purchases. The boy seemed glad to see 
them, but his grin was less expansive than usual, and though he ade¬ 
quately answered the questions which were put to him, he did not 
volunteer any remarks. Yes’m, Miss Merry, the little twinses be’s doin’ 
fine; seems like dey done get more and more pert every day. Yassuh, 
Mr, Gervais, Madame and Miss Cresside dey was all right, too. After 
that, he did not say much, and for the most part, the drive along the 
River Road proceeded in silence. They passed a few parked cars, with 
engrossed occupants, and Gervais remarked to Merry, the edginess 
coming into his voice, that this sort of thing seemed to be on the 
increase all the time—^and if the neckers got more numerous, some- 
body’d better hang red lanterns along the levee, both as a traffic safe¬ 
guard and a trade-mark. Little else had been said when they swung into 
the driveway, now embowered by crepe myrtle in full bloom; emerg¬ 
ing, they caught the first glimpse of the illumined colonnade, framed 
by moss-draped oaks. 

“Do you know what this driveway always makes me think of? The 
approach to the sleeping beauty’s palace!” Merry said, rather hesi¬ 
tantly, Gervais sometimes teased her for her fantasies and she was still 
a little shy about expressing them. But this time he was attuned to her 
mood. 

“I see what you mean. It does give you the feeling of approaching a 
place that’s enclosed and secret. But there was more of wood, wasn’t 
there, surrounding the sleeping beauty’s retreat? And all sorts of 
brambles and thickets for Prince Charming to hack his way through, 
not just privet and myrtle. I don’t remember the details. But my father 
used to read the story to me, in French —*La Belle au Bois Dormant,^ 
the name of it was. That old fairy-story book must still be around 
somewhere. We’ll have to dig it up.” 

“Yes. Besides finding out whether the Belle Heloise driveway looks 
like the enchanted wood, we can get ready to read aloud to the twins, 
when they’re a little older.” 

“To the twins and to Philogene, too.” 

He pressed her hand fondly. He was in high good humor, happy to 
be home again. The trip had been a great success, but no hotel was 
comparable to Belle Heloise in comfort, no other diversions equal to 
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those it afforded, no other occupations so congenial as those intimately 
connected with the land. He would have a good sleep in his own big 
bed, with Merry in his arms, not separated from her by a silly little 
glass-top table with a telephone on it; and early the next morning 
he would be out to see Sance and Plauche, before starting for town in 
time to have a cup of coffee at Izzy’s and find out what was going on, 
so that he would be informed when the legislature met. The Chapouis 
bill for a Constitutional Convention was to be up for a vote any day 
now, and old Judge Dupre from Opelousas was all set to unlimbei his 
heaviest oratory against its nonsub mission feature. ... 

Selah was standing at the door, vaguely apologetic and slightlj di¬ 
sheveled, as usual, but more purpo eful of expression. He did not telp 
Amen with the bags, but hung about while his son dragged t letn 
slowly up the stairs, as if intent on getting something off his mind 

“Good evening, Sclah. Glad to s- e you. Amen says everything’s , one 
along fine since we’ve been gone. ’ 

“Ah don’ know what he say. A i know what Ah thinks.” 

“Well, what do you think?” 

“Madame, she ain’t seemed so well. She been mighty worficcj iand 
uneasy. Yesterday she never left (!e bed at all. She he’s waitin’ uj* for 
you, Mr, Gervais. She wants to sec you befo’ you retires.” 

“All right. I’ll go to see her as soon as I look in on the twins.” 

“She did say, Mr. Gervais, effin she could speak to you alonc*^^^ 

**All right . . . Good night, Selah.” 

“Good night, Mr. Gervais. Good night, Miss Merry.” 

“And now what do you suppose has happened?” Gervais muttered, 
as he and Merry went up the staircase. “That’s a great message to send 
me by a servant—not that I suppose you care.” 

“No, of course, I don’t care. Why should I? It’s natural for a woman 
to want to talk to her children alone sometimes—I’m sure I shall! 
And nothing much can be wrong—you worry too much, Gervais! 
Come see the cherubs with me and then I’ll start undressing while you 
go in and talk to Madame Mere.” 

Gervais had declined, from the beginning, to have the twins sleep 
in his room: it was one thing, he had said, grinning, to share it with 
a pretty girl like Merry, and quite another to turn it into a family 
dormitory. So the big bedroom back of his had been made into a nurs¬ 
ery; the shutter door between the two could be opened or closed at will, 
and Dinah had her own cubbyhole just beyond. Though the twins still 
used the double cradle in the patio during the daytime, they had now 
graduated to separate beds upstairs, and slept in beautiful rosewood 
cribs, representing some of Mallard’s finest craftsmanship, with elab¬ 
orate mosquito bars depending from the testers lined with tufted satin. 
Merry and Gervais did not raise the mosquito bars, nor light the gas 
in the room; they tiptoed in very cautiously, and peered silently at the 
sleeping infants. From the first, they could hear the babies’ quiet even 
breathing, and as their eyes became accustomed to the dim light filter- 
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ing in from the hall, they could see the two plump, quiescent little 
forms, stretched out in complete relaxation and repose. The babies 
did not stir at their visitors’ approach, but quiet as they were, Dinah 
heard them and appeared at the doorway leading into her own quarters, 
still fully dressed. 

“Dey’s done wonderful,” she whispered proudly. “Vail, he done cut 
another tooth, but it come through easy like nothin^ An’ Sybelle, she 
likes her bottle jus’ fine. She done stop her fussin’ right away after she 
didn’t see you no mo’. Miss Merry. Ah reckon it was a mighty good 
thing you went to Nyawlins. Ah’s glad you’s all two back, sho’ nuf, but 
Ah promise you. Miss Cresside and me, we can take care of dem twinses 
without nobody help us, no time. Yes, Maam/' 

She was still gloatingly surveying her charges when Merry, com¬ 
pletely satisfied as to their welfare, went through the shutter door to 
her own room and Gervais crossed the hall to his mother’s apartment. 
Selah’s statement that Madame d’Alvery was “waiting up” for him had 
misled him. He had expected to find her in her boudoir, but instead 
she was propped up against the big square pillows in her great four- 
poster, the white counterpane drawn up smoothly over her old- 
fashioned nightgown, as it had been on the night when he had tried 
to talk to her about Merry. The memory of this interview still rankled, 
in spite of its apparently felicitous consequences; he did not like to be 
reminded of it in any way. But he made a genuine effort to speak cheer¬ 
fully and courteously, as he gave his mother the customary respectful 
though impersonal kiss. 

“Well, maman, we’ve had a fine trip,” he said, “I’m sure Merry’ll tell 
you all about it in the morning. She can give you details about shopping 
and parties better than I can. But Selah said you wanted to speak to me 
about something tonight—alone. What’s on your mind?” 

“I have reason to be very much disturbed about Cresside, Gervais.” 

“Why, what’s the matter with her?” 

“I suppose you would say there is nothing. I feel there is a great deal. 
And I think we may have to take drastic steps.” 

“I can’t somehow see myself taking ‘drastic steps’ as far as Cresside’s 
concerned. I never did have much success along those lines, you know. 
And I certainly can’t do anything unless I learn in which direction I’m 
supposed to move.” 

“Charles Boylston has come very faithfully to see us in your absence, 
Gervais. And he has talked to me very earnestly. Of course, he told me 
long ago that he desired to marry Cresside—^in fact, he paid me the 
compliment of asking my permission to address her.” Madame 
d’Alvery’s tone implied that through this act alone Charles Boylston 
was entitled to a superior place in her esteem, since it set him so far 
above the rank and file of mannerless modern suitors. “But now he has 
told me, with great distress, that he is making no headway. Cresside 
does not even take his proposals seriously. She does not seem to appre¬ 
ciate either his affection, or the very great advantages that the alliance 
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he proposes would bring with it. She declines to listen to him. She even 
laughs at him.^* 

“I could have told you all of that long ago, and so could Merry. 
But I still don’t see where the drastic steps come in. I like Boylston 
immensely—under all the circumstances, I don’t know anyone I’d 
iather have for a brother-indaw. But I can’t hypnotize Cresside into 
failing in love with him, or lock her up in her room on bread and ater 
until she consents to marry him whether she loves him or not.” 

“Then you had better persuade her to go away somewhere. Perh^ ps a 
European trip would appeal to h( r. With the sugar situation wb it it 
is, we could afford to give it to he r and no doubt we could find tome 
discreet relative of ours who wou d accompany her.” 

“You know as well as I do that I couldn’t get Cresside on an c :ean 
liner unless I gave her knockout d ops. I know it’s the classical cu tom 
to send a girl to Europe when you want to break up a love match But 
this is the first time I ever heard of doing it to foster one. She cer¬ 
tainly won’t marry Charles Boylst n if you get her halfway aroun* the 
world from him.” 

“I am not suggesting that you .viiould send her to Europe to gc her 
away from Charles Boylston. But I am suggesting that unless yoi can 
persuade her to accept the protect lon she would have as his wife, you 
do so in order to get her away from Sylvestre Tremaine.” 

“Sylvestre Tremaine!” 

“Yes. Charles Boylston has not been the only visitor since you and 
Merry went away, Gervais. Fabian has also been here very constantly— 
so constantly that I almost had the impression he was watching for 
something to happen. It did happen after he left here Saturday night.” 

*'What happened?” 

“I am trying to tell you, Gervais. I wish you would not display so 
much impatience, no matter how you may feel. He and Cresside 
apparently had a very pleasant evening together. I joined them for 
dinner, and they started a cribbage game immediately afterwards. 
Later, I came upstairs, and when Fabian left, I heard them laughing 
and talking on the gallery. I think Cresside went out to his car with 
him, and watched him drive away. Sylvestre was apparently watching 
for him to leave, too—he must have been somewhere on the place 
already. Because Fabian had hardly gone when Sylvestre called softly 
from the garden to Cresside, who was still on the gallery.” 

“And then you listened?” 

“Gervais, I must ask you not to speak to me as if I were an eaves¬ 
dropper or a spy. The windows were all open. I could not help hearing. 
Of course, Cresside was taken completely by surprise. Any other girl 
would have cried out, in alarm. But you know that she is not easily 
frightened. She spoke to Sylvestre in a controlled way, but very coldly. 
She told him to leave at once, and never to come back again without 
his wife. I cannot repeat the ex^ct words that she used.” 

“You don’t need to. I have a pretty good idea what they were anyway. 
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But I don’t care much for this vicarious information* I still feel-” 

“I do not need to have you instruct me in propriety of conduct, Ger* 
vais. I should not have taken advantage of the open windows, nor 
should I be repeating this to you now if I did not think the occasion 
demanded it. Sylvestre was not violent in any way. He did not try to 
touch Cresside—^indeed he promised her, vehemently, that he would 
not, and I believe he kept his word. But he reiterated that he had to 
talk to her. He said that he had waited and waited for his chance, and 
that now Regine had a severe headache, that she had taken a sleeping 
draft and asked him not to disturb her. So he had seized the oppor¬ 
tunity, in spite of the unseemliness of the hour. He implored Cresside 
to tell him-” 

“What did she tell him?” 

“Nothing. She spoke to him coldly a second time, and then she 
walked to the front door, came inside, and locked it. It is the first time, 
as far as I know, that the front door of Belle Heloise has been locked 
since the War Between the States.” 

“That’s rather beyond the point. The point is that the time had quite 
evidently come to lock it. I don’t for the life of me see why you’re 
worrying about Cresside and why you think she ought to be sent away 
if she doesn’t get married. It seems to me that she showed a good 
deal of sense and spirit—more than I’d have given her credit for, a 
few years ago. And incidentally, I think she can handle this situation 
better than anyone else can do it for her. I suppose you think I ought 
to step into the picture now, and go after Sylvestre with a gun, figura¬ 
tively if not literally. But I can tell you that if I did. I’d only make 
things a darn sight worse than they are already.” 

“I am not suggesting that you should go after Sylvestre with a gun, 
and I admit that Cresside did show sense and spirit. But the after¬ 
effects were very serious, and her conduct since then has been extremely 
strange. I am very sure, Gervais, that she did not sleep at all last 
night. She was extremely pale this morning, and she has been very 
silent all day.” 

“Has Fabian been here again?” 

“No. Before he knew when you were leaving, he had invited those 
two queer old men—^the derelict veterans he has so inexplicably be¬ 
friended—^to spend the day with him. He said he did not want to 
disappoint them. Besides, to do him justice, I must srff he undoubtedly 
felt that there was no special reason why he should return. Cresside 
was happy and tranquil when he left her last evening. Certainly he 
could not foresee that Sylvestre would try to reach her late at night, nor 
had he any reason to suppose that she would be upset today. But she 
has been, still further.” 

“For God’s sake, how?” 

“Regine was here this morning, without Sylvestre. She spoke of last 
night’s headache, and said it was no better when she woke today; so 
Mrs. Hathaway and Sylvestre went to church without her. But siter 
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they had gone, she felt so nervous that she did not want to stay in the 
house alone except for the servants—at least, that was the reason she 
gave for coming over here. Cresside was obviously disinclined to talk 
to her, especially by herself; she brought Regine to my boudoir. 
Regine’s manner was very hysterical, Gervais, and her conversation 
very indelicate. Both were entirely unbecoming a lady.” 

“Perhaps by now you’re not so sorry you didn’t get her for a daughter- 
in-law, after all. I’m only surprised that this is only the first time you’ve 
noticed she hasn’t any self-control. But what happened, spccifica 

“She said she would not have minded the headache, if ther^ 
only been a chance that it was one of the first indications of pregrji 
but she knows it was not. She so d Sylvestre was very resentftiU 
is the word she used, resentful— >ecause there were no prospect^ 'bf a 
child. While they were abroad, sh : went on, he was just as thank*?Jil 
she was that ‘they didn’t get cau.;ht.’ I am still quoting, Gervais/Bift 
since their return, he feels diflerc itly, especially since he has see \ the 
twins and learned that Merry is already enceinte again. This has 2 ?par- 
ently given him a feeling of fr :stration. He reproaches Regine and 
she retaliates by asking him why he is so sure their childlessness s her 
fault—that it may very likely be his. I gather that there have been 
scenes, that these recriminations go on and on. She threw herself about 
and wept while she described them.” 

“The darn fool! How did you finally get rid of her?” 

“Cresside did that. Very adroitly and courteously, I must admit. 
She succeeded in convincing Regine that it would be much better if 
she were at home when her mother and her husband returned from 
church, and also managed to calm her before getting her out of this 
house. Naturally, I did not hear everything they said after they left my 
boudoir, but I could hear Cresside’s voice, and it was very soothing— 
almost sweet. I should hardly have recognized it as hers.” 

“Well, Cresside’s voice has changed a good deal this last year—not 
that it’s the only change either. But we still don’t seem to be getting 
to the point of all this.” 

Madame d’Alvery raised herself slightly on her pillows, and smoothed 
the already even sheet with her white fingers. Then she looked up at 
her son with smoldering eyes. 

“The point o^all this'^ls that after Regine left, Cresside seemed to 
withdraw further and further into herself, looking paler and paler all 
the time. Charles came in and stayed for several hours; but Cresside 
was completely distrait all the time he was here; she did not even take 
the trouble to badger him. And after the twins were in bed she went 
out. It is the first time she has done so since they were born. She told 
me she was going, but she did it tersely, with her hand already on 
the door, and when I called after her, she was gone. She has not come 
back. I have no idea where she went or where she is now.” 
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PART IV 


The Bastard Grain 

June 1920-December 1920 


“A successful sugar planter mus^ possess knowledge or informa* ion 
of many types. He should be an a ^ronomist, a chemist, a mechar cal 
engineer, a surveyor, a veterinary si rgeon, a banker (or at least cno igh 
of one to know how to get funds tor making and saving of a cr( p!) 
and finally a lawyer to keep out of the bankruptcy court; but I say 
above all he should be an optimist nd always ready with the encou ag¬ 
ing thought of T'annee prochaine! He should be one who loves tc see 
the earth turn from the share and the tender shoots of cane mark the 
long brown rows. He should love to see the fields when they lie like 
a sea at calm, under the summer sun, and when autumn come;, to 
see the skillful cutters top and fell the standing cane and cast the purple 
stalks in even piles ready for the wagons. He should love to hear the 
sound of rustling leaves and ringing steel above the song of the workers, 
weird and wild but full of melody. It should fill him with supreme 
contentment to realize that inside the factory the furnace fires glow 
and the engines turn endlessly; that the massive rollers crush out the 
liquid sweets; that the amber juices dance and foam and the machines 
revolve with lightning speed, until at last emerge the pure and sparkling 
crystals, finished product of twelve long hard months.” 

—Adapted from a speech made by Honorable Edward J. Gay at 
Houma, Louisiana, before the American Sugar Cane League, which 
was ta\en from the memorial address delivered by Honorable Theodore 
Wilkinson in the House of Representatives, eulogizing Senator Gay's 
grandfather. 







The Bastard Grain 


June 192Q-Dxember 1920 


CHAPTER XIV 

Cresside started down the driveway without any definite plan of 
action. She did not want to go an\ where or do anything in particular. 
But she desperately desired to get away from the house, which had 
seemed, all night and all day, to be closing in on her like a prison. She 
did not dare stay on the gallery or in the garden, for fear that Sylvcstre 
would suddenly appear and accost her again, as he had the evening 
before. The grounds, already shadowed by approaching dusk, seemed 
to harbor some even more mysterious menace; she had always ranged 
freely through them, but now she was afraid of something indefinite 
and none the less threatening because she visualized it vaguely. The 
idea of escape obsessed her to such a degree that she was unmindful of 
destination; her mother had not exaggerated in saying she left so 
swiftly that she could not be stopped. 

All the servants except Dinah and Lucie had the evening oflF, as they 
usually did on Sunday; therefore. Amen was not in watchful attend¬ 
ance as she sped through the colonnade and across the lawn. She backed 
the first car she saw out of the shed that served as a garage and turned 
it into the driveway. A cardinal was poised on the near-by Ligustrum, 
and at Cresside’s approach he began to dart through the foliage, a 
scarlet streak weaving in and out of the glossy green. Behind the great 
oaks which dominated the west side of the Small Yard the sky had the 
rich color of molten gold, and the Spanish moss, floating 
branches of the trees, looked like gray lace draped against its spScihipr. 
Ahead of her the pink plumes of the crepe myrtles made a radiant alii. 
But she was blind to all this familiar beauty. Despite the roughne^of 
the twisting driveway, she forced the car ahead. Then, having reached 
the highway, she jammed on the brake, and, for the first time, paused to 
consider which direction she should take. 
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Flcctingly, she thought she might go straight to Charles Boylston 
and tell him she would marry him after all, and the sooner the better. 
She knew that if she went back to Belle Heloise with the news that 
she was engaged to him, most of her problems would be solved. But 
she dismissed the idea almost as quickly as she conceived it. Charles 
Boylston was not the sort of man to whom a girl, even a girl with 
whom he professed to be deeply in love, could rush with a declaration 
like that. He would be startled, even somewhat shocked, if she ap^ 
peared, unaccompanied, at his bachelor establishment; and his amaze¬ 
ment over such a breach of etiquette would temper his pleasure in 
seeing her. He would receive her courteously, but not ardently, and he 
would certainly indicate that he assumed only some grave emergency, 
quite unconnected with her own attitude towards him, could possibly 
have brought her to his door at such an untimely hour. Moreover, 
under no circumstances would he wish their marriage to be precipitate 
or unpretentious. He would want an engagement, first formally an¬ 
nounced at some suitable function, and next sufficiently prolonged to 
admit proper preparation for an elaborate trousseau, an impressive 
wedding and an extended trip. He would feel it fitting to present 
Cresside to all his Boston relatives during their engagement, and later 
he wou^d want them all to come to Louisiana for the marriage cere¬ 
mony. No doubt—^though he said so little about his family—^he had 
an unmarried sister or cousin, grim and passe, whom he would expect 
to have a member of the wedding party, and who would elicit no 
enthusiasm whatsoever among the ushers. Probably he would also dwell 
on the obstacle presented by Cresside’s religion; she was sure no 
Boylston had ever married a Catholic, and that only the presence of 
an eminent Archbishop as the officiating clergyman would make 
Charles and his family feel that he was not condescending a little in a 
social sense. Cresside felt unequal to facing all the complications which 
she saw crowding in upon her in connection with Charles Boylston. 
She did not want to arrange any ceremonies or start any arguments or 
raise any issues; she only wanted to find understanding and sympathy 
and refuge, as she had found them that afternoon in the Garden Room, 
with Fabian. ... 

She turned the car abrupdy to the right and swung up the River 
Road towards the capital, wondering how she could have possibly 
been so stupid. Of course, it was Fabian whom she wanted to see; of 
course, he was the only person in the world who would understand 
and help. He would be pleased and not shocked to have her come to 
bis house, and even if he were surprised, he would not show it. He 
migbt receive her rather gravely, instantly realizing she had sought 
h|p out for some special reason, or be might ease the situation by 
cScing one of his wry jokes; but it would be all right either way. 
And there would be no ulterior motive in his welcome; he did not want 
to marry her, he had never thought of her in that way. Fabian had 
been in love with Merry, but Cresside felt sure that was the only 
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she also felt sure that he was not in love with Merry any more, and 
that this was actually less because, as a man of integrity, he would 
not have allowed himself to look at his cousin’s wife with covetous 
eyes, than because he had gradually made the discovery that she did 
not represent his ideal after all. Quoting, as he did so easily andi so 
aptly, he had once said something to Cresside about the type of girl 
he liked best— 

creature not too great and good 
For human nature’s daily food”- 

Of course, he did not add that Merry was too great and good, ind 
Cresside knew that he admired h x sister-in-law immensely and vas 
devotedly attached to her; but th( inference was there just the s$ me. 
Fabian, whose own life was singul ,rly blameless, had infinite toler: nee 
for the weaknesses and misdoings of others. Though naturally t ere 
were limits, Cresside said to hers^ If, wincing a little. Well, that vas 
beyond the point. The point was t at he would be glad to see her, hat 
he would help her, that he was n« t in love with her. She knew, low 
that she realized Fabian was the only person she wanted to see, fiat 
she was still as incapable of facing ^lesire as she was of facing cererr ony 
and controversy. Charles Boylston had never told her that he desired 
her, he had never tried to take her in his arms; but naturally he would, 
as soon as she consented to marry him. And she did not want to hear 
his voice shaken with passion, she did not want him to touch her. . . ♦ 

She had already passed the cemetery which she had so successfully 
cleared, and was now approaching Hathaway Hall. As its white im¬ 
mensity, luminous in the twilight, towered before her, she pressed 
down on the accelerator and sped on. Unbelievable that only a little 
over a year before she had been in and out of that house as freely and 
gaily as she went in and out of her own. Regine had then been her 
most cherished intimate, and Sylvestre, “the old family friend” of the 
Hathaway family, her own accepted suitor. Now Regine and Sylvestre 
were husband and wife, with strife between them already, and she 
herself was estranged from them both, worse than estranged from 
Sylvestre. She listened to Regine’s chattering and complaining, when 
she could not escape from it, with contempt untinged by pity; she 
did not think even Fabian was sorry for this vapid girl who had 
brought trouble to herself as well as to everyone else, and she mar¬ 
veled that she could ever have found anyone so silly and selfish good 
company. She was even slightly ashamed because she had. But she 
did not dwell on shame, in thinking of Regine, as she did in thinking 
of Sylvestre. How in the name of heaven could she ever have loved a 
man like that—shallow, indolent, sensual, insincere.? Why had she 
failed to see him, in that radiant, long ago Easter moonUght, as she 
saw him now in the deepening dusk? 

There was no answer to these poignant questions and there never 
could be. Cresside tried not to ask them of herself, and usually she 
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succeeded. But the sight of Hathaway Hall, once so familiar and 
inviting, now so strange and sinister, had inevitably raised them. She 
tightened her lips and straightened herself in her seat; she had not 
realized it would tire her so much to drive a car. Her back hurt and 
her arms ached; but she had almost reached town now. Just beyond the 
batture, on her left, was The Willows, where she had gone so often 
with ‘‘the gang,” and sounds of revelry were coming from it. She had 
heard indirectly that it had been raided several times, and that this had 
only served to increase its popularity. It seemed as strange to her that 
she should have found The Willows and its habitues exciting as that 
she should have loved Sylvestre Tremaine. Probably it still facilitated 
the same cheap thrills that it always had; but she would only find 
these offensive now. She would not even be able to talk the same lan¬ 
guage as the gang, though once everyone had said she had the best 
“line” in the Parish. It v/as queer what solitude and suffering could do 
to a girl—^solitude and suffering and shame. You did a lot of thinking 
when you lay in bed month after month, with an injured back. You 
thought things through —^things that mattered. But you lost your line. 
You lost your gang. You lost a good deal more than that too. . . . 

She left the River Road and turned into a narrow uneven side street 
that crossed the railroad track. Four or five dilapidated Negro cabins 
were scattered along it, their dusty yards and narrow porches over¬ 
flowing with impoverished but cheerful humanity. Kerosene lamps, 
shiningfthrough the open doorways, revealed further activities inside: 
groups gathered around rickety tables, drinking and dicing, women in 
rocking chairs, holding babies to their bared bosoms, girls wearing 
bright dresses and held closely embraced. Someone was playing a 
harmonica, someone else was singing, two or three couples were danc¬ 
ing, and a little boy was plucking white blossoms from a laden bush 
near a disreputable outhouse. The street, though obviously served by 
neither electric power or sewerage, was within the city limits, and 
the people who dwelt there were subtly different from their country 
neighbors, who lived such a short distance away. Cresside had often 
been told that it was unsafe for a girl to go among them alone, espe¬ 
cially at night. But she felt no fear of these Negroes. On the contrary, 
she rather envied them their undemanding lightheartedness, and 
slowed down to watch them. She thought they all seemed happier than 
she was, and marveled at their merriment, seeing their squalor. . . . 

She did not have far to go now. Approaching Fabian’s pleasant little 
house from the rear, she passed his garden first, bright with zinnias 
and gladioli. Then, as she turned the corner, she saw that his car was 
drawn up before the front door, and that he was on the point of 
getting into it, accompanied by Trcmblet and Vicknair. She called out 
to him, stopping her car- 

“Oh, Fabianl Hello, there! Wait just a minute, will you?” 

He looked up, calling cheerfully back to her. The dusk was deepen¬ 
ing into dark now, but the light from a street lamp fell on his face and 
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as she went towards him she could see that he did not look cither 
annoyed or astonished, but quietly pleased. She had kept telling herself 
that of course he would, but when she saw that he really did, a great 
wave of relief rushed over her. 

“Good evening, Mr. Trcmblet. Good evening, Mr. Vicknair,” fihe 
said agreeably. “Was Fabian just getting ready to take you home? 
Please don’t let me keep you, if he was. . . . But you wouldn’t mind 
if I waited till you got back, would you, Fabian? I wanted very much 
to see you for a few minutes, if I could.” 

“Of course I wouldn’t mind having you wait,” Fabian answered. He 
spoke cordially and simply, as if it were the most natural thing in the 
world that she should come to see him. “Here, take the key. Carm' litc 
went home a couple of hours ag(> and Belizaire’s in there all al -ne. 
He’d be delighted to have your c( mpany. But I’m afraid you’ll 1 ave 
a rather long wait. You see, I’m t.iking my guests across the rive ‘ to 
Port Allen.” 

“It’s this way, Miss Cresside,” P. seal broke in. Now that she loc ked, 
at the two old men more closely, site saw that their faces were pine tied 
and anxious, and there was a quaver in Pascal’s voice that she aad 
not heard there before. “We got a telephone call, us, saying our 
friend Max Stoetzner was mighty low. He had pneumonia last winter, 
and he’s never got his strength back. Every so often he’s had sinking 
spells, and they’ve got worse all the time. Now he’s bad off.” 

“We only got the message a few minutes ago,” Preston took up the 
recital which Pascal, apparently, was unable to continue. “Pascal’s 
granddaughter, she telephoned us here—the call came to her house 
first. So Mr. Fabian said he’d take us to Port Allen. It isn’t as if Max 
was just ailing. It’s like Pascal says. He’s bad off.” 

“You wouldn’t care to come with us, I suppose, Cresside, instead of 
waiting here for me?” Fabian asked quietly. The question was entirely 
unexpected. Cresside looked from her cousin to the two old men 
in momentary bewilderment. 

“Why, yes,” she said finally. “Yes, I’d be glad to go. That is, if I 
wouldn’t be in the way. I wouldn’t want Mr. Stoetzner to think I was 
intruding.” 

“Mr. Stoetzner hasn’t any relatives. I’m afraid he’s going to be pretty 
much alone through this bad spell except for these two friends of his. 
I think they’ll agree with me that you wouldn’t be in the way and 
that you might be helpful.” 

“We’d be proud if you’d come with us, Miss Cresside,” Pascal and 
Preston said, almost in unison. 

“All right then, I will. Would you like me to drive, Fabian?” 

“No, thanks, I think maybe you’ve done enough driving already 
for a girl who hasn’t handled a car in over a year. Come on, let’s get 
going.” 

He had not answered her curtly, as if she had offended his pride by 
her reminder that he disliked driving and that it was not easy for him. 
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She knew he appreciated her thoughtfulness, but he was thoughtful, 
too. He could see that driving was far more of a strain for her than it 
was for him, that while he was awkward and uncomfortable in the 
driver’s seat, he could manage all right and she should not try. Without 
any protest she got in beside him, folding her hands in her lap and 
looking straight ahead of her. She could not tell him any of the things 
she had meant to say, now that the two old men were with them. But 
that did not seem to matter much. She had been reassured already by 
the welcome and now she was comforted by his nearness. It was strange 
that such a crippled body could transmit such a feeling of strengdi 
and security. He smiled across at her. 

“I take it you told Xante Isabelle you were going out.” 

“Yes. But I didn’t say where. Because at the moment I didn’t know 
myself.” 

He smiled, a little wryly* “You speak as if it were of no special 
consequence, just so she has the principal item of information. I’m 
afraid Aunt Isabelle won’t look at it that way. But there’s nothing we 
can do about it at the moment, without a telephone. It’s more impor¬ 
tant for us to be on our way than to relieve her mind.” 

They were already over the crest of the levee and going down the 
long ramp towards the ferry landing. The City of Baton Rouge, tied 
to the shore as an “emergency,” was nevertheless brilliantly lighted. 
The Louisiana, which was in service, and which was also strung with 
small sparkling lights, had reached midstream on her eastward passage 
and was puffing comfortably towards them. Cresside gazed first at one 
and then the other for a long time, finally turning to Fabian. 

“I’ve always loved a lighted ferryboat. And it’s a long time since 
I’ve seen one.” 

He nodded again. “Now that you’ve made a start, you’ll be getting 
out more. There’s no reason why you shouldn’t see one as often as you 
like. We can come down here and look at them together, whether 
there’s any reason for crossing the River or not. I like to see them, too, 
especially when the water’s so smooth you get a perfect reflection, 
and when there’s a crescent moon in an amethyst sky, the way there is 
tonight. Do you wish on crescent moons over your left shoulder, 
Cresside?” 

“I used to.” 

“Well, here’s a good time to begin again.” 

“I was never one to wish on tnoons, me,” Pascal announced from the 
back scat. “But I always spit when I see a hearse. There’s one right 
ahead of us now. I kinda wish there hadn’t been, seelrig that we’re 
going to Port Allen because Max has had this bad spell. Not that 
there’s any connection, of course.” He spat, guardedly, out of the rear 
window. “Some say you ought to spit when you meet a nun, too. But 
I don’t hold to that. All the nuns I ever saw were fine women. They 
didn’t bring bad luck to anybody.” 
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“It’s just as well to be on the safe side, though,” Preston suggested^ 
also spitting guardedly* 

The hearse went clattering over the planks and rounded the curve 
of the open deck. Fabian made a sign to the collector indicating that 
he did not wish to park directly behind it, and swung his car into 
the open space at the bow. Most of the other passengers were leaving 
their automobiles and going off for soft drinks and chocolate bars, but 
Pascal and Preston huddled together and talked to each othej in 
undertones. 

“Wouldn’t you like to get out for a minute, too?” Fabian a?ked 
Cresside. “You can see the moon and the reflections on the water b< ttcr 
by the railing than you can from the car.” 

“Yes. I’d like to very much.” 

They got out, passing a wide-shc aldered Negro who sat hunchec' up, 
busily scraping a long horn with piece of glass. Fabian stopped and 
hailed him. 

“Hello, Willicl” he said cordially. “The way you’re working, :hat 
horn ought to be super-duper, b. the time you’ve finished the job. 
You must be making it for the he.id beater himself.” 

The big Negro looked up with a grin. “Why, hello, Mr. Fabi in!” 
he said in a pleased voice. “Ah lin’t seed you in a dog’s age. You, 
belongs to come across the ferry about once in so often, whether jou’s 
got any call to or not. Us misses you when you doesn’t. No, this here 
blowin’ horn ain’t for no head beater. But Ah’s gettin’ me twenty-five 
bucks fo’ it, and Ah’s bound to give ’em his money’s worth. He^s that 
Yankee genman what’s bought de place down near your kinnery on 
de River Road.” 

“Well, I’ll hope to hear it blowing some day myself then. Mr. 
Boylston’s a friend of mine—he might very well ask me to hunt at his 
place. And he’s a good fellow, too, Willie. He just hasn’t caught on to 
our ways yet.” Fabian nodded in a friendly manner and went along 
further down the bow, with a hand under Cresside’s elbow to guide 
her. “That’s quite a character,” he explained. “Willie Swan, his name 
is. Most of the boys around here call him ‘Ferryboat Bill’—^not to his 
face though. He’s one of the firemen on this ferry. But he’d rather make 
hunting horns than do anything else. I don’t suppose there’s anyone 
around here who can touch him at that sort of work. Did you see those 
scraps lying on the bench beside him? He collects little pieces like 
that and fits them together as skillfully as a cabinetmaker does fine 
wood. Then he polishes and carves them and fines them down so that 
they’ll have just the right texture to give a rich tone. When he started 
out, he’d take any old cow horn he could pick up and tinker with it* 
Presently he was doing such wonders that he began to get orders ftom 
all over the world.” 

“That’s swell, isn’t it? I’m glad he’s had such good luck.” 

The rejoinder was adequate enough, as far as the actual words went, 
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but they had been spoken in a voice that was almost expressionless. 
Fabian saw that this was not the moment for an attempt to rouse 
Cresside’s interest in Ferryboat Bill or in anyone else. He must first 
give her a chance to tell him what was on her mind. They had reached 
the railing and were standing side by side, looking out at the sky and 
the river, and casually, as he had placed his hand under her elbow a few 
minutes earlier, he now put his arm around her shoulder. This time 
her response was immediate. Instead of dreading to have him touch her, 
she suddenly realized she had been hoping he would. Now that he had 
done so, his arm felt as if it belonged where he put it and she was 
not afraid of anything he might say to her either. 

“I’m sorry I couldn’t get out today,” he remarked. “Did you have 
any other company?” 

“Yes. Charles came to dinner and stayed most of the afternoon.” 

“And no doubt behaved all the time like a parfait gentil knight?” 

“Oh, yes! If you can think of a stuffed shirt in armor. . . . When I 
decided to go out tonight, I thought first of going to see him.” 

“Well, I’m rather glad you didn’t. Not just because I’m gratified you 
came to see me instead, though of course I am. But because I’m afraid 
Boylston may not be at his best if you burst in on him unexpectedly. 
I have an idea he doesn’t care for dropper-inners.” 

“Yes, that’s what I thought, to6. I bet we’re thinking exactly the 
same things about him.” 

“I bet we are. He’s a good fellow though, Cresside, as I told Ferry¬ 
boat Bill. Don’t make any mistake about that.” 

“I’m not making any mistake—^at least not about that.” 

“All right, just so you’re sure of it. . . . Any other company?” 

“Yes. Regine came over this morning, while her mother and Syl- 
vestre were at church. She was trying to get over a bad headache. At 
least, I don’t think she was trying very hard. She cried and carried 
on. She said Sylvestre was disappointed because he didn’t have a child.” 

“That’s a pretty common disappointment, Cresside.” 

“Yes, I suppose so.” She turned away from the River and looked at 
Fabian; his face was noncommittal as well as grave and his voice had 
been unusually expressionless when he spoke. But something sharp, 
like a knife thrust, went through her when she heard it. So that was 
one of the reasons Fabian was bitter! Because he hadn’t fathered a 
child, because he thought he never would! He was all over being in 
love with Merry, but he wasn’t all over being a cripple, he wasn’t all 
over. . . . And Sylvestre, who was strong and young and handsome, 
and who could have practically any woman he wanted, was only 
disappointed because. . . . 

- “I assume you managed to get rid of Regine and her weeping and 
wailing without too much trouble,” Fabian said, still speaking without 
much expression in his voice. 

“Yes. As a matter of fact, it really didn’t take very long. I think she 
wore tnatnan down more than she did me.” 
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“And that’s church? You haven’t any nev.o item beyond the fact that 
Charles is a shade too conventional and that Regine isn’t the lea^ bit 
pregnant?” 

“Yes, I have. Sylvestre came last night, Fabian, after you left.” 

“I sec. . . . Can you tell me about it?” 

“There isn’t much to tell. Regine had taken a sleeping powder, and 
he thought ... He frightened me, Fabian, because he came on me so 
unexpectedly. But he didn’t hurt me. I’ve got to be fair. He only said 
he had to talk to me —had to.” 

“And what did you do?” 

“I didn’t give him a chance. I L icked the door in his face.” 

“I see,” Fabian said again. “W ell, I don’t think he’ll come I ick, 
Cresside. I don’t think you’ve got i thing to worry about. I’m mi.;hty 
glad you came into town though. I was tickled to death to see you 
myself and I believe you’re going o be no end of comfort to these old 
men. Because I suppose their frier 1 is going to die. You realized hat, 
didn’t you?” 

“Yes, I realized that as soon as ) )u asked me if I’d come along.’’ 

“We don’t have much trouble understanding each other, do we? 
Look, we’re almost across. We’ve got to get back to the car.” 

He took his arm away from her shoulder and put his hand undei her 
elbow to guide her and steady her. It felt as if it were in exactly the 
right place there, too. And she knew there was nothing more they 
needed to say to each other. 

The little house on the outskirts of Port Allen, at which they finally 
stopped, was no larger than the Negro cabins Cresside had passed on 
the narrow side street crossing the railroad track. But instead of being 
characterized by squalor permeated with good cheer, it was character¬ 
ized by tidiness permeated with tragedy. Everything about it was 
orderly, from the flower beds in the pocket-sized yard and the scal¬ 
loped edging of the wooden roof over the tiny porch, to the center 
table in the front room, which was covered by a yellow plush cloth, 
and which supported a china vase, a Bible and a photograph album. 
A corpulent woman, her uncorseted body a shapeless mass of flesh, 
but her face gentle and sympathetic, met them at the door. 

“I’m Mrs. Hartzberg, a neighbor,” she said. “The doctor had to leave 
on a confinement case, but he said he’d be back as soon as he could. 
He thought he’d get here in time.” She paused to give significance to 
her last statement. “There’s nothing anyone can do, when it comes to 
that. Poor Mr. Stoetzner’s sinking fast. You’re the friends he asked 
for, aren’t you?” she added, looking at Pascal and Preston; and, as they 
nodded, she turned to Fabian inquiringly, 

“I’m Fabian d’Alvery and this is my cousin Cresside,” he explained. 
“Mr. Vicknair and Mr. Tremblet were at my house when the bad 
news was relayed to them, so we took my car and came over. . . . Do 
you happen to know what brought on Mr. Stoetzner’s attack?” 
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“Well, sir—” she hesitated, looking at Cresside as if uncertain 
whether she ought to go on. Then, deciding that this was one of those 
rare young ladies who could face tragedy without hysteria, she con¬ 
tinued, “Of course, fifteen dollars a month isn’t so much to live on. 
You don’t get so much fuel and food for fifteen dollars a month.” 

“But Max had his savings, besides his pension!” Pascal broke in. 
“He could have drawn on those. He always said, him, that he had 
enough to manage with the two together in any emergency. Didn’t 
he. Pres?” 

“I don’t know as I ever heard him say he had enough,” retorted 
Pres, unable to agree, even at such a moment as this. “But he did have 
savings, yes. He could have drawn on them.” 

“He did have savings,” Mrs. Hartzberg repeated. “But he put them 
all into Liberty Bonds, so there’d be more money to fight the Huns. 
Because he came from German stock it made him feel that he ought 
to do more than most in his circumstances. Of course, he could have 
got his money back again, most of it anyhow, but he didn’t want to. 
He was stubborn that way. He wouldn’t admit this was any emergency, 
so he tried to live on his pension. I reckon there was a good many times 
he just sat around in a cold room without bothering to fix himself 
anything to eat. He could have come and sat in our kitchen just as 
well as not, if we’d only known. We always manage to have a good 
fire, ^nd enough to eat, such as it is. But he was certainly one to keep 
to himself. He didn’t go to church or belong to any organizations, 
and he didn’t have much truck with his neighbors except me and my 
husband. He never let on he felt puny until he had the second of these 
spells, and by that time the weather was coming warm and I thought 
he’d be all right through the summer. But I reckon you don’t get over 
any sickness too easy when you’re in your eighties. You keep getting 
weaker anyway from old age. At least that’s what the doctor says. He 
says it’s nobody’s fault, and that the old man could have been took 
with these spells even if he’d had all the money in the world. But I 
feel real bad. I never realized what it would mean when he couldn’t 
work in his garden and raise vegetables.” 

“I’m sorry you didn’t, Mrs. Hartzberg, for of course we’d all have 
been glad to help. But I know you’ve done the best you could. . . . 
You’d like us to stay here, wouldn’t you, until the doctor gets back?” 

“If you please, sir. And I’m going home for a while if you can spare 
me. I haven’t got supper for* my old man yet and he works on the 
railroad. I don’t want him to leave for his shift hungry.” She hurried 
away and Fabian turned to the two old men. 

“Ypu’d like to go in and sit with him, wouldn’t you?” he asked. 
“Cresside and I’ll stay in here. But please call us if you need us.” 

Pascal and Prestpn tiptoed into the bedroom, leaving the door open 
behind them. Cresside could see a shrunken form on the clean narrow 
bed, a pointed face with closed eyes and a lifted chin, and hands un¬ 
like any others she had cvex beheld in bodi coloring and texture— 
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yellow and waxlike and inanimate. She tried very hard not to shrink 
from the sight, and not to stare at it either. She watched Pascal 
and Preston draw two straight-backed chairs up to the bedside, and 
saw them bending over the dying man, who roused himself briefly, 
recognizing them and speaking to them; then he drifted away from 
them again, muttering something wholly unintelligible, and relapsing 
into silence, broken only by heavy uneven breathing. Cresside resoli tely 
looked away through a second o))en door into the kitchen bey )nd. 
She could see a small well-blacke<l iron stove, with a bright tin tea¬ 
kettle placed precisely over one oi the lids, and clean red and v hite 
dish towels hanging from a rack overhead. The place did not Dok 
comfortably cluttered, like most sm 11 kitchens; no currents of warn > air 
and no appetizing smells issued imm it; it looked cool and va ant 
and disused. Somehow it hurt her to see it, almost as much as it had 
hurt her to see the emaciated forn^ on the bed, and again she loc ked 
away, her eyes traveling this time around the tiny parlor where she 
and Fabian were sitting on eithc r side of the center table cov red 
with yellow plush. A cuckoo clock hung on the wall, and every fif een 
minutes a tiny mechanized bird darted out of a little door ind 
screamed; she was so startled the first time this happened that she 
wondered why the sick man was not roused from his lethargy, but 
gradually she grew accustomed to the sudden noise of the clock her¬ 
self. The sounds that drifted in from outdoors, through the window 
opened to the warm June night, were harder to bear. People were 
walking up and down the street, gossiping, quarreling, lovemaking; 
they were unmindful, as they passed by this bare little home, of the 
pitiful old man who lay breathing his life away inside it. Some 
tipplers, exchanging smutty stories, broke into raucous guffaws; two 
angry girls, disputing a suitor’s favor, began to call each other vile 
names; a Negro, strolling lazily along with his arm around his sweet¬ 
heart, broke into husky jubilant song. 

“Oh, what a night to go co’tln’, 

Oh, what a night to make love. 

Some little white clouds wuz a-floatin^ 

High up in de blue skies above. 

De stars wuz a-winkin’ an’ blinkin’ 

An’ de moon wuz a-shinin’ so bright, 

An’ I wuz so happy jus’ thinkin’ 

Of my gal on dat wonderful night.” 

Cresside tried to close her ears to the melody and the sound of kisses 
and shrill giggles which followed it and to focus her distracted mind on 
the room where she and Fabian were sitting. Besides the cuckoo clock, 
various other small carved wooden objects were neatly arranged here 
and there: two miniature bears, a bowl with a fork and spoon lying 
slantwise across it, a chalet with isinglass windows which she thought 
was probably a music box. On either side of the cuckoo clock were 

205 



photographs of men and women in Bavarian peasant costumes, 
encased in black oval frames, and on the mantelshelf a picture of Max 
himself, taken before he was wounded at Donaldsonville. While Cres- 
side was looking at this she heard him speak for the first time, in¬ 
telligibly, though with obvious effort. 

“That uniform I had made on purpose for the dedication of the 
Albert Sidney Johnson Memorial in New Orleans—^it’s hanging in my 
closet. It’s just as good as it ever was.” 

Max did not tell his friends how he wanted it used. However, they 
knew and they reassured him, telling him they would find it, that they 
would get it that moment and show it to him if he wanted them to. 
But he had already relapsed into his coma. Cresside looked down at 
the floor. She was blinded by the tears in her eyes, but she could see 
that though it was bare, it was scrubbed white. She kept on looking 
at it until she had regained her self-control, and then she glanced up 
and saw that Fabian had stretched his arm across the table, that he was 
reaching for her hand. She put hers out, gripping his hard. 

“He—^he was in want!” she said in a horror-stricken whisper. “Not 
somewhere over on the other side of the world—right here in Louisiana, 
a few miles from the place where we live ourselves, in comfort and 
luxury.” 

“Try not to think about it that way, Cresside. He kept what he 
wanted most—^his pride.’^ 

I wonder what you want most, Cresside said to herself, momentarily 
forgetting Max Stoetzner and thinking only of Fabian. Then, remem¬ 
bering what he had said on the ferry about a common disappointment, 
she believed she knew. Fabian and Sylvestre, otherwise poles apart, 
were united in one supreme desire. Each wanted a son, a child who 
would bear his name and appear in his image. Except that, of course, 
the child Fabian wanted would not be crippled, but strong and whole 
as the one in Sylvestre’s vision. Surreptitiously she studied Fabian’s 
face, wondering why she had never before realized how vivid and 
appealing it could be when it lost its look of somber bitterness. We^ve 
dl ta\en Fabian too much for granted, she thought; his deformity, his 
loneliness, his fondness, everything about him. We've shown him we 
depend on him but we haven't shown him we care for him. We haven't 
done anything to ma\e him forget his deformity or alleviate his loneli¬ 
ness or repay his kindness. But we can begin, if it isn't too late. It is 
too late, though; we can't ma\e up to him now what he's missed. I 
can't maXe up to him for anphing. There's nothing in the world I 
can do for Fabian .... 

“I want you two boys to stop quarreling.” The labored voice of the 
dying, man suddenly broke the oppressive silence. “I want you to 
promise. I wouldn’t rest easy in my grave if I thought you were all 
the time bickering, there beside the monument, and me not around 
to stop you.” 
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“Why, wc don’t quarrel, us. We haven’t quarreled in a long time. 
Have we, Pres?” 

“No, not since I don’t know when. Fabian don’t hold with no 
quarreling neither, and we’re at his house a lot now.” 

'Fabian did not hold with quarreling. He held with pleasant, peace¬ 
ful things li\e books and flowers, a bountiful table, a quiet house; and 
he shared all these with his friends, men who weren't of importance 
in the state, men who were poor old derelicts like those in the next 
room. He had no one else with whom to share them; his nerest 
relatives were distant cousins; his father and mother were long 4 'nee 
dead; he had never had any bn thers and sisters. He never w ^uld 
have a wife and children. He had his friends and his flowers anc his 
servants and his dogs. That was all. And there was nothing Cre. side 
could do about it .... 

“There’s money put by for funeral expenses. That means the no ices, 
too. And I want them to have g -od wide black borders. It wou dn’t 
hurt any to have them posted uj' in Addis the same as Port A len., 
Maybe Plaquemine and Baton R< uge, too.” 

“We’ll get them, Max. We’ll liave them put on all the teleg aph 
poles and all the lamp posts, too.” 

The heavy silence descended again on the pitiful little house. This 
time it remained unbroken until the arrival of the doctor, a drab 
elderly man, shabby and stooping. It was plain that he was almost 
dead on his feet. 

“I’m sorry I’ve been gone so long. It couldn’t be helped. A hard 
birth—^high forceps. I was afraid I was going to lose the child, but now 
I think he and his mother will both pull through. . . . Mr. d’Alvery, 
isn’t it? Reynolds is my name. Good of you to come. But I’m afraid 
there isn’t anything either of us can do here.” 

The doctor shook hands with Fabian and then with Cresside, saying 
it was good of her to come, too, apparently with no feeling of interest 
or curiosity about the circumstances of her presence or Fabian’s. He 
went on into the bedroom, closing the door behind him, and asking 
Pascal and Preston to stand back, with a brusqueness that was a mark 
of fatigue rather than insensibility. For a few minutes no further 
sounds reached the little parlor. Then the doctor came back into it 
again, looking more exhausted than ever. 

“Well, he’s gone, poor old fellow. His friends are all broken up. I 
was fond of him and I’ll miss him, too. But that’s a doctor’s life—^first 
birth, then death, then birth again. I’ve got to go to another woman in 
labor tonight. I’d like to speak to you first though, Mr. d’Alvery, about 
funeral arrangements and so on—^alone if I could. Perhaps the young 
lady wouldn’t mind sitting out in the car for a few minutes.” 

The wait seemed very long. Cresside sat still, with her hands folded 
quietly in her lap again, and her head bowed. She was dimly aware of 
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tbc doctor, going out, and a little later of another man, going in— 
a slight mulatto, dressed in black, who moved very quietly. But neither 
man spoke to her or appeared to notice her. Mrs. Hartzberg returned, 
walking heavily; apparently she did not see the girl sitting in the car, 
for she too went by without a word. Cresside felt terribly alone. She 
tried not to cry, but she could not help it. She wept, thinking about 
Max Stoetzner, and she wept thinking about Fabian. She did not weep 
thinking about Sylvcstre Tremaine, for the simple reason that she had 
forgotten all about him. ... 

At last Fabian came out and got into the car again. He did not 
speak to her either, but his presence gave her the same sense of solace 
and security that it had before. As he leaned over to turn on the igni¬ 
tion, she asked an astonished question. 

“Aren’t we waiting for Preston and Pascal?” 

“No. I’ll come back for them in the morning and see if there’s any¬ 
thing else I can do at the same time. But I’ve got to get you home 
before Tante Isabelle has fits and, of course, they’ll sit up with their 
dead friend.” 

“Of course. It was stupid of me to forget.” 

She began to think of the night her father had died, when the house 
had been so suddenly hushed of the gaiety which had been such an 
integral part of him that it persisted to the very end. She remembered 
that her mother, clasping a great crucifix, had lain down on her huge 
white hed, refusing to rise, and that the stricken servants had gone 
about lighting candles in a dim room and massing flowers beside a 
still form. Except when he was relieved by Fabian, who was grave 
and quiet, it was Gervais who had watched ceaselessly by Philogene’s 
side, so shaken with grief that he could not speak; and at intervals 
Cresside, sobbing too, had sat with her brother, while a solemn priest 
recited the prayers for the dead, and various black-robed relatives, and 
innumerable acquaintances whose presence seemed to her intrusive, 
came and went, holding handkerchiefs and talking in low unnatural 
tones. Only Fabian, who had come now and then and put his hand 
on her shoulder, without saying anything, had been of real comfort. 
But before all this happened there had been an interval when she was 
sent away just as she had been tonight. It was not entirely clear to 
her why, but she remembered that the strange, somber man who had 
spoken to her then bore a subtle resemblance to the mulatto who had 
gone through Max Stoetzner’s gate. As if he were reading her thoughts, 
Fabian clarified them. 

“The undertaker’s there now. I don’t know whether you noticed him 
when he went in—a nice-looking mulatto. It was a surprise to me to 
learn that there was an undertaker in Port Allen—1 thought you 
and I would have to see about getting one over from Baton Rouge. 
But the doctor says this man is very highly thought of locally, and that 
he prepares nearly all white persons for burial here, as well as the 
dead of his own race. He seems very gentle and soft-spoken. He’s lived 
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all his life in a little house right by the cemetery near the ramp and 
perhaps that makes him feel at home with dead people. I think he’ll 
make everything as painless as possible for those poor old codgers. But 
what he has to do is gruesome enough at best. You can’t get away 
from that.” 

“No, you can’t. It’s terribly gruesome, Fabian.” 

“Well, try not to think of it. Think about something else.” 

“I can’t seem to.” 

“Of course you can. Think abent the cane coming up all alon^ this 
road. Think about the fight go ng on in the Capitol. Think ibout 
the twins playing on the patio.” 

She tried obediently, finding t unbelievably helpful when I jibian 
suggested she should stand in tae bow with him again whih they 
were crossing the ferry. The sickle moon had set, but in the stil river 
the lights from the city beyond were reflected in columns of rac .ance. 
They were so beautiful that C essidc was glad the boat purs led a 
U-shaped course, instead of goir g straight across, so she could vatch 
them longer. Fabian put his arm around her again, and kept it there 
after they got back into the car a. id until they were within sight )f his 
house. Then he made a commonplace remark. 

“If you’ll get into your car, Cresside, I’ll trail you out to Belle 
Heloise. I’d ask you to come in and have a drink and a sandwicli first, 
but it’s pretty late. I’m afraid Tante Isabelle will be mighty worried 
about you—Gervais and Merry, too, if they’re home by now, and I 
think they must be. You better have the drink and the sandwich after 
you get home.” 

“All right, I will. Thanks, Fabian, for everything. I’m sorry to put 
you to so much trouble—all that extra driving.” 

“Nonsense, it isn’t any trouble. And look here, you must get it out 
of your head that I mind driving. I don’t—not that much.” 

The stars were very bright and the outline of the road and of the 
levee was clear; there was nothing menacing or mysterious about the 
grounds at Belle Heloise when Cresside, closely followed by Fabian, 
turned into them. The house, coming suddenly into view beyond the 
avenue of crepe myrtles, was still brilliantly lighted, the colonnade 
dazzling and luminous in the frame of oaks. As the dogs began their 
inevitable barking, Cresside thought, resentfully, that Gervais would 
be out in a minute, that she would have no chance to say anything 
more to Fabian. To be sure, she had said very little to him anyway, 
not half what she intended, but she had held the feeling that she 
could. Now the chance was over. ... 

Fabian got out of his car, slamming the door. He was not even 
trying to keep quiet. He was telling the household that Cresside was 
back, and that he had brought her home. But as he helped her out of 
her car, surprisingly, he. put Jiis arm around her again after all. 

“You’re not sorry I took you, are you?” 

“No, I’m glad you did. Not that I was any use.” 
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‘‘You were all kinds of use. Preston and Pascal will never forget 
that you were willing to go—and that you did. A woman’s almost as 
necessary in m, death chamber as at a birthing, even if her purpose 
there isn’t quite as obvious. . . . Look, you’re not going to worry any 
more, are you?” 

“No.” 

“Is that a promise?” 

. “Yes.” 

“Cross your heart and hope to die?^ 

“Yes.” 

“All right, then—^you can go to bed now, like a good girl • . . Oh, 
hello, Gervais! Did you have a good trip this go round? . . . Why 
no, I don’t see any reason why you should have worried. If you think 
I’ve brought Cresside back too late. I’ll go in and apologize to Tante 
Isabelle. But hell, I took it for granted you’d know she was all 
right if she was with me. And you wouldn’t have expected her to be 
with anyone else, would you?” 


CHAPTER XV 

Although she herself had succeeded in gaining a stranglehold on 
her family through pseudo-invalidism, Madam d’Alvery was inclined 
to view the bodily infirmities of others with contempt rather than 
sympathy. She did not dislike Fabian, but she had never accorded him 
a position of importance in the family circle: his deformity, in her 
opinion, inevitably signified a general lack of stamina, and to her a 
man without vigor was also a man without consequence. Cresside’s 
constrained behavior, precipitate departure and prolonged absence had 
seriously shaken her, and gradually her anxiety had turned into anger. 
She deeply resented Fabian’s casual rejoinder to Gervais’ indignant 
greeting of the truants, which, like everything that had previously 
transpired, she heard through the open windows. In spite of the un¬ 
timely hour, she sent Lucie downstairs to summon Fabian to her bed¬ 
side, and as he did not immediately appear, she repeated the request, 
somewhat peremptorily. When he finally came, looking tired but un¬ 
concerned, and carrying a highball in each hand, she was kill further 
offended. 

“Hello, Tante Isabelle,” he said, setting the glasses down on her 
night table and pulling up a chair. “We were just pouring out our 
drinks when you sent for me, and I hoped you wouldn’t mind ir we 
went on mixing them before I came up. I thought you might like one, 
too. Gervais said you wouldn’t, but I brought it along anyway. The 
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rest of us sure needed them. Apparently Gervais and Merry have been 
painting the town red in New Orleans. They’re pretty much all in, 
especially Merry. And Cresside and I have just come from a deathbed. 
It’s been a rather devastating experience for her.” 

“I have not the least idea to whose deathbed you are referring, 
Fabian, or why Cresside should have been present at such a spbctacle. 
I have myself been greatly perturbed by her mysterious absence, and I 
think you will admit I am entitled to an explanation of it. Sirce you 
are apparently responsible, at least in part-” 

“Yes, I know. But I thought, under the circumstances, perlaps to¬ 
morrow would do just as well.” While he was speaking, the ta 1 clock 
in the hall began to strike in its sonorous way, echoing through t le bed¬ 
chamber, and immediately after wards the tinkling tune of the parlor 
timepiece came faintly towards hem. “I should have said, later oday,” 
Fabian continued. Madame < Alvery’s drink was still unt( uched, 
and without urging her a second time to take it, Fabian picked up the 
second glass and began sipping from it, deliberately. “I still thi ik that 
would be the best plan—it’s pr tty late, Tante Isabelle. Howe^ tr . 
you already know that Cressi^ie was upset when she left he‘e and 
you know why. I do, too, becau^e she told me. She felt she had to talk 
to someone. Almost everybody needs some sort of a safety valve and 
I’m glad Cresside thought of me in that connection. I’d like to do 
anything I could to contribute to her peace of mind, especially as I’m 
very fond of her. I couldn’t ask her to spend the evening at my 
house because I was just leaving it myself, in answer to an emergency 
call. So I asked her to go with me and my old friends, Tremblet and 
Vicknair, to Port Allen. They got word that Max Stoetzner, the third 
musketeer in that group, was dying. Of course, it never would have 
occurred to me to take Cresside to Stoetzner’s house, under ordinary 
circumstances. Just the same, I don’t think the experience will do her 
any harm, in the long run. On the contrary, I think it may do her 
some good. It’s already taken her mind off some other things that 
seemed to be worrying her.” 

He drained his glass and got up, pushing back his chair. 

“Not that there’s any reason why they should have,” he said. “I’ve 
tried to tell her that. I don’t know whether I’ve succeeded in con¬ 
vincing her or not, but if I haven’t yet, I will, within the next few days. 
I’ll be back for another chat with you, too, Tante Isabelle, as soon as 
I’ve seen that this poor old codger gets a decent Christian burial, so- 
called, and all that. But if I don’t start home now, it won’t be worth 
while going to bed at all. That’s one advantage you have over the rest 
of us. You just stay there most of the time, which does away with a 
lot of bother. You’re a mighty shrewd old lady in lots of ways, and 
believe me I know it. I take my hat off to you.” 

He smiled, lifting his hand quickly to his forehead and flinging it 
out, palm raised, in a gesture .that was half deferential and half mock¬ 
ing. Then he nodded and left the room without further farewell. 
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iMadame d’Alvery blew out the bedside candle which she still con¬ 
tinued to use in preference to gas, and then lay still, slipping her rosary 
between her white fingers. But the movement was mechanical; there 
was no urgeiifi|r prayer in her heart as she did it, only increasing re¬ 
sentment. Gervais and Merry did not come back to say good night. 
She heard them go to their room, more silently than usual, closing the 
door carefully b^ind them, and she chose to interpret this as another 
slight instead of giving them credit for trying not to disturb her. She 
heard Cresside and Fabian moving about downstairs, first in the 
lower hall and then on the front gallery. They were talking, but in 
whispers, as if they were guarding against the chance that their words 
might reach her ears; she strained these futilely, even as she raged 
against the suspicion of eavesdropping. Finally she heard the girl come 
back into the house alone, and then the lights went out, one by one, 
until Cresside’s was the only one left. 

Through the shutter doors dividing her room and her daughter’s, 
Madame d’Alvery could see the girls shadow. Cresside undressed 
wearily, as if the mere effort of stepping from her shoes and letting 
her slip fall to the floor were too great for her. But she did not turn 
out her light immediately after getting into her nightgown, as her 
mother had expected she would. Instead, she stood still for a moment, 
as if hesitating about something. Then she left her bedside and came 
slowly across the room, opening the shutter doors. 

“Are you asleep, maman?** she asked softly from the threshold. 

“No, I have not been able to compose myself. How could I.?” 
Madame d’Alvery asked coldly, still fingering her prayer beads. 

“Then may I come in?” 

“Your request is rather tardy. I should have welcomed you more 
warmly several hours ago.” 

“Yes, I know,” Cresside answered, unconsciously echoing Fabian. 
•‘Just the same, I’d like to tell you I’m sorry I went off at half cock the 
way I did. That is. I’m sorry as far as you’re concerned. It was selfish 
of me, leaving you to worry about me all evening.” 

“I am glad you realize that at least.” 

“Of course I realize it,” Cresside said, coming closer to the bed. “I’m 
darn tired, but that’s exactly what I’m trying hard to tell you. I think 
you’ve got it coming to you. After all, you’ve got a right to know what 
I’m up to when I go out and you haven’t any special reason to suppose 
that I mightn’t be up to mischief. I’m not sorry I went, though. If I 
can do it without going into conversation on a lavish scale, I’d like to 
make that clear, too, before I go to bed. It might be a good thing for 
both of us if we understood each other a little better. I’m willing to do 
my share by trying to make you understand me. Then perhaps some 
time you’ll do yours by trying to make me understand you. Not that 
you ever have yet.” 

She sat down on the steps beside her mother’s bed. In her flimsy 
nightgown she looked even smaller and frailer than in her trim belted 
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dresses. But she did not look frightened any longer. The expression oii 
her pale face was self-possessed and resolute. 

“I don’t see why Tvc been such a fool about SylvestreJ|Mmain^” she 
said. “I don’t mean, a fool to fall for him in the first We don’t 
need to go over all that again. I mean by acting like such a sissy since 
he came back from Europe. I don’t wonder yotfre sore at me. Suppose 
he does try to talk to me? I don’t have to listen if I don’t want to. I 
can keep right on shutting the door in his face, tlie way I did night 
before last. Suppose he does try to make passes at me? He cai’t get 
ray far if I freeze right up, and I do that just at the sight of hil l. He 
couldn’t touch me with a ten-fooc pole. Fabian tried to tell me a while 
back that I oughtn’t to give him the satisfaction of thinking he neant 
anything to me one way or anofher. I did try and I hope I pu up a 
fairly good bluff. But it was ji~st a bluff. I dreaded the very sight 
of him. I don’t any more, thouc a. He honestly doesn’t matter i :> me, 
one way or another. He doesn’i prove anything at all.” 

Madame d’Alvery was still silt at, but she was no longer withe rawn. 
Her prayer beads had sUpped unnoticed from her fingers. She made 
a slight gesture, but it was not towards recapturing the rosarshe 
suddenly felt impelled to stretch out her hands and smooth her ( augh- 
ter’s dark hair back from the giTs soft forehead. Her habit of epres- 
sion was too strong for her, and she did not do it. But Cresside had 
seen the gesture and sensed its significance. Unexpectedly encouraged, 
she w^ent on almost boldly, forgetful of her fatigue. 

“You know, maman, one trouble’s been that every time I’ve seen him 
this spring, he’s given me the feeling that I was stark naked. I don’t 
mean the feeling that I was sitting around somewhere in his presence 
with nothing on but a nightie, the way I’m sitting beside you now. Or 
that I was in bed with him, the way Merry is with Gervais this 
minute—^the way that means more than anything else in the world to 
them both. But as if I were publicly stripped of everything, not just 
clothes but decency, as if Sylvestre had done the stripping. As if he 
wanted to keep me exposed. It didn’t seem possible to me, when we 
were with other people, that everyone who saw us together could help 
knowing what had happened. And when we were alone it didn’t seem 
possible that he wouldn’t make it happen again. The Sunday he and 
Regine came here together, I could almost hear her giggling and 
whispering, ‘Why, Cresside, whatever do you mean, going around 
bare naked like that?’ and when Sylvestre came by himself, night before 
last, I’d hardly caught sight of him before I felt as if he were fumbling 
with the fastening on my blouse so that he could get his hands on my 
breasts.” 

‘‘Cresside, those arc not the thoughts of a modest ^rl. Or the words,’* 
Madame d’Alvery said slowly. But she could not bring herself to speak 
severely. From out of a distant past, she seemed to hear another young 
girl, crying out desperately to her parents, '7^ peux pas me coucher 
avec ce cochon Ih, il veut m^enlever la chemiseV^ That girl’s desperatioa 
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had been silly and groundless, the product of false shame and un¬ 
enlightened j uerility; but the memory of it softened the haughty 
woman whg||i|^ughter had never before come to her in the night 
with whispSP^confidences. In Cresside’s confession of her,sensi¬ 
tivity, her mother remenized a kinship with herself, hitherto un¬ 
divined. ^ ^ 

“You’re wrong. If I weren’t modest, if thal’s what you call it3 
wouldn’t care if I was naked,” Cresside retorted. “And I do. I care 
a lot. Isn’t that what makes the difference? I mean, between being 
in love with a real man and being ashamed that you fell for . a dirty 
wclsher? If a girl’s really in love, I don’t believe she’s afraid of being 
stripped. I think she’s ready to be revealed.” 

“Perhaps you are right, Cresside. Yes, I believe that you are,” her 
mother said, speaking still more slowly. She herself had never become 
ready for revelation; it was in her later relationships that her instinct 
had failed her, not in her first recoil; and that, she was beginning to 
realize, was because she had never really cared for anyone as Cresside 
would still eventually care for some one. Philogene d’Alvery had been 
the only man in her life, and he might have been her lover as well as 
her husband, if she had let him. There was no malice in his mockery, 
and though it was natural for him to be idle and aimless, it was also 
natural for him to be both tender and ardent. But she had persisted, 
first in her role of martyred maiden and later in her attitude as the un¬ 
fortunate victim of a manage de convenance. Philogene had been much 
in her thoughts during the days that Gervais and Merry had been in 
New Orleans. He had asked her to go there with him, shortly after 
their marriage, for a season of opera and a round of visits, and she had 
tartly inquired who would pay the bills for such a trip. It would not 
have cost much and she knew it; she was merely taunting him with his 
dependency. He knew that, too, and never asked her to go with him 
anywhere again; instead, once a year, he had gone off by himself, 
clothed in his outmoded but still dashing best, and spent several days 
at the Boston Club, hobnobbing with his old cronies there, at their ex¬ 
pense. They were glad to see him and were never tactless enough to 
mention that he had neglected to pay his dues. When he returned to 
Belle Heloise, she had received him with reproachful chilliness that 
widened the breach between them. There would never be any such 
breach between Cresside and the man to whom, in time, she would 
want to be revealed. Mutinous and misguided as the girl had been, she 
was generous to the point of prodigality and some day her generosity 
would be her reward instead of her undoing. ., . 

“Anyway, I’m fully clothed at last, mentally,” Cresside was saying, 
breaking in on her mother’s reverie and speaking more lighdy. “You 
might say that I have on a chemise and a pair of corsets and under¬ 
drawers and four petticoats already—in fact, all the things you wore 
when you were a girl. Now I’m casting around for a set of steel 
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armor—^thc sort that has spikes on it. And what was th^ girls 

wore in the Middle Ages, when their true loves went off to the 
Crusades and they didn’t want any trespassing? The chastity 

it was called, wasn’t it? Well, I’m going to h. ve oHiPthose, too. 
When I’m all fixed up like that, Sylvestre W' I’t have a prayer of 
getting at me.’; ^ 

In the dim light whifSl^filtered through the door of Cresside’s room, 
Madame d’Alvery could sec that Cresside was actually smiling, in her 
elfin way. She hunched up her knees and clasped her arms at )und 
them. “Now that I’m sure I can keep him off, I can stop wor, ying 
about other people,” she said cheerfully. 

“Other people? What other people have you been worrying a )out, 
chire?'* Madame d’Alvery asked, with unwonted gentleness. 

“Why, no one special. Almost .myone. I haven’t just been thii king 
about what Sylvestre might do. I’ve been worrying about wh; t he 
might say to somebody else. Di>n’t you think Sylvestre belongs to 
the breed that kisses and tells?” 

“Try to put that out of your mind, Cresside.” 

“Yes, maman, but answer me. Don’t you?” 

Madame dAlvery hesitated, but she could not escape the girl’s earnest 
eyes. 

“Perhaps. Yes, since you ask me, I cannot deny the possibility/* 

“All right then. That possibility’s been an obsession with me. But I’ve 
just realized there’s nothing he can tell that wouldn’t hurt him more 
than it would me. If he were given to getting drunk all the time, that 
would be different—^he might very well get chatty in his cups and say 
plenty that he’d never breathe when he was sober. But Sylvestre doesn’t 
care about liquor, that is, not especially. Looping around isn’t his idea 
of a thrill. It takes something else to give him that.” 

Cresside spoke with scorn. She looked straight at her mother for a 
moment, and then she rose from the steps and came closer to the bed, 
leaning her arm on the counterpane and her head on her arms. At first 
Madame d’Alvery was afraid that the girl might be crying, but pres^ 
cntly she realized that Cresside was only relaxing. She had been very 
tired, but she had persevered and said everything she had started out 
to say; now she could rest. This time, almost unconsciously, Madame 
d’Alvery reached out her hand and began to stroke the girl’s dark hair. 
She did not stop until Cresside looked up again. 

“I thought that all through while I was sitting outside Max Stoetzner’s 
house waiting for Fabian to finish talking with the undertaker,” she 
said. “That’s why I say I’m not sorry I went off this afternoon. I hope 
now that I’ve told you all about it you’re not sorry either. I’ve been so 
close to the whole darn thing here, I couldn’t see any of it straight. 
Now I think I do, because I got further away from it and because 
Fabian got me started on the right track, in another direction. I 
couldn’t have started myself. But I can go on, if he helps me, and he’s 
promised he would. Fabian’s wonderful, isn’t he, maman? I think we 
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to be mighty proud that he’s our cousin. He’s the grandest person 
1 ever knew in my whole life.” 


CHAPTER XVI 

Madame d’Alvery lay sleepless and thoughtful for a long time after 
Cresside finally went back to her own room; but the girl herself im¬ 
mediately fell into a deep and dreamless slumber. The shutter doors 
were still ajar; through cither accident or design, she had failed to 
shut them, though it had never been her habit to leave them open, or 
Madame d’Alvery’s wish that she should. Nothing about the two bed¬ 
chambers suggested an intimate or fond association between mother 
and daughter; they might have been at opposite ends of the house, 
through the desire of both, as far as any closeness or connection was 
concerned, except that of architectural design. Now, for the first time, 
the wakeful woman remained poignantly aware of the sleeping girl’s 
nearness and felt strangely assuaged*by it; at the same time, a fierce 
new desire to protect and support her daughter surged through her 
proud oenstricted breast. When Lucie came in with her early morning 
coffee, she raised a warning hand and spoke in a whisper. 

' ‘Tut down that tray and close the shutter doors. Miss Cresside got 
to bed very late and she was very tired. I don’t want her disturbed.” 

“No, Madame, Ah ain’t a-gwinc disturb her.” 

Lucie moved soundlessly about the room, her expression as usual 
impassive and incurious. But still Madame d’Alvery was not satisfied. 

“I wasn’t referring only to closing the doors and making no noise 
while you are waiting on me. Don’t take her any coffee till she rings 
for you. And tell Dinah not to count on having help with the twins 
from Miss Cresside this morning. I suppose Miss Merry will sleep 
late, too. Dinah will have to manage alone or you will have to help 
her.” 

“Yes, Madame. Ah done understan’ ’bout Mis’ Cresside de fust 
time. You knows Ah be’s glad to help wid de twinses, too.” 

Lude slipped a bed jacket deftly over Madame d’Alvery’s shoulders, 
afiranged her pillows and placed the tray in front of her. Then the maid 
went into the boudoir and dusted quietly until her mistress had finished 
her coffee; through the practice of years, she was able to time her re¬ 
turn to the minute. Afterwards she waited respectfully for further 
orders, vrithout maldng the inquiries or suggestions which would in¬ 
evitably have come from Creassy. 

“t shall remain in the bed until Miss Cresside wakes, Lucies I be¬ 
lieve she intends to go out with Mr. Fabian again—an old friend of 
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his has just died and he may need her help. I shall get up and go to the 
couch after I know her plans for the day. But I do not want to be in 
the midst of my toilette when she comes in to tell me they arc.” 

“Yes, Madame. Ah understands. And don’t you wor^^one T[)out 
de twinses. Ah’s gwine right now to help Dinah with ’em.” 

Lucie departed, taking the tray with her. Madame d’Alvery picked 
up her breviary and read the office of the day, conscious from time to 
time of the normal sounds made by an awakening household wit bout 
giving them any real attention, liventually she closed her book and 
went back to her prayer beads. But her thoughts were still or her 
child instead of her God, and e^ ery now and then her eyes sti lyed 
towards the old watch which ha<i belonged to her father and v hich 
lay on the night table. It was after ten when she finally heard Cre iside 
stirring, softly and intermittently ,i.t first, as if she were still so dr »wsy 
that she did not realize the hour: then with a startled swiftness. The 
girl pattered across the room, knov ked lightly on the shutter doors and 
swinging them open, stood disclosed on the threshold still in her 
nightgown, her small white feet bare and her dark hair tumbled ; aout 
her pale face. 

“Hell’s bells, maman, do you know what time it is? Why cidn^t 
someone call me? I meant to be across the river by this time! Anc. I’ve 
got to see to Vail first.” 

“Lucie is helping Dinah with the twins. There is nothing for which 
I require her at this moment. It had occurred to me that you would 
wish to go out again, and I am glad to dispense with Lucie’s services, 
so that you can. But I thought you needed rest first, Cresside. I gave 
the orders that you were not to be disturbed.” 

“Well, I’ve sure got to get started now, if I’m going to be any use. 
Look, I don’t know what time I’ll be back today either. You’re not 
going to worry again, are you?” 

“No, chere, I am not going to worry again.” 

Within half an hour Cresside was already tearing down the River 
Road, and for the next few days she was home so little that Gervais 
hardly saw her. If he had been less preoccupied himself, with the 
activities of the hoe gang and the laying by of cane, he would have 
perhaps attached more significance to her absences and to the subse¬ 
quent difference in her; but neither made any great impression on him. 
He learned, without attaching much importance to it, that she had 
helped Fabian with the arrangements for Max Stoetzner’s funeral, 
after having previously been present at the aged veteran’s death and 
later actively concerned with his surviving friends; and he saw that 
she was graver and more silent than usual. But he assumed this was 
only a passing phase, caused by a strange and stark revelation. He did 
not sense the fact that though she had been sobered by the circum¬ 
stances of Stoetzner’s death, she had been steadied and strengthened 
by some other experience at the same time. 

He did observe that as the summer wore on, Fabian was at Belle 
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Hcloisc more and more, and that he and Cresside were spending a 
good deal of time in each other’s company; but he noticed it without 
curiosity oj^nterest. The corn was being gathered now, the hay 
harvested; HlP^remodeling of the garqonniire and the storehouse had 
begun. He had more than a hundred hands at work in the fields, besides 
the carpenters, masons, plumbers and electricians in the yard. These 
men required an enormous amount of direction, and he had little 
enough spare time on his hands, even for Merry, far less for anyone 
else; he did not connect the change in Cresside’s bearing with Fabian 
in any way. 

For the most part, she still remained on the plantation, giving a 
good deal of time to the twins, not a little to the supervision of house¬ 
hold activities, especially the seasonal one of preserving fruit. This had 
begun with the ripening of the dewberries in April and the figs in 
June; now the laden pear and plum trees would soon require stripping, 
too. It was hard for Merry to stand over a hot stove and Cresside 
did not mind; someone had to supervise Lou Ida, and she was 
the logical one to do it. But when Fabian came out to Belle Heloise 
after office hours, she was never too busy to stroll through the 
garden and grounds with him, and when he suggested they should 
go as far as the batture and spend the evening there, she con¬ 
sented to this, too. There was rio reason why Lucie should not 
continue to help with the twins, Madame d’Alvery said, when 
Cresside first consulted her; she herself required nothing until bed¬ 
time. The girl leaned over to kiss her mother good-by, and afterwards 
Madame d’Alvery rose from her couch and went out on the gallery, 
watching her daughter and her nephew until they disappeared among 
the crepe myrtles of the driveway. Later she suggested to Gervais and 
Merry that it was high time Dinah began training another nurse in 
her own expert ways, so that the newcomer would not be wholly un¬ 
familiar with them when the expected baby was born. A girl from the 
quarters, named Lethe, who was the eldest of a large family, and who 
had shown herself both skillful and tender in the care of her younger 
brothers and sisters, was brought to the Big House and the twins took 
to her kindly from the first. Until the time came when Philogene 
would need his nurse, there was no reason why Cresside should not 
come and go more freely. ' 

The walk to the batture was not long or hard. This widened gradu¬ 
ally from a strip of hard white sand, which lay beyond the levee di¬ 
rectly in front of the house, to a densely wooded triangle ibout half a 
mile distant, comprising over three hundred acres. At some points a 
stretch of sloping ground separated the woods from the sand, and this 
had long been a favorite daytime picnicking place because it was 
shaded without being too densely overgrown. The hard sandy strip, 
on the other hand, besides being used for a bathing beach, had often 
been the scene of evening “beer and shrimp” parties, organized to en¬ 
tertain visiting celebrities, and of moonlight dances, more informally 
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arranged for the entertainment of younger guests. Shrimp were plenti¬ 
ful in the river along the batture; Amen always put out a dozen or more 
shrimp boxes off the bank early in the spring, baiting them with corn 
meal and cottonseed cake, and often the catch continued good until No¬ 
vember. There was excellent fishing, too, both in the river itself and 
in the barrow-pit where the batture began to widen; lines were set 
out in the river each evening and drawn in each morning, heavy with 
catfish and gaspergou. The barrow-pit fishing was not done wrh set 
lines but in person, with poles, and game fish, such as perch, trout 
and sac-a-lait constituted the catcli; the sport which this furnishe( had 
always been a favorite locally, an 1 so had swimming. There wer* two 
bath houses back of the beach, j nd, in the water, a place was ; oped 
off by means of stakes driven ir to the river bed, to mark the imits 
of safety for all but the most e> pericnced swimmers. Because c : the 
river’s changing course, it was accessary to realign the zone ivery 
year, and though Selah had fonaerly taken charge of it, Amei had 
now succeeded his father in att* nding to this task, too. 

Before going to war, Gervais 1 id usually spent a good deal of time 
on the batture himself, helping Amen with the shrimp boxes an I the 
set lines in the early mornings, pi nicking and swimming and dancing 
in the evenings. He had kept a couple of skiffs tied to the bank and 
not infrequently he had rowed across the river for an outirg in 
Plaquemine, with Cresside and Sylvestre and Regine making up the 
party. Plaquemine was a pleasant prosperous little town; there was an 
old saying that it had only four streets but at least one millionaire 
family on every one of them—the Schwings, the Wilberts, the Gays and 
the Sherburns. With so much wealth to draw on, it was sophisticated 
for its size, and the outings had always been lively and amusing. They 
had ceased, at least as far as Gervais was concerned, with his interest 
in Regine. This had never been founded on anything more substantial 
than her prettiness and her propinquity, and after he met Merry he 
was soon deeply attached to her; but as their “understanding” was 
unofficial and his mother’s attitude an obstacle, he had never attempted 
to force an issue by bringing her out of town. 

Since his return from France, he had hardly been down on the 
batture at all. It was not important to him, from the viewpoint of pro¬ 
ductiveness, and Merry’s condition, both this summer and the summer 
before, had automatically precluded her from tramping over rough 
ground and, indeed, from practically all forms of amusement which 
the batture afforded. At first he had been too passionately in love to 
leave her, and later too preoccupied with plantation problems. Now, 
when he saw that his sister was beginning to spend considerable time 
on the batture again, his own dormant interest in it revived. 

“You seem to be taking quite a little exercise again these days,” he 
observed, rather tardily, one evening, as he met her on the stairs. “Back 
not hurting you any more?” 

“Only off and on. I can take walks all right. And, of course, I can 
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fish—that doesn’t require much strength, mental or physical either 4 
when you do it in a barrow-pit. I haven’t tried any strenuous swimming 
yet. Just a little paddling around.” 

“Good. I’m glad you’re having some fun at last. Glad Fabian is, too. 
I’d been trying for a long time to get him out here more. But he 
always put me off. Said he had a jealous mistress.” 

“You dirty liar! You know damn well Fabian never said anything 
of the sort!” 

“Hold on, spitfire! He did say it. But he was talking about the law* 
You know he’s strong on classical quotations. Well, apparently he’s 
appeased his mistress, and it’s a good thing. There’s no reason why he 
should slave himself to death. He’s got plenty of money, so he can 
afford to take it easy. I wish I were in his shoes.” 

“You’d like to be solitary and deformed and completely disillusioned, 
I suppose?” 

“I said, hold on. Of course, I wouldn’t like to be solitary and de¬ 
formed—the disillusionment’s a matter of temperament, not circum¬ 
stances. But we won’t argue over that. I merely meant I envied him 
his steady income. . . . You know, you’ve given me an idea, going 
back to the batture. I think I’d like to have a good old-time beer and 
shrimp party before the legislature closes. I’d ask the whole bunch 
and the usual hangers-on. None of the new members has ever been 
down here for one of these shindigs, and not many of the old ones— 
I don’t need to tell you our father never bothered with politicians as 
such—^he only asked the men he really had a liking for. Would you 
feel like helping me get up a racket of that kind? Or aren’t you equal 
to it? I don’t want you to do it if you aren’t, but all my womenfolk 
seem to be disabled in one way or another.” 

“I’m not disabled any longer, and of course I’d be glad to help. I 
think you’ve got something there—^that flea circus down at the capitol 
ought to get a great kick out of a Belle Heloise beer and shrimp party. 
And you better stir your stumps and give as many of that kind as you 
can while you’ve still got a free field. By the time you’re really a big 
shot in politics, Sybelle will be down there dancing practically every 
night with her crowd, and you won’t have a look-in.” 

“I’m sure not going to start worrying about what might happen 
seventeen or eighteen years from now. Whatever made you think of 
it yourself?” 

She made a little moue and ran on up the stairs without answering 
him. She did not tell him, then or ever, that the evening before she 
and Fabian had been sitting on the sandy strip when the moon rose, 
and that while they were talking together about dancing, the subject 
of Sybelle had come up. 

“Cresside, wouldn’t you enjoy getting out more again?” 

“I am getting out more again. We’ve been fishing twice this week, 
and we’ve brought supper with us both times. I could’ve stayed in the 
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water longer tonight, but those darn shrimp kept nibbling at my legs, 
That’s why I came in. Not because I was tired.” 

didn t mean going fishing and swimming with me. I meant getting 
out more with other people. Or having them come here. You used 
to go in a lot for dancing, Cresside. I hope you’ll take it up again, as 
soon as you feel strong enough.” 

“I shan’t, Fabian.” 

“Why not.? You’re a beautiful dancer. It would be a shame if you 
gave it up.” 

“No, it wouldn’t. I have given it up.” 

“You’re very foolish to say a i aing like that, at your age and with 
your natural grace.” 

“If I don’t ever say anything more foolish than that, I’ll be loing 
pretty well. A darn sight better ’han I usually do.” 

“Look here, Cresside-” 

He stopped. He could not qui‘ e bring himself to say, “Cressid*, if I 
could only dance with you myself, I could cure you of this silly, 
notion. But I can’t, because I’m a cripple and so you’ll have tc cure 
yourself. You mustn’t get too dtoendent on me, because there j re so 
many limits to the ways I can he ip you. I wish there weren’t, but there 
are. You must stand on your o\\ n two feet unless you let some other 
man help. But there are dozens who’d be only too glad of the cl ance, 
good ones, too. Why don’t you let them have it?” She knew this was 
what he was thinking, but she was tongue-tied, too. She could not 
say on her own initiative, “Fabian, I don’t need excitement and ad¬ 
miration any more; I don’t even want it. I only need and want just 
what you’re giving me now, comfort and strength and companionship. 
I’d rather go fishing and swimming with you, or just sit on the sand 
and talk to you, than go dancing with any other man, a man who isn’t 
a cripple, who’s strong and whole and handsome. You haven’t for¬ 
gotten, have you, that I did go dancing with another man who was 
like that and dreaded the sight of him afterwards, until you made 
me see that he needn’t mean a thing to me any more, one way or 
another? Well, you don’t suppse I want to have anyone else make 
love to me, do you, after that? You don’t suppose I want to go 
through all that turmoil and anguish again?” Instead she waited a 
minute, hoping that after all he would go on, and when he did not, 
she said, “I reckon Sybelle will be the next d’Alvery girl to dance on 
the batture. She’ll look lovely, too, if she’s as pretty when she 
grows up as she is now. Can’t you just see her on the white sand, with 
the moonlight shining on her blonde hair?” 

“Yes. It’ll be a beautiful sight. Some poor boy’ll probably go straight 
off his base over it. But that’s still in what’s bromidically called the 
dim distant future. I can see you much clearer and closer. Moonlight 
looks nice on dark hair, too, you know.” 

*‘Well, doesn’t it show up enough when I’m sitting still, for the 
hyt of Mike?” 
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“No, It takes motion to really show it o^. But f^on’t pester you 
about it, if you’d rather I didn’t. . • . propros or nothing, I’ve been 
meaning to tell you that I stopped in at Hathaway Hall a few days 
ago. I sat through half an hour of Mrs. Hathaway’s pronouncements 
and Regine’s giggling chatter and then I went out in the fields and 
had a little talk with Sylvestre.” 

I “I didn’t know he ever went out in the fields. I thought he was one 
of their lilies who neither toiled nor span.” 

“Oh, yes, he goes, every now and then. Of course, he lets Blood do 
all the dirty work, and it’s plenty dirty, in more ways than one. But 
Sylvestre has to find some excuse for a means of escape. No man could 
keep on listening to that giggle indefinitely. He’d go nuts.” 

“Did you have an interesting conversation with him?” 

“Very brief. But very much to the point. I don’t think he’ll be mak¬ 
ing you any more unannounced visits after dark when his wife’s laid 
up with a headache. I mention it just in case you’re still worrying 
about that.” 

“I wasn’t. It was swell of you to go there, Fabian. But Sylvestre 
doesn’t prove a thing to me any more, thanks to you. And I might add, 
thanks to maman. There were a few little matters I’d been brooding 
over and I tried to tell you about them. But believe it or not, I couldn’t— 
they just weren’t the sort of thing any girl says to any man. So I 
finally broke down and said them all to her, the night after Max died. 
I went to her room to apologize for rushing off the way I had, be¬ 
cause, when I thought it over, I figured she had that coming to her. 
Then the next thing I knew, I’d started spilling the beans. I don’t know 
who was more surprised, she or 1. But it worked. We’re getting on 
like a house afire now and IVe got Sylvestre almost out of my system— 
not quite, but almost. Near enough so that I’m sure I’m going to.” 

“Fine. . . . You know, I don’t believe Sylvestre and Regine are 
going to be at Hathaway Hall much anyway, Cresside. They’re plan¬ 
ning to start for Hot Springs pretty soon. And Regine said they might 
go back to the Riviera next winter. Once a planter gets the absentee 
landlord habit, it grows on him.” 

“And then what happens to the plantation?” 

“You ought to know. You’ve seen enough tumble-down places 
around here. It doesn’t take them long to disintegrate in this climate, 
once they’re deserted.” 

“Mrs. Hathaway wouldn’t let that place disintegrate. She’s proud 
of it, whether Regine and Sylvestre care anything about it or not. 
And Regine used to have a complex about it, too. You know that she 
insisted on making her debut and having her wedding* in that great 
empty White Ball Room. She’s always thought it was the zenith of 
elegance. And she had practically a fixation on the gallery.” 

“Yes, but that was when she could get away from it whenever she 
wanted to, in the company of anyone she chose. Especially in Gervais’ 
company. It’s been getting less and less of a fixation since she’s been 
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tied to a man w|io doesn’t want her and who’s bored to death in the 
country. As for Mrs. Hathaway, she isn’t a well woman, Cressidc, un¬ 
less I miss my guess. She’s got a mighty queer color. Of course, I didn’t 
mean to intimate, though, that Hathaway Hall was going to disinte¬ 
grate right away. Blood’s a mighty capable manager. But he’s also 
a periodic drinker and his favorite potion’s whisky mixed with chloro 
form. A combination like that can do plenty to a man’s insides, if he 
sops it up for a week at a time every so often. At that I shoildn’t 
be surprised if Blood came to an untimely end for another reason. 

“You mean, one of his numerous lady friends might polish him off 
some fine night?” 

“Yes. . . . There isn’t much geing on around here you don’t know 
about, is there, Cresside, even if y )U did spend a year in bed? His litdc 
apartment at the rear of the Hathaway boarding house is qi ite a 
seraglio. Half the mulatto kids yc i see stacking cane around that mgar 
mill are his—^there’s hardly a tr fling Negro wench on the pla e he 
hasn’t had, and there have been t^^o or three pretty ugly rows alrc; dy— 
probably you knew that, too. Now Blood’s started a new syste n of 
seduction with a succession of sheers—^white girls this time, dauj hters 
of those no-count Renos that are .*^quatting on the old Faith estate. He’s 
got rid of Vina, the eldest, already, and passed on to Durice, the st cond 
one. But I think he has his eye on the third. Her name’s Deettc and 
she’s a handsome little she-devil if there ever was one. Everything’s 
quiet enough on the surface but I believe the situation’s volcanic 
underneath.” 

“And you think when the volcano erupts the plantation will go, too?’* 

“I don’t say it’ll go. But I think it’ll cease to produce sugar. And 
then presently the cane fields will be nothing but rough overgrown 
pastures, with cattle straying through them. Probably there’ll be tenants 
of a sort in the house for a while, who let chickens and pigs and goats 
wander in and out through that fine basement—afterwards .‘squatters 
like the Renos, who’ll do worse and come to a bad end themselves. 
They’ll disappear one by one and then the place will be left to the 
snakes.” 

“Unless someone else steps into the picture. Someone that cares.” 

“Yes, of course that might happen. If Gervais had married Regine^ 
the way Mrs. Hathaway and Tante Isabelle planned, instead of marry¬ 
ing Merry to suit himself, of course the two places would eventually 
have become part of the same plantation. One of Gervais’ children 
would eventually have been given Hathaway Hall. But the way things 
have turned out . . . You can’t see Vail eventually living there, can 
you, Cresside?” 

“No. I sure can’t,” she said shortly. Then, as if to miti^tc her 
abruptness, she added, “But Sybelle might. She might fall in love, 
herself, with the boy you thought of who would be watching her 
dance in the moonlight, and he‘might be the new owner of Hathaway 
Hall, the one who had /rescued it from destruction and decay, besides 
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bdlig a regular fairy-tale hero* Or dun’t things like that ever happen 
except in books?” 

“No, I reckon they happen in real life, too, sometimes—to other 
people,” Fabian said bitterly. Then as if he, too, were conscious of 
ungraciousness, he added, “But maybe Sybelle will meet a real Prince 
Charming—it^s about time some girl had luck along that line, in this 
family* I know it won’t hurt your feelings any if I say Gervais doesn’t 
seem to be quite living up to the beau ideal of a hero, though fortu¬ 
nately Merry isn’t on to him yet. And I like your vision of Sybelle 
dancing in the moonlight. I’m afraid I didn’t sound as if I did. But 
I want you to dance, too, Cresside. Do it to please me, if you won’t do 
it to please yourself.” 

She turned to him quickly. He was not speaking bitterly any 
longer. Great earnestness had crept into his voice, and, in the moon¬ 
light, she could see that his face was very earnest, too. She was amazed 
that it should seem important to him whether she danced or not. But 
she would have cheerfully walked over red-hot coals if she thought 
her doing so would mean anything to him. She felt a queer little catch 
in her throat as she tried to answer lightly so that he would not know 
how much he had moved her. 

“All right. I’ll do it to please you. Provided, of course, that you find 
me exactly the right partner. Come pn, it’s time we were going in.” 

Gervais had not the remotest idea that conversations of this type were 
taking place on the batture. But he was pleased when Cresside men¬ 
tioned the shrimp and beer party again, at dinner the day after their 
meeting on the stairs, asking if he had thought of a date for it, and 
whether he wanted her to help in getting together the provisions. He 
would see to buying the beer and bread, he told her, outlining his plans 
to his mother and his wife for the first time. He supposed there were 
enough pickles in the storeroom; it would not matter if they used up 
all they had, since a new supply would be made so soon now. He would 
be grateful if Cresside would oversee the boiling of the shrimp, because 
he had more confidence in her than in Lou Ida, when it came to a 
question of seasoning with hot red pepper. He thought perhaps the 
following Wednesday would be a good time for the party, but be would 
let her know. How much notice did she need? 

CMi, not a great deal, she said easily. If he had not looked in the 
storehouse yet, to see how many benches they had on hand, she would 
be glad to do that first thing. If there were not enough, she would walk 
over to the cooperage with Fabian when he came out that afternoon, 
to see about having some more made. The tables would be no problem, 
since there were always plenty of planks lying around here and there. 
... A day or two later she asked him to go down to the batture with 
her, and showed him the setup already arranged on the sand—the 
planks lying across wooden horses to form long tables, with rough 
benches on cither side of them, where the guests would cat. and a 
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cx)uple of smaller tables for the service of whisky, mineral wattr^ Coca* 
Cola and ginger ale. Well, she seemed to have thought of everything, 
Gervais said in a pleased voice. If the good weather only held, the party 
was bound to be a big success. Everyone he’d invited had accepted, and 
everyone seemed pleased to be asked. The sample of boiled shrimp she 
had given him was tops, too. He had been right about her judgment 
regarding the hot red pepper. He hoped maman would not fuss over 
the smell of the boiling shrimp. It did have a way of getting all ( ver 
the house. But, after all, it did not last long..,. 

There was no question about the success of the party. The gU' sts, 
who had been invited for eight, be ^an to arrive earlier than that, r lost 
of them in cars, but a few in old-fas lioned surreys. A runway of pb iks 
had been laid across the ditch and they drove straight over the Ic ^ee, 
parking their automobiles and hit :hing their horses on its river dde 
along the batture. Almost without exception, they were neatly tui led 
out in fresh seersucker and linen suits. But they readily folio ved 
Gervais’ suggestion that they shoidd take off their coats and roll up 
their sleeves; the discarded vestm( nts were chucked into the veh :les 
the guests had just left, or draped over the limbs of trees. Prevai ing 
differences in build and stature were disclosed in the course of :his 
process. Taken by and large, the North Louisianians were taller, j ud- 
dier and more spare than the men from the Southern Parishes, many 
of whom were short and thickset, with black hair and olive com¬ 
plexions. Various local peculiarities of speech, quite aside from the 
French accent, were also noticeable; many of the North Louisianians 
stressed the final syllable of words ending in ent: saying governme'wf, 
accident, prevail/?/; the Cajuns repeated their personal pronouns, and 
added yes and no to the end of their sentences. Gervais’ pet aversion. 
Brother Ellery Scobell, of the “two ticks and the nickel-gripper purse,” 
was theoretically an uncompromising prohibitionist. So were most of 
the others from the northern hill Parishes; but they had accepted 
Gervais’ invitation to the beer and shrimp party with the same alacrity 
as the southern Creoles, to whom, in most cases, the Eighteenth Amend¬ 
ment simply did not exist. Now the various members of these different 
factions were striding across the sand together, laughing and joking 
as they went. Charles Boylston, whose position as a neighboring planter 
and a family friend had indicated his inclusion on the list, but whose 
acquaintance among the other guests was limited, stood on the side 
lines, directing interested questions at Fabian, who had brought Beli- 
zaire with him and who was waiting until the dog quieted down a 
little before attempting to circulate. 

“That’s John Tanner of Shreveport just going up to Gervais, isn’t it? 
I’ve met him, but I don’t know those two fellows who are with him.” 

“Why, you must know Tack Evans, Charles. He’s around every¬ 
where these days.” 

“That’s right, he is. I just didn’t connect him with this particular 
crowd at first. But I remember now, I heard Gervais saying he was 



going to ask the liangcrs-on* as well as the members of the legislature, 
so Evans qualifies all right. What is he stewing about now? The pipe¬ 
line bill?” 

‘‘Yes. Says if somebody doesn’t watch them the Baton Rouge cut¬ 
throats will get in their dirty work and kill it. Huey Long, the other 
fellow Tanner’s got in tow, says ‘improper influences’ arc being used 
to defeat Tanner’s bill.” 

“Huey Long? That pudgy-looking geezer with a loose lock hanging 
over his forehead and the diamond tie pin at his shirt under his bow 
tic? What docs he prove, as Cressidc would say?” 

“Why, you must know that, too. He’s one of the Railroad Commis¬ 
sioners. That doesn’t prove so much in itself. But Long’s smart as a 
steel trap. He’ll go a lot further before he winds up. Look, Charles, 
wc can’t keep on standing over here as if wc thought the rest of the 
crowd had leprosy or something. Bclizairc seems to know that he’s got 
to put up with these queer goings on now, and you ought to make it 
a point to know all these men if you’re going to live in Louisiana. Come 
on and meet Long. I’m inclined to think he’s more or less of a scoun¬ 
drel, but he’s a rather intriguing one.” 

They walked on towards the group standing around Gervais, and 
Fabian, shaking hands with the various men in turn, embarked on a 
scries of agreeable introductions to which Boylston responded ade¬ 
quately. Everything was now in readiness for the guests; the boiled 
shrimp, still in the rough, were set out in big bowls that ran at intervals 
down the length of the makeshift tables. No dressing was served; the 
high seasoning of the water in which the shrimp had been boiled took 
the place of this. Fried chicken, piled in dish pans, was provided espe¬ 
cially for those who might not like sea food; and between the bowls 
and the pans lay long loaves of bread, opened cartons of crackers, and 
plates heaped with pickles and mounds of golden butter. The beer 
bottles were packed in big tubs of cracked ice, and the guests helped 
themselves to the beer, throwing the drained bottles down on the sand; 
but Amen and Selah were stationed at the two small tables where the 
hard liquor and soft drinks were being served, opening bottles and 
mixing highballs. Some of the plantation hands had also been called in 
from the quarters to make themselves generally useful; they circulated 
among the guests, passing paper plates and suggesting refills, and when 
it began to grow dark, they lighted the gasoline torches, shaped like 
inverted saucepans and equipped with a piece of pipe at the bottom, 
which had been hooked to the trees beforehand. The legislators ate and 
drank prodigiously, peeling the shrimp and throwing the shells down 
on the sand among the empty beer bottles, as they did the chicken 
bone§, in spite of Fabian’s muttered warning about keeping these away 
from dogs. The long loaves of bread, the big mounds of butter, dis¬ 
appeared as if they had been spirited away; in an incredibly short time 
all that was left on the tables were empty bowls and boxes, a few 
broken crackers and a few spilled pickles. But the drinks held out. 
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By midnight the guests who had begun by talking about politics and 
agriculture were telliijg broad jokes and bursting into carefree song. 
The pipe-line bill and the repeal of the dipping law—another burning 
issue—were alike forgotten. Men who had been calling each other hard 
names on the floor of the legislature and secretly maneuvering to out¬ 
wit each other were caroling with their arms about each other’s necks. 
The party broke up to the strains of “Sweet Adeline” and “Give Me 
the Moonlight, Give Me the Girl, and Leave the Rest to Me,” sung* in 
some cases, decidedly off key, but in all instances with great heartinc ss. 
The old-fashioned surreys and the model T Fords finally went bucki ig 
over the levee and up the River Road again, their occupants in a 
mood so mellow that the echoed evidences of it continued to float bs :k 
towards the batture. Gervais, delighted at the success of his pai :y, 
invited Fabian and Boylston to go up to the house with him foi a 
final drink. They left the hands from the quarters to clean up he 
debris on the beach and put out tiic torches; but Selah returned to 
serve the highballs on a silver tray in the drawing room. Gervais* o' vn 
room was in darkness, and he felt s ire that Merry was already aslec p; 
but seeing that a light was still shi ling in Cresside’s, he called up to 
her. Wouldn’t she come down and join them? They all wanted to 
thank her for the swell idea she had put into his head. Sure, she cated 
back, she’d be there in a jiffy; she had always thought the best thing 
about a party was the fun of talking it over afterwards. Because of 
Charles her “jiffy” was a little longer than it would otherwise have 
been. Instead of appearing in a negligee, she got dressed. But for all 
that she made good time, and she was excellent company when she did 
arrive. Gervais could not remember when he had seen her in better 
spirits. 

He told Merry so the next morning, adding that he was sorry that 
she had not been there to give the nightcap its final fillip; and during 
the next few days he took special pains to tell her the news items which 
he thought might possibly interest her, partly to guard against giving 
her the feeling that she had been left out of a pleasant group, in which 
she logically would have been included, and partly because he was 
beginning to realize how much of her enjoyment was vicarious these 
days. Her condition was already noticeable, and though she appeared 
to accept her disfigurement philosophically and sensibly, he knew thai 
her natural shyness made her sensitive about it. She stayed close to 
the plantation, seeing only her family and her most intimate friends, 
and taking no part whatsoever in the activities connected with the 
legislative session. But she was pleased because he participated in them, 
and she loved to listen to his descriptions of the political picture and 
to his impressions of the main figures in it. 

That violent oddity of an upstart, Huey Long, was going around 
making all kinds of loose charges, he told her. Long claimed that 
Parker had promised legislation should be passed declaring oil pipe 
lines common carriers and that this promise had been broken. In turn 
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Parker replied that he had made no pre-election promises, either to 
Commissioner Long “or to any other living man.” • . • A number of 
hearings had been held and at one of these Long made the bald state¬ 
ment, of which Gervais had already told Merry, that “improper influ¬ 
ences” were being used to defeat the bill introduced by Representative 
Tanner of Shreveport, which carried the provision Long was demand¬ 
ing. Finally there was a hell of a conference in the Governor’s office, 
at which the major oil companies all had representatives, and which 
various other individuals. Long among them, had also attended. Two 
or three men had risen and asked Long in a threatening way whether 
he had been talking about them when he spoke of “improper influ¬ 
ences” and he had instantly backed down and said he did not have 
them in mind. Later that same evening he had run into Tack Evans 
on Third Street, and spoken bitterly about the way high and mighty 
powers were picking on him. Gervais had seen Tack afterwards at 
Izzy’s and Tack had passed the tale along. 

“ I’m just a poor boy from North Louisiana and all these millionaires 
have it in for me.’ That was the sob story he tried to hand out. But 
Tack came right back at him. ‘Poor boy, hell! You’ve got a diamond 
as big as a marble on your finger, and a bigger one on your shirt.’—• 
You should have seen him at the beer and shrimp party, Merry! He 
had on his diamond tie pin then, though he had on a bow tie. It was 
fastened to his shirt under the bow. I don’t think Charles is ever going 
to recover from the sight.... Well, that’s just an aside. Tack’s parting 
shot was priceless. ‘By God, Huey,’ he said. ‘I’ll bet you’ve even got 
diamond buttons on your drawers!’ And Merry, it wouldn’t surprise 
me if he did have! I’m telling you, the man’s fantastic. But at that, he’s 
lobody’s fool, Fabian’s right about him there.” 

The story about the diamond buttons on Huey’s drawers was circu¬ 
lating freely through a delighted legislature the following day. But 
when the closing session came, it was rocking with laughter over 
another, and Gervais passed this on to Merry also. 

“The two Badley sisters certainly pulled a fast one tonight, Merry ” 

“A fast one? Those two nice girls! Why, what did they do?” 

“Well, you know they’ve been among the most ardent leaders of the 
Ratification Wing, and the last count of noses in the Senate showed 
that there were just enough votes to pass the State Suffrage Bill pro¬ 
vided there were no absentees. But late this afternoon old Senator 
Louque of New Orleans decided that enough was enough and that he 
was going home without waiting for adjournment. In his absence, the 
anti-Ratificationists did not have enough votes to pass their bill, and 
Ex-Governor Pleasant rushed down to the railroad station to hold 
Louque in Baton Rouge by any means. But meanwhile the Badleys 
had got wind of the contretemps, and they went charging over to 
Louque’s boarding house in that huge Studebaker touring car of 
theirs. Then they offered to drive him to Geismar so that he could 
overtake an earlier local which had already left and get him home at 
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least an hour sooner than he would have otherwise. He very gratefully 
accepted, and while poor Pleasant was striding up and down the 
station platform, the picture of grim determination, Louquc was 
speeding southward in luxury, guarded by those ‘two nice girls’I” 

For the time being, this was the last of Gervais’ long leisurely stories, 
told for Merry’s benefit; after the close of the legislature, he threw 
himself, with redoubled energy, into the execution of his plans for 
improvements on the plantation. A progressive young architect naried 
Arnold Fletcher had recently settle d in Baton Rouge, and had d >ne 
a fine piece of work in restoring and modernizing the beautiful L tie 
house near town which belonged to distant kinsfolk of the Hathaw lys 
and which had been occupied b > Prince Murat during his e? ile. 
Gervais had been so much impressed by this achievement that, with he 
approval of the New Orleans architect he first consulted, he had as-<.ed 
Fletcher to take charge of the restor..tion program at Belle Heloise,: nd 
Fletcher had accepted the commiision with enthusiasm; it was not 
often that so important a project w: s entrusted to so young a man. He 
had thrown himself into the une'ertaking wholeheartedly and i ffi- 
ciently, and the dilapidated buildings had lent themselves to restorat on 
and adaptation better than Gervais had dared to hope. The interior of 
the storehouse was now transformed to provide him with two offices, 
the outer one small and plain, but the other suggestive of a large 
luxurious library; a shower and a kitchenette joined these, still leaving 
some space for storage, and upstairs there were three bedrooms and a 
bath for male guests. The original gargonniere was even more attractive 
in its new form; it had taken on all the attributes of a charming cottage 
especially designed for the comfort and convenience of a young couple. 

“We’ll be all settled in our new home by the time the crops are laid 
by,” Gervais told Merry. “That’s when most planters go away on their 
vacations, because there’s a month’s leeway before the fall plowing 
begins. If it hadn’t been for Philogene, we could have gone to Hot 
Springs ourselves—^well, I reckon that wouldn’t have been the best 
choice, with Sylvestre and Regine and Mrs. Hathaway spread all over 
the place. White Sulphur, maybe, or Asheville. You aren’t disappointed, 
honey, are you, that you’re tied down like this?” 

“Disappointed! With a new house of our own to move into? We 
couldn’t possibly have as much fun, on any kind of a trip, as we’ll have 
doing that!” 

She was entirely sincere in her statement; everything about the trans¬ 
formed garqonnihre was a source of joy to her: the modern kitchen and 
bathroom, so much more attractive and convenient than the correspond¬ 
ing portions of the Big House; the large bedroom and the tiny dining 
room, which she had equipped charmingly and ingeniously from the 
stack of discarded furniture relented to the attic; the sunny living 
room which she made brighter still with brasses and chintzes and gay 
prints. She had always scrupulously avoided making or even suggesting 
changes in her mother-in-law’s domain; but this was her own, and her 
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patient transformation of the rear gallery from a catch*all for rubbish 
to a pleasant and livable patio had given her a good preparation for a 
more ambitious undertaking. And she did not stop at the garqonnihre; 
she showed the same resourcefulness and put the same care into the 
appointments of Gervais’ offices, rescuing the dilapidated books which 
she found scattered under the eaves among the broken furniture, and 
arranging them on wide built-in shelves. Old pictures and old papers 
came in for the same solicitous treatment; the bare walls were soon 
adorned with long-forgotten portraits and engravings, and documents 
which no one else had ever taken the trouble to frame. Even Charles 
Boylston’s impressive study could not compare with Gervais" library 
in atmosphere and distinction when Merry had finished with it. He 
was so proud of it that he promptly planned another party to show 
it off to his friends, and lent a willing ear to Fletcher's suggestion that 
now the first plans had developed so satisfactorily, they should expand 
their original program of restoration to include the quarters, the school- 
house, the overseer's home, and even the old cooperage, blacksmith 
shop and stables. 

“Fletcher says there isn't a place on the River Road, not even Uncle 
Sam, that could compare with this if it were all put in proper order,” 
he told Merry. “Not many of the plantations had even the quarters 
made of brick—of course, we had our own kiln here originally; and 
that mud wall type of construction in Lezine’s house is disappearing 
fast. It would really be a shame not to preserve it. It's beginning to look 
as if we'd have plenty of use for the old schoolhousc, too. If we put it 
in order now, it'll be ready when the kids are old enough to need it.” 

He had an equally cogent reason for every proposed item of renova¬ 
tion, and every evening he pored, with increasing enthusiasm, over the 
blueprints which Fletcher submitted to him in rapid succession. Merry, 
proud of her own contribution to the improvements, shared his eager¬ 
ness to go on with them. But with the greater caution of a girl brought 
up to count the cost of everything she had, she asked one or two anxious 
questions. 

“Won't all this be pretty expensive, honey, if we go into it on such 
a lavish scale?” 

“Yes, but it represents a good investment, too. It’s poor economy to 
let a place run down the way this one has. Once it's in really good shape 
again, it won't begin to cost so much to keep up, in the way of constant 
patching and tinkering.” 

“I suppose it won't. But still wouldn’t it be better to have the work 
done gradually? I mean, we've done the gargonniire and the store¬ 
house this year. Couldn’t you do Lezine’s house next year and the 
cooperage and quarters the year after that, and then the schoolhouse 
last of all?” 

“And meanwhile let them get further and further out of repair? No, 
that’s just what I’ve been talking about. I want to get them all in good 
order and keep them in good order. I keep telling you, it'll be economy 
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in the end. Besides, I want this restoration work off my mind, so I can 
concentrate on the crops. As it is. I’m subject to constant interruptions^ 
with all these carpenters and masons running to me every hour or so 
about this and that. After grinding begins, I’ll have to be at the mill all 
the time; I can’t stay at their beck and call. And next year, we arc 
going to have a trip instead of a baby, no matter what we do or don’t 
do to be sure we get it.” 

He grinned at her in his old engaging way. She smiled back at liim, 
her anxiety assuaged by his assurajice. 

‘I’m sure you know best, honey. And of course you know I’d lo\ c to 
see it all done myself. I was on'y wondering if there was enc agh 
money.” 

“There’s enough credit, and that amounts to the same thing.” 

“Does it really? Hasn’t the price of sugar kept on going down t nee 
July?” 

“Well, yes. But not enough to get nervous over. Listen, Merry, you 
leave that part to me, and I’ll take tare of it. You’ve got enough on ‘ our 
mind as it is.” 

He picked up the blueprints and put them away, and he did not 
speak to her again about Fletcher's expanded program. But the v ork 
on it went steadily forward just the same. 


CHAPTER XVII 

Absorbed as he was with his project of restoration, Gervais did not 
permit it to divert cither him or his hands from the seasonal occu{>a- 
tions of the plantation. The two types of work went forward together. 
By the time the storehouse and the gar<^onnih’c had become usable 
again, repairs on the cooperage, the quarters and the schoolhousc were 
already under way; after the corn and the hay were harvested, the 
ditches were cleaned, the wood brought in, and the land prepared for 
the next year’s crop. The seed cane was hauled in mule carts from the 
fields where it had been cut to the fields which were ready for planting. 
Through the earlier part of the summer, all the field work had been 
done by men; now women and children followed after the mule carts, 
straightening the cane which the men had tossed from them, and 
laying it in six-foot rows the entire length of the field. They squabbled 
among themselves, and when the cane was not thrown straight, or the 
division of labor seemed unequal, this wrangling sometimes reached 
the proportions of a real quarrel. But often the Negroes sang, too. 
Gervais, riding over the headland, reined in his horse, and listened to 
ihc sound of their singing with a feeling of satisfaction comparable 



to the impulse which produced the song. Dinah’s mother, Hester, who 
had a voice as powerful as her big black body, led the weaker women 
who followed in her wake and echoed her refrain. 

*‘Ah wants to be ready”—^Hester sang— 

“Ah wants to be ready, 

Coin’ to Jerusalem, 

Jes’ lak John.” 

And all the others chorused: 

“Coin’ to Jerusalem, 

Jes’ lak John.” 

' “I always did like that song,” Gervais told Merry when he came iff. 
“I like the sound of it and I like the meaning of it. ‘Ah wants to be 
ready’ too, honey—ready for the grinding season and for everything 
else that’s ahead of us. I’m aiming to be, too—and that’s more than can 
be said of everyone on the River Road,” he added, rather self-righteously. 

Merry glanced at him with a question in her adoring eyes, and he 
went on so readily that she guessed he had been hoping she would ask 
him to explain. “Alphonse Loubat was here yesterday,” he said. “You 
know, the inspector who comes around every year to check the boilers, 
for the insurance company. He thought the safety valves would go 
through this fall all right, though he was just a shade doubtful about 
one of them. I told him I wasn’t taking any chances. A new safety 
valve only costs about a hundred dollars, and I’d rather make a clean 
-sweep of them all than to risk having anything go wrong. He said it 
was certainly a satisfaction to deal with a planter who had such a keen 
sense of responsibility, and then he added that it was too bad Sylvestre 
Tremaine didn’t have a little more of it. It seems the boilers at Hatha¬ 
way are in pretty bad shape, but Sylvestre insists he can’t afford to do 
anything about them at present—^and look at the money that family 
throws away, running around from one eastern watering place to 
another and all over the face of Europe! Between you and me, I believe 
Sylvestre bribed Loubat to pass the boilers.” 

“But if Loubat accepted a bribe, wouldn’t he be just as guilty as 
Sylvestre, if anything went wrong?” 

“Oh, I suppose so! But you’d naturally expect a planter to have highet 
principles than an inspector. After all, an inspector’s only a petty 
oflScial, with no standing or station to speak of, and a planter’s a landed 
proprietor, personally responsible for the welfare and safety of all his 
employees. I know of one explosion due to a clogged safety valve which 
killed half a dozen persons, among them a poor Negro who was just 
patiently sitting on his cane cart, two hundred yards away from the 
mill, waiting his turn to get up to the carrier. He was hit by a flying 
tube, and his head was cut right off.... There, I ought not to tell you 
things like that, especially just now. Forget about it, honey. Lightning 
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never hits twice in the same place. There isn’t going to be any explosion 
at Hathaway.” 

“But was this—did this terrible thing you’ve just told me happen at 
Hathaway?” 

“No, it happened at Hackberry—years ago that was, long before 
Boylston took it over. You may be sure everything’s in A-1 condition 
there now.” 

“But then if there were an explosion at Hathaway, it wouldn’t l>e a 
case of lightning striking twice in the same place. It would be the irst 
time.” 

“Oh, for God’s sake, Merry, I’^ e asked you before not to bf so 
literal! I meant the general neighbc rhood when I said ‘the same pi ce.’ 
I never heard of another explosion anywhere around here. I still d )n’t 
think there’ll be one at Hathaw ly, in spite of Sylvestre and his 
criminal carelessness. I was only idling you what Loubat told l ie.” 

Merry hesitated before replying. \ few minutes earlier she was ure 
Gervais was waiting for an excuse to talk about Hathaway; now she 
did not know what he wanted her to do. But besides being horri icd, 
she was reluctantly intrigued. More and more, as it came closer to her 
time, she was dependent on him f< )r the news of the countryside, ind 
the men and women who figured in it, both righteously and unright¬ 
eously. At first she had innocently taken it for granted that this raral 
region was always tranquil, and that everyone who lived along the 
River Road was hard-working and high-principled. Gradually she was 
discovering her mistake, especially in several conspicuous instances. 
She did not know as much about Grover Blood as Cresside did; never¬ 
theless, rumors concerning him were so widespread that some of then 
had inevitably reached her, and these were lurid enough to rouse her 
curiosity. She finally ventured to ask another question. 

“Hasn’t Sylvestre’s manager—Grover Blood, that’s his name, isn’t 
it?—any more sense of responsibility than Sylvestre? I should think 
he’d hesitate to take a chance on defective boilers.” 

“I wouldn’t. You could class him in the same general group as the 
inspector. He isn’t a property owner, and he’s long passed the point of 
taking pride in someone else’s property. He never did have any lofty 
ideals or even any especially humane sentiments. Just now he’s all 
worked up over a girl. Of course, you’ve got to expect that sort of thing, 
on general principles, among white and colored both during the slack 
season that’s just coming on. Haven’t you noticed Amen mooning 
around? He’s after Creassy, just when you need her most, too. And 
I’m pretty sure that our sugar boiler, Dupuy, is having a litde affair 
with Seraphine, over at the boarding house. But Blood does these 
things on a different scale. Sance tumbled on a pretty tense scene in 
the manager’s quarters, just the other day.” 

Again Merry felt that Gervais yvas waiting to have her inquire what 
he meant. She asked her next question with less hesitation. 

“What sort of a scene?” 



“Sance went to see Blood about breeding his marc. He didn’t get 
any answer when he first knocked at the door of Blood’s apartment— 
I don’t know whether I’ve told you, but he’s got quite a nice one, as 
such places go, fixed up on the second floor at the back of the Hathaway 
boarding house. Finally Sance tried the door and it wasn’t locked, so 
he walked in. He didn’t sec anyone at first, but he went along into 
the next room and there he came full upon Blood in bed with Durice 
Reno. And this was about three o’clock in the afternoon I ... Of 
course, there’s nothing wrong about taking a siesta,” Gervais added, 
with a grin. “You know I like to do it myself, and to have a certain 
young kdy with me at the time. But mostly men who feel a nap’s 
incomplete without feminine company lock themselves in before 
they go any further.” 

“I don’t think all that’s funny. I think it’s revolting, and I don’t think 
you ought to compare-” 

“Sorry, honey. I didn’t mean to compare, only to explain. But, of 
course, it would strike you that way.... And this was just the beginning 
of the little episode I started to describe. Do you want me to go on 
or not?” 

“I don’t know. Yes, I reckon I do.” 

“Well, Blood finally roused himself enough to sit up in bed and 
curse, and just then someone else knbeked on the door. Blood couldn’t 
very well get up and go to it, because you sec he didn’t have much of 
anything on, and he couldn’t nudge Durice and ask her to go, for 
the same reason. I’ll say it must have been damn awkward. Here he 
was swearing at Sance for stumbling in on him, and he had to choose 
between having someone else, he didn’t know who, do the same thing, 
or asking Sance to get out, shutting the bedroom door behind him, 
and stalling off the next visitor for a few minutes.” 

“And which did he decide to do?” 

“He didn’t do either, because the next visitor also got impatient and 
burst in, just the way Sance had. And this next visitor was Dcette, the 
youngest girl in the no-count Reno family. She’s just a child, but about 
as tough as they come—^about as handsome, too, in a wild, pagan way. 
Durice is mighty good-looking, herself—all these worthless Renos are. 
The two sisters must have been quite a sight, together—^Durice sitting 
up in the bed, with a considerable gap between the covers and her hair, 
and Dectte swearing and stamping around in her dirty rags.” 

He paused, and for the first time since their marriage. Merry felt a 
swift thrust of misery. During the days when Gervais was in France, 
she had sometimes suffered such pangs. For all her simplicity, she 
knew that men, being only human, could not always withstand fleshly 
temptations, even when they tried, and that they did not always try 
when such temptations were not only almost inescapable but enticingly 
presented. Besides, though she had told herself and convinced the world 
that she trusted him completely, her own hold on the man she adored 
was then too tenuous to give her a sense of security. But never since 
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he had so urgently entreated her to marry him and she had consented, 
had she doubted his wholehearted devotion. She did not really doubt 
it now. Nevertheless, for a moment she could not help feeling, from 
something in his voice, that he almost envied his overseer the stolen 
sight of that beautiful nude girl, and her wild wicked little skter. 
Reluctantly she realized that even the happiest marriage could not 
wholly change or subdue every primitive male instinct and craving, 
and she wished, desperately, that her own body were still beautiful, 
that maternity had not engulfed her so fast and so completely. Her 
anxiety and her regret were both ephemeral; the thrust of misery was 
nothing more than a swift stab, go ie almost as quickly as it had c< me. 
But afterwards there was a little a^ he where the sharp pain had t^ien, 
and every now and then she was c^ mscious of it. 

“Deette had been sent to get Dui ice,” she heard Gervais saying i ow, 
the tone which had so disquieted her gone from his voice again. He 
was telling her a story, that was all —^a shocking story, but a sph ted 
one, which she had assured him sh.e wanted to hear. “Dcctte said ^hat 
Paw had been took bad, that he needed Durice to help nurse 1 im. 
Vina, she wasn’t no use to him, because she was in the bed herself. Che 
quack she went to after Blood got through with her hadn’t done s uch 
a good job. She was right sick, and if she died, there was going t(* be 
hell to pay. Durice had better watch out. If she didn’t, she’d be in the 
same sort of trouble as Vina, and if that happened, there*d be shooting 
instead of doctoring. She was to come back with Dcette, straightaway, 
or sick or well. Paw would get up and come after Blood with his gun.” 

“Do you mean to tell me that this—this girl stood there and said all 
those things to her own sister with those two men in the room?” 

“Sure. And a lot more I haven’t told you, too. Finally Blood lauded 
in an ugly way, and said Durice could go, if she was needed for sick¬ 
ness in the family, but that^^if she went, Dcette had better stay and do 
for him; he was ready to bet a smart kid like her would be real handy 
around the house. At that point Saitcc couldn’t stanc^^t any longer. He 
said he’d never paid Blood any mind before, but he took'hold of Dcette 
and shoved her out of the bedroom, calling back to Durice diat he 
would wait for her to dress and take them both to the Faith estate him¬ 
self. I reckon there were some pretty harsh words exchanged between 
him and Blood before he left, but he finally got both girls away all 
right. I don’t know how long Durice will s*;ay at home, but I think 
Blood’ll hesitate before he tries to lay his dirty hands on Dcette again. 
For the next year or two anyway. Sance is good with a gun himself 
and Blood knows it. It’s time someone stood up to that scoundrel. I’m 
glad Sance had the guts to do it and I’ve told him so.” 

Gervais got up and walked to the window. A hard rain was falling, 
pouring in sheets from the shrubbery, overflowing the old sugar kettles 
used as garden ornaments and spattering on the ground. Gervais gazed 
gloomily out at the downpour, fhc scene he had just been describing 
already fading from his mind 
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‘This rain is going to raise hell with the planting,” he said. "When 
you take a hundred people out of the fields, all at once, you get behind 
With it mighty quick. But Fletcher’s getting along fine with the inside 
of the cooperage. I think I’ll swim over there and have a look at the 
work. Anything I can do for you before I go out, honey?” 

"You might see if you can find Creassy for me. She hasn’t been here 
all evening, and she left quite a little pressing undone.” 

Merry was still eating two meals a day at the Big House, as Madame 
d’Alvery had expressed a preference for this arrangement, even though 
Gervais seldom came back from the mill for them. But Creassy con¬ 
tinued to bring morning coffee to her mistress, and was theoretically on 
duty at the garqonniere for personal service at all times, except during 
the night. Until lately she had been faithfulness itself in her attendance, 
and therefore Merry had been inclined to view her recent derelictions 
leniently. But Gervais’ quick temper was immediately roused by his 
wife’s words. 

"Didn’t I tell you! She’s off somewhere with Amen. I’ll find her all 
right, and bring her back here in short order.” 

"Don’t scold her, Gervais. You know how devoted she’s been to me 
ever since we were married. It’s only these last few days that I haven’t 
been able to depend on her.” 

"Don’t scold her? I ought to switch her! That’s what my grandfather 
would have done, in a case like this. I’m sorry it isn’t practical any 
longer. That’s the only thing stopping me.” 

He turned up his collar, pulled his hat down over his ears and flung 
himself out of the garqonniere without even stopping for the customary 
kiss. The house servants, with the exception of Dinah and Lucie, were 
all quartered in a long plain building that stood at right angles to the 
Big House, behind the Satsuma trees. On the ground floor were a 
laundry, wine cellars and general storerooms; above them, a row 
of cubicles. Gervais strode off towards this building, his feet sinking 
into the soggy grass at every step, and then splashed through the 
puddles which surrounded the quarters. Throwing the door open, he 
called loudly, first to Creassy and then to Amen. Lethe, who was in 
the laundry, put down the frilled baby dress she was ironing, and 
came forward quietly, speaking in her usual gentle way. 

"Ain’t neither of ’em here, Mr. Gervais. Docs you want somethin’ 
Ah could do fo’ you?” 

‘Tfou can go to the garqonnihre straight off and stay there till I find 
Greassy. You don’t know where she is, I suppose?” 

"No suh. Ah sho’ doesn’t. Ah ain’t seed her since dinner time.” 

Gervais did not feel convinced that Lethe was telling the truth, but 
he knew that there would be no use in arguing the point with her. 
Besides, the culprits could not be far off. If it had been a pretty day, 
they would unquestionably have "taken the levee”; in this downpour, 
however, they would have been drenched to the skin before they could 
enjoy the dcUghts of privacy. From the quarters Gervais went to the 
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stables; but these were empty, tcx), except for one brood mare who 
looked at him, above the opening of her box stall, with large reproach¬ 
ful eyes. By this time his rage had mounted to such a pitch that he was 
ready to ring the plantation bell and institute a general searcL Indeed, 
he actually started towards the mule shed with this drastic action in 
mind. But as he passed the chicken house, he caught a glimpse of color 
through an opening in it that did not seem to belong there, and almost 
instantly he connected it with Crcassy; a smothered scream confir ned 
his suspicions. He stepped inside, and confronted the dusky love; s. 

They had retreated as far as p< ssible into a corner, but they ^'^ere 
not wholly hidden, and realizing t lat they were caught they separ itcd 
at once, and came forward, looking shamefaced, but speaking pku; ibly 
and simultaneously. 

“Lou Ida, she say she need more aigs tor trifle tonight. She <!Qne 
sent me out to de hen house to gac.’der dem for her, Mr. Gervais.” 

“Ah done come out here to help Amen, Mr. Gervais, caise Lou Ida, 
she in such a powerful hurry for (iem aigs.” 

“More eggs for trifle! Hasn’t sh( got half a dozen kids she can r end 
after those, any time? You both better think of some better excuse t ban 
that for being here. Get out of here quick, you trifling wench! If you 
don’t. I’m likely to shake you till your teeth chatter. And I’ll do r xore 
than that, if you ever leave your mistress again, when she needs you.” 

“Yes, suh, Mr. Gervais, Ah’s a-gwine fast as Ah can. But Lou Ida, she 
done send us out to dis here chicken house and dat’s a fact.” 

Without stopping to pick up a single egg or cast a backward glance 
at Amen, Creassy whipped out of the chicken house with unnatural 
speed, and ran through the rain, her apron over her head. Amen did 
not attempt to follow her; nevertheless, he began to edge cautiously 
towards the door. Gervais seized him savagely by the shoulder. 

“Didn’t I tell you when I first came home from France, you no-count 
nigger, that I wouldn’ have you taking up with anyone on this place?” 

“Ah ain’t took up with nobody, Mr. Gervais, suh. Me and Creassy, 
us is fixin’ to get married next week, or de week after at de lates’.” 

“Then how come you didn’t mention it to me until I caught you 
here? Besides, don’t you know Miss Merry can’t spare Creassy right 
now?” 

“You’s alius in such a hurry, Mr. Gervais, suh. Ah doesn’t have no 
chance to talk to you. An’ Creassy, she gwine wait on Miss Merry jes 
lak she alius done. Gettin’ married ain’t a-gwine make no difference.” 

“Yes, she was waiting on Miss Merry this evening, wasn’t she? And 
it won’t make any difference, I suppose, when she begins to be sick 
herself?” 

“Us ain’t a cornin’ to de chicken house no mo’, Mr. Gervais, Ah prom¬ 
ises you dat. Ah reckon it was jes’ de rain made us kinda restless. And 
Creassy, she didn’t know Miss Merry needed her right now. She ain’t 
a-gwine to be sick neither. No suhy 

Amen’s expression had changed while be was speaking. His face no 
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longer betrayed fear of his master’s wrath; it had assumed the look of 
injured innocence. Gervais, still seething himself, knew that he could 
talk until doomsday without getting anywhere. Amen’s plausibility 
was impregnable. Nevertheless, Gervais made one last gesture of 
authority. 

“She better not be,” he said sternly. “That is, unless you want me 
to send you both packing. Of course, Mr. Blood might give you a job. 
But I won’t have you around if .you don’t behave yourselves.” 

“Us doesn’t belong to Hathaway, Mr. Gervais. Us belongs to Belle 
Heloise.” 

“Well, then, remember that. ... If you and Creassy really want to 
get married, I shan’t try to stop you. Very likely Madame will 
be glad to give Creassy her wedding dress. And I’ll speak to Miss 
Cressidc about some kind of a spread for you. But don’t you bother 
Miss Merry about anything right now. And don’t you forget again 
that if you belong to Belle Heloise you’ve got to act as if you did.” 

“No, suh, Mr. Gervais, Ah ain’t a-gwine to forgit. Ain’t nobody 
forgits Belle Heloise and Hathaway, dey’s different.” 

The look of injured innocence had faded into one of complete blank¬ 
ness. The Negro’s voice, respectful throughout the interview, trailed 
slowly off into silence. He stood still, meeting his master’s stern gaze 
with a vacant stare. But after Gervais had gone out, as Amen stooped 
to pick up the neglected egg basket, his thick Hps parted in a slow 
smile and he began to sing to himself: 

“Dcrc’s no hidin’ place down dcre, 

Dere’s no hidin’ place down dcre, 

Oh Ah went to dc rock to hide mah face, 

De rock cried out, ‘No hidin’ place,’ 

Dere’s no hidin’ place down dere. 

Oh de rock cried out, ‘Ah’m burnin’ too,’ 

Oh dc rock cried out, ‘Ah’m burnin’ too,’ 

Ah want to go to hebben as well as you, 

Dcre’s no hidin’ place down dere.” 


CHAPTER XVIII 

When the grinding season opened that year, Merry was already so 
great with child that she found any exertion an effort. Nevertheless, 
she went with Gervais to sec the blessing of the cane crop. 

This ceremony always took place the evening before actual work 
began in the fields and in the factory. All the hands, clothed in their 
Sunday best, were lined up in long rows beside the field nearest the 
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sugar house, with theif carts, mules and implements, Minnie and hce 
driver occupied the most prominent place, but all the carts were 
decorated with stalks of cane in honor of the great occasion. Every¬ 
thing was in readiness when the Archbishop, robed in full pontificals 
and carrying his crosier and a censer, began his walk between the 
tows, followed by lesser clergy; in their train came the “bossman,” 
the overseer, the chief engineer, and various invited guests from town 
and from neighboring plantations. As he progressed, the Archbishop 
bestowed his blessing on everyone and everything he passed; ;ie 
prayed that the workers might be industrious, the mules patient ai d 
mduring, the knives sharp, the ca:ts strong, the harvest plentift 1. 
The men stood with bowed heads until he had gone by; they he d 
their hats respectfully in their hands and their dark faces glowrd 
above their clean white clothes. The women, who wore fresh starchrd 
dresses, held their children close to them and hushed them if th«*y 
pointed or asked questions. The Negroes at Belle Hcloise were near y 
all Baptists, but they held the Catholi Archbishop in very high esteer 
they admired his regalia, and his fc lowing and firmly believed th it 
his blessing would insure a good crop. 

Merry was also very much impressed with this ceremony, which she 
watched with her mother-in Jaw from a parked car, and somewhit 
overpowered with the responsibility of entertaining the Archbishop at 
dinner afterwards, which the rest of the family took easily, as a 
matter of course. The grinding season appeared doubly significant 
to her, when she had seen it ushered in with such solemnity; she 
understood its importance better than she had before, and her eagerness 
to learn all she could about sugar-making increased apace. Every day 
she walked over to the mill to watch the canc arrive, hoping that 
the more she saw the better she would understand the process which 
heretofore had baffled and mystified her. 

The cane came in three ways: in the laden carts drawn by Minnie 
and Susan, Katie and Mattie, and all the other mules; in the open cars 
drawn by the funny little engine which pulled them along the narrow 
gage tracks branching into the various Belle Heloise fields; and by 
the Y. and M.V. trains, which hauled it in from the distant plantations 
which had no mills of their own. The Y. and M.V. trains did not espe¬ 
cially interest Merry; but she was enchanted with the funny little 
engine, which bore the name lucien estrade on an oval plate above its 
fender, and which was equipped with a miniature headlight that 
gleamed in the darkness when the miniature train came chugging in 
after nightfall. All plantation engines had names, Gervais told Merry; 
sometime he intended to have a philogene d’alvery as well as a 
LUCIEN ESTRADE. And what about a Meredith randall, she asked him 
laughingly. Well, perhaps a Meredith d’alvery, he said, but not a 
MEREDITH RANDALL. She was SO Completely a d’Alvery now that he had 
forgotten she was ever anything else. And though there was no con- 
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dcsccnsion in his fond voice when he said it, Merry knew that the 
forgetfulness was intentional. 

The October days were clear and dry and warm, and beside the shed 
where the cane was raked into the carrier the sunshine streamed down 
in dusty shafts. Usually the cane was brought in from the fields faster 
than it could be fed to the carrier, and lay in great piles all around it. 
Dust rose from it as it was dumped on the ground and again when it 
was lifted up. This dust looked like golden powder, sparkling in the 
sunshine. 

Merry could not understand Gervais’ passion for machinery. Only the 
great black spur wheels, glistening with lubricant, and the strong iron 
chains turning in endless motion, which she saw when she went 
inside the mill, were fascinating to her, and this was not on account of 
their power, but on account of thjir beauty. She was still confused when 
Gervais tried to explain their purpose and that of other machinery 
to her, and he did not encourage her to wander about the mill much 
these days, in any case. The steps leading from one level to another 
were very steep and many of them had no hand rails; the floors were 
slippery in spots with oil and water and syrup; much of the machinery 
was set in deep pits and the borders around these and the mill floor 
were often obscure. She might easily stumble or fall, and no one had 
time to stop and look after her. He would prefer to have her keep out. 

But he was pleased with the interest which caused her to take her 
one walk in the direction of the sugar mill, and he hardly ever failed 
to watch for her, and to come and speak to her for a moment, when 
she stood looking at the cane while it came in, her head raised, as if 
she were breathing in the golden dust with delight, and sniffing the 
fragrance that poured out through the open doors. There was nothing 
like it in the world, this sour-sweet smell, redolent of the boiling juice 
and the lime and sulphur which were its clarifying agents. None of the 
flowers which bloomed so profusely at Belle Heloise—the cape jasmine, 
the sweet olive, the orange blossoms—^gave forth a perfume comparable 
to it, in his book. When he saw Merry breathing it in with the golden 
dust, and knew that for her, too, this was becoming the supreme scent 
of the place, he was immeasurably proud and pleased. It had been the 
very breath of his nostrils ever since he was born; his love for it was as 
natural as it was for the land itself. But to Merry, only a year before, 
it had still been new and strange. Now she loved it, too, and this 
mutual love of theirs was one more mighty bond joining them together. 
Looking at her uplifted face, radiant with ripening maternity, he 
thought they had never been closer than they were now, not only 
because of the burden she bore, but also because the harmony of their 
bodies was finding constant expression in the harmony of their minds 
and spirits. 

He never stayed with her long on these golden afternoons. Plauche, 
the chief engineer, and Dupuy, the sugar boiler, did not leave the mill 
at all during the grinding season; they stayed on duty for indefinite 
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hours and snatched a little sleep as they could in small makeshift rooms^ 
Plauche’s on the mill floor and Dupuy’s on the pan floor. Gervais was 
almost equally constant in his supervision; the days when he had come 
to have mid-morning coffee with Merry at her bedside were now only 
part of a rapturous past. He slipped from her side before daylight and 
did not come back to her until the last watch began at midnight, having 
hastily eaten his dinner and supper at the boarding house. She waited 
up for him, keeping the open fire burning brightly in their lii ing 
room, and over the hot toddy which she had prepared, they talked 
together briefly, before he stripped off his clothes and fell into a < ead 
sleep. And this talk was always 1 mited and one-sided. “The D :lco 
got out of order again today. Damn if I don’t think the old-fashic led 
lanterns and flares were better. . . . There’s been a choke on the 
crusher—too much cane fed to ti e mill,” he would say in his ( igy 
voice. “These things ought not U happen.” Or, speaking still r ore 
irritably, “A chain broke on the i ane carrier this afternoon and hat 
meant a thirty-minute delay. Everv' delay of that sort means a los; of 
money, and with the price of sug ir dropping the way it is, we ( m’t 
afford to take any kind of a loss.” Sugar was now selling at about 
thirteen cents, half what it had bre Light when he and Merry took t leir 
prodigal trip to New Orleans and began their extravagant prograr i of 
restoration and expansion on the plantation. He did not tell hei he 
realized now that he had plunged ahead too rashly, but she knew that 
the fear of financial embarrassment must be a constantly gnawing 
worry. He seldom asked her what she had been doing, and sometimes 
he did not go in to look at the twins for several nights running. 
Neither did he go anywhere else. Sunday was just like any other day 
for a planter during the grinding season, he told Merry, though for¬ 
merly he had been meticulous about taking her to Mass. He played 
no poker, he asked none of his political cronies to the house, he did not 
go to Izzy’s to seek them out. The mill and the fields constituted his 
world. 

Even when Mr. Harding passed through Baton Rouge on his way to 
New Orleans, Gervais could hardly be persuaded to join the group 
invited to meet the special train at Anchorage and accompany the party 
of the President Elect across the river. Merry, for once overcoming her 
shyness and self-consciousness, had been eager to accept the invitation to 
membership on the Ladies’ Committee which was to present Mrs. 
Harding with an elaborate floral offering and spend with her the brief 
period which her husband would allocate to the local politicians; other¬ 
wise Gervais might actually have declined to go. At least, that was what 
he said at first, insisting that the care of his crops meant much more 
to him than meeting any Black Republican. Later he seemed to derive 
considerable satisfaction in helping to plan the arrangements for the 
visit, and after it had taken place, in talking about the smooth way 
everything had run. It was his idea, for instance, that Fire Chief Bogan 
shoifld be notified by telephone as soon as the ferry had left the 
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Anchorage landing; that the fire bells should immediately ring twenty 
taps and the whistles blow along the river, just as they always did on 
New Year’s Eve. In that way everyone would know the train was 
coming and assemble at the depot ready to see the President Elect; it 
was important there should be no delay about this, for he could stop 
only long enough to greet the general public from the rear platform 
of his private car. Gervais was greatly gratified because all his ideas 
worked out so well, and because Merry had such a nice homey chat 
with Mrs. Harding. Personally, he was ready to admit he would never 
have believed that Harding had so much personal charm and such a 
distinguished presence, or that he could speak so soundly and con¬ 
vincingly. Gervais quoted the President Elect frequently, saying that 
he held exactly the same views. 

“ ‘I like to think that one of the lasting things that came out of the 
Great War and the sacrifices which were made in that War was the 
wiping out of sectional lines’—that’s what I Uke to think too, Merry. 
‘I have an abiding faith that great things are coming to America, and 
that the whole country is to share in this great achievement.’ I’m glad 
I heard Harding say that. It’s just what needs to be said. It can’t h6 
stressed too often.” 

The glow of his general satisfaction lasted a long time. However, the 
Harding visit marked the only departure from his rule that nothing 
should take him off the plantation and that no one should interfere 
with his work there. The year before it had not been like this. Gervais 
had made excuses, to himself and to Merry, to come home for his meals, 
to linger in Merry’s company, to discuss their hopes and plans and to 
tell her—^and show her—that he adored her. The crop had not meant 
so much to him as it did now. This was partly because it had been a 
better one, perhaps; the stand of cane was not nearly so good this 
year; the effects of the mosaic disease were showing up all too plainly. 
But Merry knew that his present preoccupation could not be wholly 
explained on these grounds or that of financial involvement, and some¬ 
times, as she lay alone in the darkness, she would think longingly of 
the time when her husband had been so wholly her lover. She reminded 
herself that her advanced pregnancy had set limits on their intimacy, 
but this excuse was inadequate, too; it was a time for tenderness, now 
more than evpr, even if it were not a time for passion. Honestly, as 
she was honest in all things. Merry admitted to herself that Gervais 
would have left her alone, even if there had been no imminent prospect 
of another child. 

There had been no recurrence of the brief pangs which the vision of 
the Renos had roused; unfearful of the power of any other woman 
and too generous-hearted for jealousy, Merry had moments of panic 
because she knew that the land had reclaimed her husband for its own 
and that perennially it would continue to do so. In her loneliness she 
could not always suppress her resentment of this. But the bad moments 
came only during the long nighty when she was listening and waiting 
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interminably for the whistle blasts to announce the change of watch. 
They never came when she stood in the dusty sunshine beside the rnilb 
looking at the cane as it came in, and knowing that at any moment 
Gervais would join her. At these times she was conscious, as he was, 
of their kinship of interest and purpose, and of the tie which bound 
them together, strengthened because of this kinship. She knew, in¬ 
dubitably, that they were no longer dependent, as they once had been, 
and as lesser loves remained, on the satisfaction of the flesh. After the 
harvest was in and the child was born, the land would give Gci vais 
back to her and she would be ready to receive him. Their reunion w« »uld 
be one of spontaneous gladness. She could afford to wait for it, in 
rapt anticipation, because the interval which marked their separsdon 
was in itself a fulfillment. 

Most of the men who came and went while Merry watched the 
coming of the cane were famihar to her now, and they cxchai ged 
brief and friendly greetings with her as they hurried to and fronr. the 
factory. “Looks like plenty of sug. r in the cane. Miss Merry,” Pla tch^ 
would say in a satisfied voice, “hhe boss is bound to give me t lose 
new filter presses I want next year. * Sometimes it was new juice pu ups 
he mentioned instead; Plauchc was always after more and morr re¬ 
placement, Gervais told her; but he was usually good-natured a)out 
doing without when he could not get it. Sance, on the other hand, had 
a violent temper. Sometimes he came dashing up on horseback to sec 
what had become of his carts, and if these were drawn up in long 
lines, awaiting their chance to unload, he yelled at Plauche in unbridled 
rage. “Look here. Chief, what’s the big idea playing hell with my work 
like this?” he bellowed at such times. “The whole damn cane-loading 
crew’s had to stop.” Then he would pull off his sombrero and add 
apologetically to Merry, “You must excuse me. Miss Merry; but I’ve 
got to have those carts in the fields. If I don’t, I might just as well lay 
off every last one of my niggers.” 

Merry liked Lezine Sance and he liked her; usually she managed to 
say something soothing if noncommittal before she turned to greet 
Scraphine, who was apt to come by at about the same time, carrying 
a big armful of mish bread. Seraphine was the wife of Tiphane, the 
night watchman, and she operated the boarding house. “What are you 
giving the boys for supper tonight, Seraphine?” Merry would ask her. 
“Beef stew. But they’re getting mighty tired of that. We’ll be having 
cooler weather pretty soon, then I kin give ’em fresh pork. If any of the 
hogs should get out of the yard, don’t you worry none about ’em. Miss 
Merry. They won’t be botherin’ you long.” Seraphine would have her 
laugh in which Merry would join, and then she would lumber on, 
pausing once to call back over her shoulder, “Want I should send you 
over some hot cakes when I make ’em tomorrow mornin’. Miss Merry? 
The new people who’ve just come in, they say they just can’t get 
enough of my hot cakes.” “No, thanks, Scraphine,” Merry would call 
back. “I know they’re wonderful, but you’ve got enough to do feeding 



the big crew you have now without bothering to send goodies to the 
Big House.” There was jealousy between Seraphine and Lou Ida, 
and Merry knew better, by this time, than to fan it into flame. But 
with the insatiable hunger of healthy pregnancy she secretly yearned 
for Seraphine’s cakes, which were better than Lou Ida’s. 

Besides the workmen who came and went, there were frequent 
visitors from outside. The young people of the locality had a fad for 
making up “sugar-house parties” and going in groups to the planta¬ 
tions up and down the River Road. The year before, such visitors had 
been discouraged at Belle Heloisc because of Cresside’s critical illness. 
Word of this had gone around and the sight-seers had considerately 
stopped at Hathaway Hall or Hackberry Lodge instead. Grover Blood 
made a great to-do about important visitors. He never failed to escort 
them through the factory himself, followed by a small black boy bear¬ 
ing coffee on a silver tray, so that the dignitaries could refresh them¬ 
selves whenever they wished. But he was disdainful of lesser lights, 
and barely tolerated sugar-house parties, while Boylston, though 
courteous, was ill at case—^and showed it—^with the free and easy 
youngsters who made them up. So the popular preference was for 
Belle Heloise, and now that they knew they were welcome again, the 
young people flocked back there. Usually they brought baskets with 
them, eating under the cane shed. BefoYe going to the mill they stopped 
to snatch stalks of cane from the carrier and lay bets with each other 
as to who could chew it the fastest. The cane was tender and brittle 
and juicy; the boys peeled it for the girls, and some of the merrymakers 
showed surprising skill in making away with large quantities of it in 
record time. After they tired of this pastime, they went inside, taking 
tin cups with them from which to drink the sweet juice as it poured 
from the crusher; without such a drink, the visit would have been 
thought incomplete, and the more daring members of the party also 
carried hip-pocket flasks and added a jigger or two of whisky to the 
juice. If the visitors happened to be on good terms with Dupuy, they 
also brought loaves of mish bread and clusters of oranges, still on the 
branches of the trees from which they had been plucked, and pocketsful 
of pecans, trying to time their visit just when a strike was ending. If 
they were successful in this, and if Dupuy were in a propitious mood, 
he would put the foodstuffs on his paddle and thrust it into the boiling 
syrup; coated with this, the bread and oranges became sweetmeats of 
rare delicacy, to be savored at leisure, often by couples who retreated 
to obscure corners and did not join their companions until they were 
dragged from their hiding places, to the tune of a good deal *of teasing* 
The group finally departed in high spirits, the sound of their laughter 
and singing floating back to the mill as the truck in which they were 
riding went jolting down the sugar-house road. 

If there were friends of hers in such groups, as there often were, and 
if they arrived in the afternoon, Merry went with them into the sugar 
house. Miss Mittie came often on Saturdays, bringing riotous school 
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children with her, and Merry tried to keep popcorn on hand for these 
youngsters; they loved to take it into the mill v^ith them, crunching it 
as they rushed around, “popping” the paper bags afterwards. Hazel 
Wallace, who had worked with Merry in Goldenberg’s store, was 
another famiUar visitor. Hazel’s fortunes were rising. She was Mr. 
Goldenberg’s private secretary now, and she had a steady suitor, A1 
Ferrar, who worked in the advertising department. Previously Hj zel 
had never come freely to Belle Htloise; she had always been a little 
overawed by the Big House and by Madame Mere, and she had lot 
even made any attempt to see the renovated gargonniere. But by die 
stacked cane, with A1 at her side, s le was at ease and Merry was,' oo. 
A1 gave one arm to Hazel and the other to Merry and they all entc -ed 
the sugar mill together. 

“Gosh, that looks just like a roller coaster, doesn’t it?” A1 exclain cd, 
watching the carrier as it sent the stalks endlessly on and on throi gh 
the giant crushers which shredde*! the cane more and more fin ly, 
while the liquid poured from it in a waterfall to the juice pan bel w. 
A powerful Negro, wielding a long handled wooden rake, stood by he 
juice pan skillfully keeping the flo v unclogged, while a jolly look ng 
little colored boy reached under the mill with a can on the end cf a 
long pole and collected a cupful of juice. Having done this, he poured 
the contents of the cup into a numbered tin pail on a shelf near by tiXid 
ran off with it toward some unseen destination. 

“What are those buckets for?” Hazel asked, diverted from the roller 
coaster. 

“Samples. That was one of our best sample boys. He’s taking some 
juice into the laboratory to be tested. We can go there later on too, if 
you like.” 

Merry knew that Gervais would not mind having her walk around 
with Hazel and Al, because they would watch carefully and see that she 
did not slip. But Hazel was not interested in the laboratory. She had 
reluctantly taken a course in chemistry at high school and the very word 
laboratory still filled her with aversion. Merry made another suggestion. 

“Then let’s walk back to the furnaces where the bagasse is burned. I 
think they’re a beautiful sight.” 

“Bagasse?” Al inquired in a puzzled voice. He had only recently 
come from New Jersey, and all the processes of the sugar mill were 
mysterious and exciting to him. 

“Yes. That’s what’s left of the cane, you know, when all the juice 
has been squeezed out. For a long time people used to throw most of 
it away—they thought it was good for nothing except fertilizer, and 
Fabian still swears by it for his camellias and gardenias. Then they 
found out it made wonderful fuel. Come, let me show you. It goes into 
the furnaces from the top.” 

They walked on towards the rear of the mill, past the glistening black 
spur wheels which Merry admired so much and the fast-spinning fly 
wheels. As they advanced, she indicated a machine shop at their right, 
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saying, with pride, that all the repair work was done on the place at 
a great saving o£ time and money. At their left a pile of rubberoid 
material, from which circles the size of a stove lid had been cut, 
cluttered the pavement at one point, and Merry explained that this 
stuff was sheet packing used in the engines, that some of the cylinders 
must have just been repacked and that there had not been time to pick 
up the leavings. They passed a tank, too, filled with frothy liquid, 
which Merry told them was raw juice. They had all agreed that the 
carrier reminded them of a roller coaster, but now they disagreed about 
the contents of this tank. It looked like the white of an egg, Hazel said, 
ready to go on a giant floating island; more like whipped cream, A1 
thought. Merry stood out for ocean foam. They stood discussing it and 
joking about it for some time, and then Merry reminded the others 
that they had started out to see the burning bagasse, and they con¬ 
tinued their walk towards the rear, where three gigantic brick furnaces 
stood in a row. Above the iron doors near the floor level, a round 
opening showed in each; and through these the leaping flames and 
the falling bagasse were plainly visible. The bagasse fell fast, in a 
shower of tiny flakes, gilded by the light from the fire below; the flames 
became quivering streaks of crimson as they soared. The whole effect 
was magical but satanic in its splendor. 

“GoshI” A1 exclaimed again, in sincere but inarticulate admiration. 
“Gosh, I never saw anything to equal that, not anywhere.” 

“There isn’t anything to equal that, not anywhere,” Merry said 
proudly. “Anywhere except on sugar plantations, of course. There’s a 
shed in the rear where the surplus bagasse is kept, and you can sec 
it piled up there, if you want to. But that’s all it is, just a pile. I think 
perhaps I ought to have let you see the rest of the mill first, before I 
brought you to the furnaces. I’m afraid you won’t find the tanks and 
the mixers especially thrilling either. Why not come back to the 
garqonniire with me for some coffee and some cherry bounce? You 
can have a look at the twins, too.” 

Merry kept cherry bounce as well as popcorn constantly on hand 
these days; freshly dripped coffee and homemade fruit cake were 
always in readiness, too, and usually pralines and new-salted pecans. 
Her manner of serving refreshments had not the spectacular quality 
of the notorious Mr. Blood’s, but her hospitality was unstinted and 
spontaneous. It was something of a problem to get the pecans picked, 
she told Hazel and Al, as they all went towards the house; there were 
more than three hundred trees on the plantation, and the nuts, falling 
in the first cool wind, had to be gathered during the grinding season; 
so none of the hands from the quarters were free for the work. Fortu¬ 
nately the house servants liked to pick; they were allowed to do it on 
shares, and they were out in the grove every minute they could get. 
Cresside liked it, too; she herself picked and also supervised the 
Negroes, taking the twins to the grove in their big perambulator, and 
insisting that it was easy to keep &cm amused there. There was a full 
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crop this fall, much better than last; Gervais had told Merry it was 
seldom this was especially good, two years in succession. The pecans 
looked beautiful, shining as if they had been coated with wax as they 
lay on the dark ground. Perhaps the next time Hazel and A1 came out, 
they would like to go to the grove themselves. They were welcome to 
all the nuts they wanted. . . . 

Hazel said they would be glad to pick pecans, pleased because Merry 
seemed to take it for granted they were coming again. But for the 
moment her attention was fully engaged with the garqonniirc. M erry 
took her two guests through it from top to bottom, pleased bevond 
measure at their outspoken admiration of her success with int<Tior 
decorating. Then, settling them be fore the living-room fire, she served 
the cherry bounce herself, in small ruby-colored glasses, and afterw irds 
Creassy came in, bringing the c( ffee and fruit cake and nuts i n a 
spacious silver tray. Dinah followed with the twins, who had just cen 
brought in from the grove, their cheeks rosy from the crisp air; and 
Cresside dropped by for a few nunutes, too, supplementing Me ry’s 
spread with a proffer of cigarettes, which Merry had forgottet, as 
usual, because she did not smoke herself. Hazel had always assu ned 
that Cresside d’Alvery was very high-hat, because when she first came 
back from Convent, she had trained with such a fast crowd, and 
because since then she had kept so much to herself, until just lately. 
Not that the poor girl could help that. Hazel admitted tardily, when 
she had been laid up from such a bad accident; just the same it was a 
pleasant surprise to find her as simple and friendly as Merry, who did 
not put on airs either, now that she was Mrs. Gervais d’Alvery instead 
of Meredith Randall. Cresside had on a pullover sweater and a short 
woolen skirt, both somewhat the worse for wear, and her hair was all 
blown around because she had gone out in the grove hatless. Hazel 
would have felt she must apologize, if visitors had caught her looking 
like that, and she smoothed down the skirt of her spotless new beige 
afternoon dress and glanced at her matching pumps and handbag with 
a feeling of secret satisfaction. But Cresside did not even seem con¬ 
scious of her old clothes and tousled hair. She sat around and smokipd 
and chatted and drank coffee until she happened to glance at the clodi^, 
and said hell’s bells, she had no idea it was so late. Fabian would be 
there any minute to take her to see Annette Kellerman in “V/hat 
Women Love.” He thought she ought to find out. Would the rest 
excuse her ? It had been grand seeing Hazel again and meeting Al. 

Merry had enjoyed seeing Hazel and Al, too, and when Gervais came 
in that night, she tried to tell him about their visit, over the hot toddy. 
But Gervais had a fresh worry. It was all he could talk about before he 
went to sleep. 

“We had to slow the mill down today because the centrifugals 
couldn’t keep out of the way of the pans.” 

“Why not, Gervais?” 
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“WeVc getting bastard grains in the sugar. There’ll be hell to pay 
if we can’t get rid of them.” 

‘1 don’t think I know what you mean by bastard grains, chcr. Have 
you told me about them before?” 

“Probably not. We didn’t have any trouble to speak of with them 
last year. In fact, I can’t remember that we’ve ever had much trouble 
with them at Belle Heloise before.” 

^‘But what are they?” 

He closed his eyes, wearily. “TheyVe small-sized grains that appear 
in the masse cuite after the desired amount of granulation has already 
been secured. If you don’t get rid of them, they clog the small holes 
in the centrifugals and the sugar just won’t dry because the molasses 
can’t pass out through these holes.” 

“But what causes them in the first place?” 

“You’re asking an awful lot of questions tonight, aren’t you, Merry?” 

“Only because I’m interested. C)nly because everything that troubles 
you or makes you happy is important to me.” 

“I know. It’s extraordinary how quick you’ve caught on, too. I didn’t 
mean to snap you up. Oh, you were asking me. . . . Well, the bastard 
grains might be Dupuy’s fault. He may have been careless in graining 
the pan. Possibly he didn’t take in enough grain to start the strike. 
That’s the usual cause of this special kind of trouble. Then again it’s 
possible that he and Plauchc have been fighting-” 

“But why should they?” 

' “Oh, no special reason that I know of. The sugar boiler and the 
chief engineer just seem to be natural enemies and Dupuy’s always 
picking a quarrel about something. Plauche’s naturally good-natured, 
as you know, but once in a while Dupuy gets his goat. If that’s what 
happened lately, Plauche may have slowed down the water pump. That 
would have caused the pans to heat up and melt away some of the 
original grains.* If the trouble does lie between Plauche and Dupuy and 
I can’t get it patched up, I’ll lose a lot more money.” 

He was not saying a lot of money, he was saying a lot more. So he 
was losing it right along, losing more than he could afford. And sugar 
had gone down another cent. For a moment Merry sat still, fingering 
her pearls. Then she folded her hands in her lap, looking down at her 
beautiful solitaire. She ought to have told Gervais in the first place that 
she did not want these baubles, she said to herself reproachfully. She 
ought not to have let him see how much it would mean to her to get 
away from the Big House, and have him to herself in xht gar^onmire 
either. But it would not do any good to tell him so now. The money 
advanced on credit was all spent, and they could not get it back. It 
would sound as if she were reproaching him if she tried to talk about 
it. Besides, she had begun to think about something else, something 
which perhaps she might speak and find out if her mind had 
reflected his, as it did so often. 
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“Strange, isn’t it, that this problem should have arisen now, when 
you’ve never had it before?” 

“Yes, it is.” They looked at each other for a moment, both falling 
silent. Then Gervais got up and put his arm around her. “Don’t you 
get to seeing symbols in everything, like the niggers do,” he said. 
“Come on, honey. I’m dead on my feet. Let’s go to bed.” 

As the season advanced, Gervais was able to take the grinding n ore 
easily in his stride, in spite of his varied worries. If the crop was not 
as good as the year before, at least the weather was better; that n ore 
or less evened things up. One warm mellow day succeeded anothe in 
leisurely succession. The Satsumas hung in golden balls on the ora ige 
trees by the house, and in Angus Holt’s garden the golden cos nos 
and marigolds, flowers of all Saints, bloomed in riotous profusion, rhe 
leaves were turning, too, and the moss that draped the oaks shon : in 
the sun as it did at no other seasoit; Merry called them “the gold ind 
silver trees.” There was no rain ar i no frost. Labor was plentiful, for 
many returning soldiers had found no regular jobs awaiting them, ind 
Gervais was able to enlarge his force of factory workers from t leir 
ranks. Moreover, women as well as men turned out in prodig ous 
numbers and the fields were full of cutters; their bright garmmts 
dotted the landscape, their broad knives sang in the sunshine. 

The improvements Gervais had made in the mill were contributing 
to higher efficiency, too. One day the shaft on the Walsh Feeder rake, 
which swept the cane from the cars to the carrier, suddenly snapped, 
and there was a long delay in consequence; but this was the only major 
breakdown. Merry sensed the lessened strain in her husband’s manner 
and conversation. He was neither exhausted nor nervous when he 
came in at midnight, and he stopped speaking solely about mishaps 
and expense. Instead he would say contentedly, “The mill ran well 
today—no stops of any kind,” and eventually, with still greater satis¬ 
faction, “The sucrose is fine, and we have the cane deliveries in grand 
shape.” 

“Couldn’t you take things a little easier then?” Merry asked. 

“I can’t really let up until the whistle blows for the last time. But 
I thought I might take part of a day off, at least.” 

“That would be wonderful,” Merry began. But he interrupted her. 

“Perhaps you’d better let me finish. I didn’t mean to spend it at 
home. I meant to go hunting, if you wouldn’t mind too much.” 

“Why should I mind?” Merry asked. The mental vision of long 
hours with Gervais had faded as soon as it was formed. But she spoke 
staunchly. “Were you planning to go ’possum hunting with Cresside?” 
she asked. During the last few weeks Cresside, who was getting around 
more and more, had been out several times in mixed groups of six 
or eight, starting as soon as it was dark and spending most of the 
night in the woods. The girls as well as the men wore high-laced boots, 
corduroy breeches and heavy windbreakers on these expeditions and 
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carried flashlights and lanterns. They always took a black boy with 
them who wore a carbide light fastened to his forehead for the pur¬ 
pose of “shining” the ’possum’s eyes and holding the bag into which 
it was put after it was shaken from the tree. They also took two or three 
dogs who first trailed the ’possum and eventually finished him off. Ap¬ 
parently the hunters spent hours at a time sitting around a camp fire 
while they waited for the dogs to find the trail, and wiener roasts, hot 
chocolate, and carefree and casual singing were also features of the 
night’s entertainment. As Cresside described it all afterwards, it 
sounded very thrilling to Merry, who had never done hunting of any 
kind. But when she asked her interested question, Gervais answered 
her contemptuously. 

“Lord, no! I outgrew that kind of sport years ago. I was thinking 
of going on a wildcat hunt. There’s a Negro named Pinkie Baker 
who lives over on the other side of town, who’s got the best hunting 
dogs around here, and every now and then he lends them to Parker. 
The Governor likes cat hunting. He doesn’t always follow the run, 
but he enjoys listening to the dogs after the cat’s been jumped. Parker’s 
taking Pinkie’s dogs and striking out to Boylston’s early Saturday 
morning—the hunt’s going to start from there. The Governor’s bring¬ 
ing Fabian along with him, and they’d be glad to stop by for me. 
Happy Sevier and Fcrd Claiborne are going together in another car. 
And Harvey Lawrason’s at Boylston’s already. He’s driven over from 
Livingston Parish and brought his own dogs with him, some in the 
car and some in a trailer—^people really go in for hounds where he 
lives, near Denham Springs. . . . That’ll make a party of seven or 
eight all told and it’s a good crowd. I haven’t seen Lawrason to amount 
to anything since I got back from France.” 

He was making no effort to conceal his normal masculine yearning 
for congenial male companionship. Merry did not let him down by 
voicing her equally normal feminine disappointment that he preferred 
to spend his first time off with these friends instead of witH her. 

“Parker’s been out with Boylston two or three times already,” 
Gervais went on. “It seems that last year when Boylston was hunting, 
he had a rather peculiar experience. Cresside said he’d told her about 
it. I don’t know whether he told you, too, or whether she did.” 

“No,” Merry answered, leaning over to refill the toddy glasses from 
a pitcher that stood on a hob by the fire. 

“Well, his gyp Diana started .a trail, and when he caught up with 
her, she was standing on her haunches, baying in front of a hollow 
tree with a big hole in it. Boylston asked her what she was doing, hunt¬ 
ing ’possums when she knew he wanted to hunt cats! It’s hard to 
beheve, but you talk to these hounds just as if they were humans, 
and when you start out you tell them what you’re after, and they don’t 
trail anything else that day. He’d said ‘Scat!’ to Diana, the first thing 
after they’d left the house, and it wasn’t like her to make a mistake. 
She answered him by sticking her head into the hole and when she 



took it out, her face was all scratched up. So Boylston looked in the 
hole himself, and sure enough, there was a big cat. He drew back 
mighty quick, and the cat jumped out and ran like mad, with Diana 
after her. Boylston says he doesn’t know how he happened to look in 
the hole again, but he did, and there were four kittens I He took up 
two of them and nicked pieces out of their ears, and then he took up 
the other two and cut their tails off. Afterwards he called Diana back, 
so that the cat would have a chance to raise them. All this year le's 
been hunting the marked cubs. Of course, they’re grown cats now. • • 
What’s the matter, am I boring yc u.?” 

Merry could not bear to sec the suffering of any living creat ire, 
or even to hear about it. She had fli ached when Gervais had mentio led 
the mutilated kittens, and the happy expression on her face clou ed. 
But she knew there was no use in telling Gervais, or any other lorn 
hunter, how she felt. Even Cressiiic, who was so phenomenally I ind 
to the twins, felt no compunctions about killing doves. 

“No, you’re not boring me,” she said quickly. “I think that’s a ' cry 
interesting story, Gervais. Has Cliarles caught any of those mattced 
cubs?” 

“Yes, he caught one when he vias hunting alone, and one the arst 
time Parker went out with Pinkie's dogs. Now he wants to round up 
the others, and I’d like to be there when it happens.” 

“Naturally you would. I’m glad Charles has invited you. I’m glad 
you feel you can go,” Merry said, again filling the toddy glasses from 
the hob. 

It was a litde earlier than usual when he left her two mornings later, 
but she was accustomed, by now, to having him slip away in the dark¬ 
ness, without a word or a caress. She knew that his silent departure 
signified neither negligence nor indifference, but a genuine desire not 
to disturb her; and usually, though she was aware of his leaving, she 
drifted back to sleep again almost immediately. Now she had been 
vaguely wakeful and restless for some time already. She snuggled 
down among the pillows, after the car had rattled over the cattle gap 
and the dogs had stopped barking, but she could not seem to get com¬ 
fortable. For a few minutes she continued to shift her position, with 
increasing discomfort. Then a sharp dagger-like pain shot without 
warning through her vitals and trailed away into numbness. 

“It can’t be that,” she said aloud, in bewilderment. “It isn’t time 
yet—not for two weeks at least.” But she turned over, and tried to 
switch on the electricity. Evidently the Delco was out of order again, 
however, so she lighted her bedside candle, and looked at the little 
clock standing on the night table beside her. It was exactly four o’clock. 
She lay down again, without extinguishing the candle, and kept her 
eyes on the moving hands. At twenty minutes past four the dagger-like 
pain stabbed her again, harder this time. Instead of leaving her numb, 
it left her spent. She gave herself a few moments to recover from it; 
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then, putting on felt slippers and a warm woolen robe, she lighted 
the lamps that were kept in readiness for emergencies, setting one in 
the window, and taking a lantern, started for the Big House. It loomed 
darkly before her, surrounded by eerie black trees, and above them 
the stars had a far frosty look. It was colder than it had been any night 
during the fall. 

“That’s why I’m shivering,” she told herself, as she hurried forward. 
“I’m not frightened. I’m just cold. There’s nothing to be frightened 
about. I’ll be all right as soon as I get to Dinah. She said it wouldn’t 
be bad this time.” 

Merry did not deceive herself. She knew that it would be bad, that 
it had to be. There was no escape from the dreadful hours which lay 
ahead of her. But she also knew that she had the strength and courage 
to meet them undefeated, that no woman’s life was full and complete 
without them, any more than it was full and complete without the 
hours of rapture which had come before them. Remembering these, 
she found that she could go on. The third pain, like a vicious auger, 
boring its- way through her body, smote her as she reached the gallery. 
She seized the newel post of the outer stairway, and gripped it hard, 
smothering a scream. Then, clinging to the railing, she continued to 
mount the stairs. 


CHAPTER XIX 

When Governor Parker and the two cousins arrived at Hackberry 
Lx)dge, the other men were already gathered around a log fire in 
Charles Boylston’s paneled study, smoking and drinking small blacks. 
All of them, except Happy Sevier, who had on his old army breeches 
and puttees, and Boylston, who as usual looked as if his whipcord 
were the recent creation of a London tailor, were wearing high boots 
over ordinary well-worn trousers. Harvey Lawrason, the wealthy lum^ 
berman from Denham Springs, was outstanding in the group. Though 
slightly stooped, he was so immensely tall that he still towered over 
all the others, and his huge bony hands had an unmistakable look 
of power. He had light sandy hair, and light eyelashes which looked 
so short that even a casual glance from his pale blue eyes had the 
effect of a stare. Though he was essentially a man’s man, numerous 
women had figured prominently in his life, and current gossip cen¬ 
tered around a pretty widow in Baton Rouge; but hunting was his 
real passion. He had a background of considerable culture, but it 
suited him to talk as if he were utterly unlettered, and he was a teller 
of tall tales, introducing most of them with the strange expression, 



*Which-I-God”! and speaking in a high drawling voice. He was in the 
midst of a story now. 

“Those Walkers of yours look all right to me, Charlie, but I want to 
see *em in action. Which-I-God, you can’t tell nothing about a dog by 
looking at him! You take Martin’s Choice. There ain’t a setter that’s 
worth his salt that don’t trace his blood back to him, one way or an¬ 
other, and yet, he was the sorriest looking bird dog that ever na led 
a covey down winej. He had a tail a big rat wouldn’t have been ashar led 
of, and a pinched-in face, but Lord in-the-mountains! what a nose ; nd 
bottom! That dog could run his lef^^s off to the elbow and still go a ter 
birds. I mind the time Sam Cannel: brought him to our little old f eld 
trial in Clinton. Well sirs, I got .i thick-headed brother-in-law i lat 
thinks he knows all about bird dc gs—I ain’t apologizing for hirr ; a 
man ain’t responsible for what hi> sister marries. He used to pa ^ a 
mint of money for his dogs and br ig of what world beaters he ha(i in 
his kennels. So me and Sam rigged it up how he was going to 1 ike 
Martin’s Choice over to my brothi r-in-law’s and offer to sell the log 
to him for five dollars. ’Course, everybody knows Martin’s Choice ' /as 
open champion that year, and five thousand dollars couldn’t hive 
bought him. Likely his owner would get more than that out of s ;ud 
fees. Well sirs, we did it. And my brother-in-law give that so ry- 
looking pup one disgusted look and says, ‘Take that thing off my 
property, whatever it is. You claim it’s a setter all right, but it looks 
to me like it got a sight of muskrat blood in it. Go on, take it out of 
here, whatever it is, it might be catching.’ Well, it just goes to show, 
there was somebody who thought you could tell all about a dog by 
looking at him, turning down a chance to buy the national open 
champion for five dollars.” 

While Lawrason drawled on, without commanding undivided at¬ 
tention, a drowsy, slatternly, colored girl, who had on a cloth with 
flapping ends fastened loosely at the back of her head instead of the 
customary neat tignon, was passing the coffee in a haphazard way. A 
man’s jacket, thrown across her shoulders, partially covered her dingy 
woolen dress; but she looked cold as well as sullen, and Fabian felt 
sorry for her. He spoke to her kindly as she stopped to serve him. 

“Pretty early to be up on a cold morning, isn’t it, Tilda?” 

“Sho’ is, Mistah Fabian. Don’t seem like it’s worth while for us’uns 
to bed ourselves, iffen us has to stir agin so soon.” 

“We’ve got to get started early if we’re going to hit a trail by day¬ 
break,” Boylston said, rather sharply. The remark was addressed to 
Fabian, but it was obviously aimed at Tilda, who gave her master a 
resentful glance as she shuffled off with the tray. Boylston paid his 
servants higher wages than anyone else on the River Road; but he 
had never learned to make them like him. “I don’t want to hurry any 
of you,” he said, speaking this time to the company at large. “But I 
think if you’ve finished your coffee, we ought to be on our way.” 

The guests gathered up their caps and guns and went out into the 



yard, where the darkies and the dogs were waiting for them. Pinkie 
Baker’s four black-and-tan hounds—^Hayes, Crook, Beulah and Fox— 
had been left in charge of George Dyer, the Governor’s chauffeur, when 
Parker himself went into the house with Fabian and Gervais. The 
trailer which Lawrason had brought over from Denham Springs, 
filled with redboncs, was parked close beside the Governor’s car, 
enabling Simeon, Lawrason’s man, to pass the time of day, more or 
less obscenely, with George, whose own conversation was less lurid 
but who was not above listening. Amos Palfry, Boylston’s driver, who 
had brought out his master’s purebred Walkers, tightly tethered, stood 
a slight distance away from them. Swung over one shoulder he had 
Ferryboat Bill’s handsome horn, which was his insignia of leader¬ 
ship, and which he wore with great pride; and while he waited for 
the expedition to get underway, he kept admonishing his dogs. Two 
younger Negroes, Cass and Willie, who also worked for Boylston, 
and usually went hunting with him when he had a sizable group at 
Hackberry Lodge, were also standing in the yard, discussing the rela¬ 
tive merits of the different types of sports common to the countryside. 

“Ah sho’ wish dis here was a ’coon hunt us was goin’ on, ’stead of 
a cat hunt.” 

“Uh, not me. Ah likes cat huntin’ fust rate. Squirrel hunts and 
’possum hunts, ’ems for ladyfolks much as menfolks. Don’t even no 
dogs go along, squirrel huntin’. How comes you don’t like cat huntin’ 
well as ’possum huntin’, Willie?” 

. “Can’t eat no cat, can us? Don’t get de hides to sell, neither—-boss- 
man keeps ’em for hisself to stuff and den feeds de meat to his dogs. 
Ain’t no better eatin’ dan ’possum, nor squirrel neither, and dey keeps 
de pot full pretty near all through de cold. Ah don’t mind havin’ 
ladyfolks on de hunt neither. Leastwise Ah don’t mind havin’ Miss 
Cresside. She plumb game on rough goin’, and Ah seed her shine four 
’possums all in de one night. Now Miss Regine, dat’s different. Ah 
can do without ladyfolks like her jes as well as you can.” 

“Reckon it’s Miss Regine done set me against ladyfolks huntin’. 
Ain’t never forget dat night she come out in de woods in dem little 
high-heeled slippers of hern ’stead of de tall boots Miss Cresside got 
sense enough to wear. She kept a gettin’ stuck in de swamp and a 
hollerin’ after de res’, ‘Oh, wait a minute! Oh, please come back and 
get poor little me’!” 

Like most Negroes, Cass had a considerable gift for mimicry. He 
mocked Reginc’s silly way of speaking so effectively that the other 
darkies all turned around to listen, grinning with appreciation, and 
some of them snickered under their breath. Willie grabbed his com¬ 
panion’s sleeve. 

‘To’ hush yo* mouf, nigger, lessen yo’ wants to get us into bad 
trouble. Don’t yo’ know Miss Regine done stole Miss Cresside’s beau? 
Ain’t none of dc d’Alvcrys forgive her for dat and ain’t never goin’ ta 



And dcrc’s Miss Cresside’s brother settin’ right inside de house dis 
minute, lak as not to come out while you’s talkin’.” 

The warning had not been given a minute too soon. Just then the 
door of the house was flung open, and Boylston and his guests came 
out. Cass and Willie straightened up quickly and came forward re¬ 
spectfully and somewhat shamefacedly. Lawrason, who missed little 
connected with an outing of this type, glanced at them shrewdly. Then, 
with his foot on the running board of his own car, he called out to 
Dyer. 

“Good morning, George! How’s Beulah today? Hear she didn’t 
do so well on her last hunt.” 

“Dat’s right, Mr. Lawrason, she sho’ was confused. But she dc i’t 
do dat once in a blue moon. Ain’t n » better trail dog anywhere, ’cept n’ 
old Hayes, of course. He’s got ’em all beat. But you’re goin’ to i€C 
Beulah doin’ fine today, too.” 

“Wc won’t sec any of them ‘doin’ fine’ unless we get started pn :ty 
soon,” Boylston remarked. It always irked him to have his guests sti id 
around, chatting and joking with the Negroes when it was time to 
be off. “Come on, boys, let’s go.” 

The circle broke up slowly, with some final discussion as to the t est 
division of the guests among the different automobiles. Boylston wmt 
with the Governor this time, Gervais with Claiborne and Lawrason, 
the trailer, packed with barking redbones, in charge of Simeon, attached 
to their car. Fabian and Happy Sevier followed in one of Boylston’s 
cars, and Amos with Cass and Willie and the Walkers brought up the 
rear in another. Their route took them over the headland, past the ruins 
of an old Confederate fort, and the road, cut by the cane carts, was very 
rough, so that they had to proceed slowly towards the bluffs where they 
were bound. A little light was beginning to show in the dark sky, paling 
the stars, but revealing the order and richness of the fields, some already 
planted with the next season’s crop. Parker, peering out over them with 
his keen, beady eyes, complimented his host on his achievements. 

“You’ve done wonders with this plantation, Boylston. I know the 
state it was in when you took it over. What yield are you getting to the 
acre this year?” 

“About fifteen tons. Not as much as last year, due to this damn 
mosaic disease.” 

“Yes, I’m afraid that’s going to play havoc all over the state, and I 
know it’s beginning to show up along the River Road already.” 

They were leaving the headland, and at a signal from Boylston 
George stopped the car. They got out near the edge of a field covered 
with a brownish plant which was just going to seed. Parker stopped 
to pull up a handful of it. 

“Lespedeza!” he said enthusiastically. “So you’ve got that, too! Noth¬ 
ing like it for cattle and pasture land, in my book! You can’t do 
better than increase your acreage of this, Boylston.” 

“Pm planning to, Governor, next year.” 
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Parker selected a stalk of Lespedeza from the handful he was still 
holding and began to chew it reflectively, in much the same way that 
he chewed tobacco. The two men walked on together towards a pasture 
overgrown with Cherokee rose, scrub oak and briar thickets, flanked 
by tall bluffs, where the reddish soil was partially covered with straggly 
trees. A white frost which gleamed in the pale light coated the bushes 
and the patches of grass which showed between them; this would 
disappear with the day, but meantime it gave an effect of eerie loveliness 
to a scene which in any case would have been peculiarly enticing to 
the men who had come there. 

“Here’s the place where Amos saw the cat tracks two days ago,” 
Boylston said. “He’ll be along in a minute, but your car makes better 
time than the rest. Governor.” While he was speaking, however, the 
second car swung into sight and he added, “Here come Claiborne and 
d’Alvery, though. Claiborne’s quite a character, isn’t he?'* 

“I’ll say he is. And he has some damn original ideas about the duties 
of a game warden.” 

Parker spoke rather drily, and as the others got out of the car and 
came nearer he called out, “Ferd, could you by any chance spare me 
some of those birds you’ve got in your cooler?” 

“Birds? I don’t get you. What birds, John?” 

“You get me all right. I’m talking about those bees my old friend 
Surget was caught with last week. Somebody took them away from 
him, but no one’s heard what happened to them after that.” 

“Oh, hell, I’m sure they were preserved for a noble purpose. I’m 
here to defend Ferd on that score,” Fabian said pleasantly. The cars 
had all arrived in the pasture now, and he had come forward in time 
to change the drift of a dialogue which had begun to take a serious 
turn. An angry flush was spreading over Claiborne’s face and Parker 
was no longer speaking jestingly. “Look, we’re not any of us here in 
our professional capacities this morning, are we?” Fabian went on. 
“We’re just so many hunters, and it looks to me as if we’re in for 
some damn good sport.” 

As he spoke, he motioned towards Simeon, who was just getting 
the redbones out of the trailer, and to Cass, who had already taken 
the Walkers from Boylston’s car. All these dogs were still held in leash, 
but Amos now walked over to the Governor’s car, releasing old Hayes 
and Beulah and turning Crook and Fox over to Willie. With the 
two trail dogs leaping joyously* around him, Amos next began to kick 
vigorously at the bushes, shouting “Scat!” as he did so. Instantly Hayes 
and Beulah rushed off into the dark thickets, while the other hounds 
strained impatiently at their leashes, pulling their drivers around over 
the rough rime-covered pasture. For a few moments the hunters, now 
ready and eager for action, remained motionless and alert, listening 
attentively. Then the sound they had been awaiting came to them 
through the stillness: old Hayes was giving tongue, his deep voice 
loud and triumphant. 
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‘‘Good for him I He’s hit the cold trail in record time I” Lawrason 
exclaimed. “We’re off, aren’t we?” 

The leashed dogs, freed at last, were already tearing after their 
leaders, their drivers whooping them on. The other men immediately 
plunged into the brush after them, and for the next thirty minutes 
pushed forward with perseverance, “cold trailing” the cat which had 
fed along the way during the night. The ground was very rough, :ind 
Fabian and Happy especially found it hard going. But the thril’ of 
pursuit, even more than the cool, crisp air, was a powerful stimuh nt; 
they were all tingling with it, and in their excitement, they were aln ost 
unaware of the impediments to t iieir progress, though they haj dly 
spoke to each other as they first fc rged forward. But when the d gs, 
who had been snuffing the scent as they scurried along with t eir 
noses close to the ground, raised heir heads and began to bay, he 
hunters turned to each other, prondly identifying their own. 

“What’s the matter with Mort, I larvey? I haven’t heard him so^ nd 
off yet.” 

“ListenI There he is now!” 

“There goes my little red bitch, Molly, giving tongue, tool” 

“That’s Hayes, Pinkie’s prize hound again! I’d know him anywh ire. 
There’s not another dog in the state with that deep belldike voice.” 

“Right you are. I’m here to tell you there’s no better sport than hunt¬ 
ing with him. Just the same. Fox is my favorite.” 

The light, filtering in through the trees, was brighter now. The men 
could see, more distinctly, the robin feathers left on the trail, remnants 
of the cat’s final feast before settling down to sleep, and they were 
pressing ahead with redoubled vigor and enthusiasm. The dogs had 
begun to circle around a briar patch flanked by a huge fallen log, 
their voices rising in chorus, and the hunters were all hurrying towards 
it, when Gervais froze in his tracks, shouting a warning to the others. 

“Look out! I swear I smell a cottonmouth! Yes, there he is, right 
alongside that log!” 

As he spoke a thick brown-and-black moccasin, curled up under 
some fallen leaves, opened its deadly white mouth and then, sluggishly 
uncoiling itself, slithered away among the bushes. It was gone before 
most of the hunters were more than half aware of it. But Gervais 
fell back a little, glancing uneasily at the thickets around him and 
several of the dogs, getting the same nauseous scent, recoiled too, as 
they shrank away, while others snapped at the rustling leaves, breaking 
the chorusing circle. 

“Mr. Gervais, he’s done got dem dogs upset,” Willie said to Cass 
in a contemptuous undertone. “He’s gwine to have snake jitters all 
mornin’ hisself, too. IflFen dis here had a been a ’possum hunt now, 
and Miss Cresside had been along, she’d had old Mr. Cottonmouth kilt 
before he could a got away. Ah tells you again, Cass, Ah likes ’possum 
huntin’ dc best, and Ah likes for de ladyfolks to be along, iffen it’s de 
right ladyfolks. Ah seen just as good spo’t an’ better ’possum huntin’ 



•dan wc seen on dis cat hunt yet. Ah don’t find no fun just a plowin’ 
and a plowin’ t’rough dcse blackberry bushes all day. Iffen us’d been 
’possum huntin’, us’d a had a couple of ’em treed by now.” 

“Us’s a goin’ to have dat ole one-eared cat treed plenty soon now 
too, big boy. Come on, can’t you hear de bossman callin’ you?” 

Tlie hunters were dividing. From now on the hunt would be even 
more strenuous than it had been before. The “cold trailing” was over, 
and the “hot trailing” beginning. The cat, though the hollow log had 
been located as its bed, had made a swift getaway at the approach 
of the dogs; but they had lost less than a minute and they were now 
off in close pursuit, Amos whooping them on more vociferously than 
ever. Lawrason and Claiborne had followed along after them, with¬ 
out waste of time, and were already crashing through the brush. 
Boylston and Gervais were still standing near the log, the former be¬ 
cause he was too punctilious to leave any of his guests unceremoniously, 
the latter because he was still shaken by the “snake jitters” of which 
Willie had shrewdly suspected him. Fabian, grasping the cause of his 
host’s indecision, lowered himself slowly to the log and nodded pleas¬ 
antly to Boylston. 

“This looks like a pretty good stopping place to me,” he remarked. 
“I’ll have the rest of my fun sitting, down and listening to the dogs, 
taking it easy while the rest of you wear yourselves out. What about 
leaving^Willie here with me, Charles? You don’t really need him, 
do you, with the other drivers you’ve got? I wouldn’t mind having 
a good fire to toast myself by. Anyone else staying behind?” 

“I am,” Happy Sevier answered. “Hard enough to get this far. 
Pushing a cat’s too damn strenuous for me. You’ve got the right idea, 
Fabian.” 

“That’s my viewpoint, too,” Parker said quickly. His decision to 
remain with the two friends was announced with such a promptitude 
that it seemed to take them out of the cripple class and place them 
among his preferred companions. As Gervais and Boylston disap¬ 
peared, he walked in a leisurely way over to the log, took out the 
plug of tobacco which he always carried in his pocket, and, as usual, 
bit off a corner of it and rolled it deliberately around in his mouth 
before he went on with what he had to say. 

“I don’t know whether you two are especially interested in the Con¬ 
stitutional Convention we’re going to have next spring,” he remarked 
at length. “Personally, I hope it’s going to do great things for this 
state. You’ve already heard me speak about my plan for the develop¬ 
ment of the University, Fabian. The Convention ought to give a good 
deal of time to a program for that. And with the River Road the way 
it is, most of the time, I’m sure your cousin would agree that the 
creation of the State Highway Commission would be a mighty good 
thing, too.” 

“He sure would. But if the Convention didn’t do a thing but recast 
that darn suffrage article he’d be ready to say it hadn’t met in vain.” 
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Parker laughed. ‘'Oh, Pve got that on the list, too. But the reorganiza- 
tion of the judiciary’s much more important. I don’t need to tell either 
of you two young lawyers that the Louisiana courts are in a bad way. 
I’ve watched the election of delegates with a good deal of anxiety— 
a lot’s going to depend on the kind we get. I’m not worrying about 
the representatives from this Parish—Carruth Jones and Eugene 
Cazedessus are both all right. But what do you know about this young 
lawyer from Lake Charles—Sam Jones?” 

The Governor was off on his pet topic. He continued to talk poli :ics 
with the two young lawyers, beside a cheerful blaze which Willie 1 spt 
feeding with dry branches, while i itermittently muttering to him -elf 
that he wished he were ’possum hu iting instead of cat hunting. M( in- 
while Gervais and Boylston went oi, soon catching ug with the oth ‘.rs. 
One of the young dogs had alreac / jumped a rabbit, Lawrason i )ld 
them, and that had caused a dela*. Now the eat had evidently jot 
into a thick place, for it was just “b; obling around,” as Amos deseri -ed 
its maneuvers. At all events, the hi it was temporarily more or les; at 
a standstill, and the men, now all d cnched with sweat and pretty \ ell 
winded from their exertions, were n )t sorry for a short breathing sp; ce, 
though their enthusiasm was still unabated. Lawrason enlivened tl eir 
wait with another characteristic stoi y. 

“Parker don’t never fail to make (he gracious gesture, does he? Like 
he did just now, I mean. No, Which-I-God, I take that back. I heard 
of one time he wasn’t so gracious. Tack Evans was tellin’ me about it. 
Parker’s nobody’s prissy, but he don’t like smut, not even in stories. 
Well, you all know that. Anyway, the Governor and Tack and a 
couple of newspapermen were on their way to Alexandria to some 
damn meetin’ or other, and they stopped overnight along the way at 
one of them little two-story hotels without any elevator, and the 
bedrooms, if you could call ’em that, all in a long row on the second 
floor. The bellhop, who was pufling along after ’em with the bags, was 
a funny lookin’ midget, not a boy, you understand, but a queer little 
ol’ dwarf. When he set Parker’s bag down, just before he started to 
unlock the door, this midget tugged at the Governor’s coattails and says 
in a hoarse whisper, ‘Does you want a lady tonight, sah?’ Tack said 
it was somethin’ to see the Governor standing there grim as they make 
’em in his pepper-and-salt suit, with an expression on his face that 
could have froze hell fire. If some little ol’ dwarf had tried to pander 
to the Archbishop of Canterbury, when he was in full pontificals just 
ready to go to the Cathedral, it would have been about the same thing.” 

This time Lawrason’s story met with a gratifying response. The 
hunters were now in the midst of a forest, dense, for the most part, 
with oak and gum trees and heavy with palmetto and other under¬ 
brush; but it was studded here and there by gum ponds and patches 
of grass where cattle had grazed, and intersected by small creeks. 
The men finally reached one of these streams, after their first two 
delays; only to find that the trail had been broken again. The dogs, 



who were all hot and tired by now, were baying around a tree at the 
water’s edge, in a state of disorder and confusion. Amos, quieting them 
as he glanced around with an experienced eye, pointed to a long 
limb overhanging the water. 

“Look-a-here, Mr. Boylston suh, de cat done crossed de creek on dat 
limb for sure. Dat’s how de dogs lose trail. Come on, you no-count 
hounds, you’s gwine swim across dis creek wid old Amos. Us a-gwine 
find dat one-eared cat yet.” 

He strode into the water as he spoke, the dogs, eager and excited 
again, swimming around him, straining up the bank on the far side of 
the creek, and springing forward once more. Only old Hayes failed to 
join the rest of the pack. For some moments he remained in the water, 
lapping it up witja calm enjoyment, and splashing around in a leisurely 
way. The hunters, who were still standing under the long-limbed tree. 
Watched him with varying degrees of anxiety. 

‘‘At this rate he’ll never pick up the trail again, and there’s no telling 
whether Beulah can get it without him. They’re a grand team as 
trail dogs, and old Hayes is all right alone. But Beulah isn’t.” 

“Don’t worry, Charles. Even if Hayes falls down on the job, Mort 
won’t. Nor Molly either.” 

“Old Hayes ain’t a-gwine fall dow.n on no job, Mr. Lawrason. He’s 
full of fat and he gets mighty hot, runnin’ lak he’s been doin’. Soon as 
he cools hisself, he’ll pick up dat trail again, right quick. You’s a-gwinc 
to see. You’ll have your cat most any minute now.” 

While Amos was still speaking, old Hayes, after pausing to take 
one last drink, climbed slowly up on the opposite bank and went over 
to the driver, wagging his tail and lifting his head. Then, as if he 
were glad to get back on the job again, now that he had shown his 
gratitude in the driver’s confidence, he shot off in a different direction 
from the other dogs. The hunters, fording the creek in their turn, 
began crashing through the woods once more, to be arrested almost 
instantly by the renewed sound of his baying, mingled with shouts 
from Amos, 

“Which-I-God, he has got that stinking cat!” Lawrason exclaimed. 
*Tast work! He must be somewhere in this clump of oaks.” 

The hunters tore their way along, closing quickly in around the tree 
where old Hayes was standing guard, baying with all his might and 
main at the base of a heavy grapevine which climbed the oak. But the 
other dogs were nowhere to be seen, and though it w^as now broad 
daylight, the men were not rewarded by the expected sight of a 
crouching cat, glowering at them from amongst the branches. Boylston 
spoke to Amos with the sharpness of disappointment. 

“Old Hayes must have told us a lie this time. There’s no cat in that 
tree.” 

“Sho’ dey is, Mr. Boylston, suh. You don’t see it, but it be’s dere.” 

“We’d sec it if it were there, all right. That tree’s too clean to hide 
anything.” 
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Claiborne had spoken sharply, too. Every bloodthirsty instinct was 
now fully roused and the seemingly false summons was a sorry slacking 
of the morning’s excitement. Without deigning to answer his master’s 
guest, Amos called old Hayes to him and asked Boylston to step back, 
while he himself began to shake the ropelike grapevine. As it vibrated 
and swung away from the tree, a ball of moss above it suddenly seemed 
to become animate, scattering strands of it fell to the ground. The rest, 
violently rent apart, disclosed an t normous cat which leaped frori its 
hiding place and hit the ground with almost incredible speed. But 
Boylston was quick, too. Before it» ould reach cover in the underbi ash, 
he raised his rifle and shot. At i le same instant old Hayes sp ang 
forward and pounced upon its tui ibling form. It gave a vicious i larl 
and clawed futilely in the air. The . it rolled over and lay still—a h ige, 
wicked, magnificent beast—minus one ear. 

For a moment Amos stood stil . savoring his moment of triun ph; 
then he turned to Boylston, whose face, stripped of its customary :on- 
trol, was lighted with atavistic sat Taction, and quietly asked whe her 
they were to go on with the hunt. But everyone was agreed that ; fter 
the dramatic capture of “one-ear,’' pursuit of another cat could only 
end in an anti-climax. The lust to kill was now assuaged; the inevitable 
letdown had followed. Amos was instructed to call in the other dogs, 
and after blowing his horn and allowing them to “wrastle” the cat 
for a moment, he took it from them to save its hide, and slinging it 
over his shoulder, started back towards the pasture with unconcealed 
satisfaction. Indeed, everyone’s return to Hackberry Lodge was marked 
by high good spirits. Most of the men, delighted by the success of this 
hunt, were already planning another. Without much difficulty, Lawra- 
son was persuaded that he might as well remain over the week end, 
and there was some rather broad joking about his ulterior motives for 
remaining near Baton Rouge, which he took in good part. . . . The 
hunt had covered at least fifteen miles, Boylston thought; what did he 
mean, fifteen? Gervais corrected him; it wasn’t really much over five; 
it just seemed longer; poor Charles, he was just a tenderfoot still when 
it came to scrambling through briar patches. Maybe Gervais could 
outwalk Charles, but at least Charles didn’t have snake jitters, Fabian 
remarked in a dry aside. . • • 

By the time they had reached the house, they were deep in a dis¬ 
cussion of the relative merits of different hunting breeds, and this 
went on while they made their way, without formality, to the dining 
room, and attacked the hearty breakfast awaiting them. They were 
all ravenously hungry by this time; the huge platters of pork chops, 
ham and eggs, and country sausage, were soon emptied; the tall piles 
of hot cakes and hot biscuits, the great mounds of hominy grits melted 
away. But Tilda, now clad, in a, formal and immaculate uniform, re¬ 
filled the coffeepot again and again, and it continued to circulate as 
the argument went on and on. It would seem clear enough, from the 
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morning’s performance, that Pinkie’s black and tans were peerless, 
Parker contended. Well, he would still stick to his redbones, Lawrason 
said. Look at the muscle of them and the size! Mort tipped the scales at 
nearly seventy pounds. And then that rich russet of theirs—^where 
could you match it? It gave color to any hunting scene. He’d never 
heard that size and color were what made a good hunting dog, Boyls- 
ton remarked. Why, Lawrason himself had rambled on and on about 
Martin’s Choice early that very morning! Now Walkers were smaller 
than redbones, he was willing to grant that, but they were better shaped 
and better proportioned and they were a good deal more intelligent. 
He would never forget a dog he had owned when he was still with 

the Middlesex Hunt. While he was riding to hounds he had dropped 
his crop, and after the kill, Patrick, this dog of his, had gone back over 
the course by himself and retrieved it. He had come into the house, 
carrying the crop in his mouth, just as they were all sitting down, in 
their pink coats, to the hunt breakfast, and laid it on the rug at his 
master’s feet. Patrick had been the talk of the county for weeks 
afterwards. ... 

“Well, I reckon that was right smart for a dog, up in Massachusetts,” 
Lawrason drawled. “But I’m here to tell you, we’ve got hogs over in 
Livingston Parish smarter than any of your Yankee hounds. Why, I 
had a hog once that was so smart he’d go to the crib and fetch some 
corn and put it by a log. Then he’d lie down and wait for the chickens 
to come along and eat it, and he’d catch them, one by one, and eat 
them. Naturally this was a razorback hog. Those razorbacks never need 
to exert themselves any. Which-LGod, this one’s nose was so long he’d 
be standing on that log where he’d killed the chickens, and dig for 
roots with his nose in three feet of water.” 

The laughter which greeted this sally was echoed by the honk of 
a horn sounding in the driveway. Boylston, already absorbed in the 
effort to cap Lawrason’s tall tale, paid no attention to the sound until 
Fabian touched him lightly on the arm and motioned towards the 
window. Boylston looked up in surprise. 

“Why, it’s Cresside!” he exclaimed, jumping up and hastening 
through the door. Fabian, stiff from his morning’s exertion, rose and 
followed him, walking even more awkwardly than usual. Boylston’s 
other guests turned in their places to see the girl get out of the car, 
greet her host and her cousin excitedly, and come swiftly back 
towards the house with them. She had on a red jacket and skirt, and 
a small red hat was pulled down over her ears, after the fashion of the 
moment; but her black hair bushed out irrepressibly underneath it, 
and her manner was very gay. She stopped on the threshold of the 
dining room and waved a buoyant greeting. 

“Hello, everybody!” she said. “No, please don’t get up. Of course. 
I’m not here to stay. All you mighty huntsmen will have to excuse me 
for breaking in on you like this, but I’m out with a search warrant 
for my brother. . . . Gervais, you’ve got a son.” 
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“Which-I-God, another?” Lawrason said incredulously, as Gervai^ 
pushing back his chair, rushed over to his sister and began to ply her 
with imperative questions. Cresside laughed and held up her hands as 
a signal of her helplessness to cope with his outburst. 

“Yes, another!” she said gaily. “That’s what I meant, of course. 
Three children in eleven months is going some, isn’t it? Hold on, 
Gervais, I can’t tell you everything at once. Yes, Merry’s doing as well 
as could be expected, and the baby boy weighs nine pounds, all quite 
in the best tradition. We’ve had what you might call a hectic morni ig 
though, I can tell you—no one but you needed to go cat hunting ; or 
excitement, Gervais! Merry came in to get Dinah about five, and tli :n 
Dinah woke me and I woke maman — a regular merry-go-rout dl 
Hang it, I didn’t mean to make a 1( usy pun like that! We sent An en 
into town posthaste for the doctor, but good old Champagne was off 
on another case, and of course it d in’t occur to Amen that he mi ;ht 
go and get someone else! He just 1 ft a message and came on bad to 
Belle Heloise. Naturally we sent hi n off again, with ants in his pa its, 
but by that time we knew we’d h ve to manage as well as we cc ild 
without him. And were we glad & t good old acetylene was still fi nc- 
tioning in the Big House and that \vc weren’t dependent on that da un 
Delco! I sure do hand it to Merr\, Gervais. She never once lost tier 
nerve, and if you think most girls wouldn’t have, without a doctor 
or a nurse, or even a husband in the house. . . . And she didn’t make 
any mean cracks or do any moaning and groaning because you were 
off hunting while she was having her baby. ... I have to hand it to 
Dinah, too. She’s my choice for a midwife, makeshift or not, anywhere, 
any time. And tnaman stood up to the whole thing like a Trojan, too!” 

“I know you’ll excuse me if I dash off.” Gervais turned to Boylston, 
his flushed face wreathed in smiles, and wrung his host’s outstretched 
hand, while the others crowded around him, slapping him on the 
back, and heartily voicing their congratulations. “We weren’t expecting 
this for at least a couple of weeks yet, or of course I wouldn’t have been 
here, and there’d have been a nurse on call in the house. But I can tell 
you I’m pretty proud of my wife just the same. There’s nothing she 
can’t take. Come on, Cresside, you can tell me the rest on the road.” 

“Have you had anything to eat yet this morning, Cresside.?” Fabian 
inquired. 

“Why, no, I reckon I haven’t. But that’s all right. I hadn’t even 
thought of it.” 

“Why don’t you stop long enough to snatch a cup of coffee anyway.? 
Gervais can go along in your car and I’ll take you home.” 

“Good idea,” Gervais said jovially, answering for his sister. “Look, 
I must get going. But I hope you all stop on your way back to town, 
and have a drink with me to make Philogene’s hair curl—that’s his 
name, of course. So long.” 

Gervais flung himself out of the door, tollowed by the redoubled 
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congratulations of his friends, which were now rising to a chorus ot 
shouts. Cresside sat down in his place and reached for his cup. 

^‘This is all right, isn’t it, Charles? That is, I believe it was Fabian 
who asked me to stay, and after all this is your house. But everyone 
was making so much noise I couldn’t half hear.” 

“Of course it’s all right. I’m very much honored at having you 
here. I was trying to tell you so, but in the midst of all this hubbub. 
, . . Wait, I’ll have Tilda bring you some fresh coffee.” 

He spoke courteously, but with a slight constraint in his voice. Some¬ 
things wrong, Cresside said to herself, feeling half amused and half 
angry. Is he annoyed because Fabian came to my rescue, before he 
thought of it? No, that cant be iu Maybe hes shocked because I 
stayed. He mightn't recognize Fabian as a chaperon, and he things all 
these other men will be surprised because Vm lingering on. When 
Vve been up for hours and taken a long cold ride, without getting any¬ 
thing to eat, not to mention having helped deliver a baby I If that's the 
trouble, he's even more of a fool than I've thought he was. And he 
thinks he's such a man of the world! The rest under'stand all right. 
They're my k^nd of people. Aloud all she said was, “Don’t bother, 
Charles. This is plenty hot. I’ll have some more as soon as I get home 
anyway.” 

“But I want you to let me send for some fresh. And I really think 
you ought to have some toast, too. Some toast and some soft-boiled 
eggs. How long do you like your eggs cooked? About three minutes?” 

“No, I "don’t like them boiled at all. I like them scrambled with hot 
red peppers and okra. I don’t like toast, either. I like cakes and cuite. 
I said don’t bother, Charles. I’ve almost finished already.” 

She knew that she sounded ungracious and she was annoyed with 
herself now, rather than with Charles, whose air of formality had 
changed to one of concern. She realized that she ought to question 
them about the hunt, to show interest in their outing and enthusiasm 
at the result. But she could not bring herself to do it. She was too un¬ 
happy. She had come in so joyously, openly glad to be the bearer 
of good tidings, secretly proud of her own share in meeting a hard 
situation. Now all the radiance was gone from the morning. She took 
one more long swallow, pushed back her cup and rose, the men rising 
with her. She looked at them with a comprehensive smile. 

“I’ll be seeing you all at Belle Heloise pretty soon, won’t I?” she 
asked, with forced cordiality. “Me, I’d better be running along to get 
that hair-curling mixture started. Fabian thinks I’m a pretty good bar¬ 
maid. I hope you’ll all agree with him.” Then, tardily remembering 
that Gervais and Fabian had gone to Hackberry Lodge in the Gover¬ 
nor’s automobile, she turned to Parker in genuine confusion. “I’m terri¬ 
bly sorry, Governor Parker,” she said. “I’m afraid I’ve been assuming 
too much, and that Fabian has, too. I forgot he didn’t have his car here, 
and I’m sure he did, we were both so excited. Will it really be convenient 
to have me tag along?” 
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“It’ll be more than convenient; it’ll be delightful,” Parker said in¬ 
stantly, “In fact, your arrival has marked the pleasantest part of the 
cat hunt for me. I didn’t suppose, when I stood listening to the dogs 
baying, that I’d be hearing something so much more thrilling within 
a couple of hours. I don’t know of any better news than the assurance 
that the old River families will be carried on. But it’s high time I was 
getting back to my office, and I know you’re needed at Belle Heloise. 
I’m ready to start whenever you are, Miss Cressidc.” 

“I’d like very much to take Crcsside home myself, if you’d let me. 
Governor,” Boylston began. The o mstraint was completely gone ; rom 
his voice now, and he spoke with u naccustomed eagerness. But the cor¬ 
dial invitation came too late, in the aftermath of the awkward moj lent 
when be himself had been so ill at ease as to cause Cresside’s dis¬ 
comfiture and to make everyone el: e aware of the strained atmosp ere. 
The girl shook her head, and linked her arm in Fabian’s. 

“You ought to give me a chance o say which I’d rather do,” sh( an¬ 
swered, speaking gaily again. “And when it comes to a choice betv een 
you and the Governor, you ought t- know which it would be, Cha les. 
My head’s completely turned by fla tery from such a high quarter. I’m 
not planning to even look at any Ic scr light than a congressman, £ om 
now on.” 


CHAPTER XX 

When Gervais’ guests crossed the cattle gap at Belle Heloise, they 
found Amen waiting to direct them: f/ie Captain says, please gentle¬ 
men, will you all go on to de gargonniere? Dey's \eepin de Big House 
quiet as dey \in caise Miss Merry an' de new baby, dey s sleepin' now; 
Madame, she be s restin' too. They nodded, returning Amen’s 
broad smile, and having circled the Satsuma trees, where a few golden 
balls still hung, parked their cars near the house servants’ quarters and 
walked through the formal garden. Cresside ran ahead of the others, 
snatching off her red cloche and shrugging out of her jacket as she 
went; but as she dashed into the living room, she saw that Gervais had 
already succeeded in organizing his forces without her. The room was 
decorated with red roses and Chinese holly, the fire lighted, and steam 
was rising from the little brass kettle on the hob beside the hearth; 
Selah was standing beside an improvised bar, while Creassy hovered 
helpfully near him. Hot toddies and highballs were circulating in no 
time, and the convivial atmosphere which had characterized the hunt 
breakfast became increasingly jocose. But by this time most of the 
men were disinclined to linger indefinitely over their drinks; they 
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would have to make it short and snappy now, they told their beaming 
host. Governor Parker wanted to get back to the Capitol, Happy Sevier 
to his wife, Lawrason to the merry widow of the moment and Clai¬ 
borne to his office, and they confessed this with varying degrees of 
frankness. Fabian did not indicate or express any special reason for 
haste, but having gone to the hunt with the Governor, he logically 
left Belle Heloise with him. Only Boylston continued to stand by one 
of the built-in bookcases, fingering the mellow volumes with obvious 
appreciation. The servants removed the glasses, mended the fire and 
left, and still he did not turn. Finally Gervais, who was beginning to 
fidget, asked rather abruptly to be excused. 

“You don’t mind if I go back to the Big House, do you, Charles? 
Of course, everything was fine when I last looked in, just before you 
all came, but I want to have another look-” 

“Go right ahead. Merry said something about finding a first edition 
of Jorroc}(s Jaunts and Jollities in the attic, and I’ve been trying to 
locate it. So far I haven’t had any luck. But perhaps Cresside will 
help me.” 

Cresside, after exerting herself to be helpful as long as this seemed 
necessary, had stood for a few minutes with her back to the fire, hitch¬ 
ing up her short skirt in the rear, so that the warmth of the flames 
would toast that portion of her persoi;i thus exposed to it. This was a 
fairly general practice among the girls whom Charles had met locally 
and it was enjoyed entirely without self-consciousness, but it had never 
ceased to seem shocking to him. He had avoided looking at Cresside 
as long as she stood in this position, thus engaged. But now she had 
sunk down on a big sofa by the fireplace, and was sitting with one 
foot tucked under the other knee and her head thrown back against 
the pillows. Her eyes were half shut and she was smoking a cigarette. 
She looked comfortable, drowsy and detached, and she answered 
without stirring. 

“Find the darn book yourself. I’ve had enough activity for one 
morning. ... I’ll stay here and keep Charles company though, Ger¬ 
vais, if he wants me to, so that his search won’t be a lonely one while 
you’re away gazing at your offspring,” 

Gervais did not give her time to change her mind, which he knew 
she was quite capable of doing, where Charles was concerned. He 
hurried from the room, and presently the sound of his impatient 
footsteps was swallowed up in distance. The servants were still wash¬ 
ing dishes in the kitchen, but the living room was very quiet. Cresside 
continued to smoke without speaking, and only the flames made a 
small cheerful murmur. Boylston removed another leather-bound book 
from a shelf, turned its yellowing pages, and put it back again. He 
repeated this process until the kitchen clatter subsided and the back 
door closed behind the departing servants. Then he came over to the 
sofa. 

“I don’t care a hang about Jorrocl^s Jaunts and Jollities, cither,” he 



said, ‘I’ve got first editions of that and Surtees’ other book, Handley 
Cross, myself. I just wanted to talk to you. I never have a chance.” 

“You’ve got a chance now. The book hunt sounded pretty phony to 
me, right along. I thought you might have something on your mind. 
I only hope it isn’t too far on the serious side. Me, I’m sleepy.” 

“It’s very serious. I hope you’ll wake up and listen. And I’d appre¬ 
ciate it if you wouldn’t badger me while I’m trying to talk.” 

Cresside opened her black eyes wide and looked at him with m )ck 
gravity. Her expression was quite as trying as a badgering tone. 

“Don’t, Cresside,” he said, almost pleadingly. “I’m in deadly earr sst, 
and I wish you’d try to be, for o ice. There’s nothing funny ab )ut 
what I’m going to say.” 

“Sorry, Charles. I didn’t know yc u were really so upset. What’s die 
matter?” 

“You thought I wasn’t glad to s« e you when you arrived at Hj :k- 
berry Lodge this morning. I was. I vas very glad. But when you ci aie 
bursting in with your good news, 1 was so upset for a moment th t I 
couldn’t help showing something w is the matter. I want to apolog ze, 
first of all, for giving you the wror g impression.” 

“Oh, forget it! I thought you wer * mildly shocked because I cam< to 
your house, and that if you couldn t take it, under the circumstan :es, 
you were an awful prissy. But I wasn’t offended, or upset, myself.” 

“I’m very glad. But I want to do more than apologize. I want to 
explain.” 

“It isn’t all that necessary. Why do you bother?” 

“I’ve just told you, because I want to. I’m jealous of your brother's 
good fortune, so jealous I can’t seem to stand it.” 

He spoke with gathering intensity. Cresside, who was accustomed to 
hearing him talk in a calm and measured way, and to whom the 
change therefore seemed more portentous than it would have in most 
men, answered with unusual coolness herself. 

“You’ll have to, won’t you, if there’s nothing you can do about it? 
Lots of other people do, anyway. One of the finest men I ever knew 
reminded me, not so long back, that childlessness was a pretty common 
disappointment. And I shouldn’t think, in your case, that it had to be 
a permanent one. You’ve got almost everything most women would 
want.” 

“I don’t seem to have enough for the only one I want,” he said 
bitterly. And as she did not answer, he went on, “Besides, it isn’t a 
mere question of childlessness. It’s a question of general disappoint¬ 
ment and disillusionment.” 

Cresside still made no reply. It was all too obvious that Charles 
Boylston was determined to unburden his soul, and though she could 
not prevent this, she was equally determined not to encourage it. 

“Probably you’ve wondered how I ever happened to land in 
Louisiana,” he went on vehemently. “I’ve never discussed the reasons 
why I left home, because they were too painful I didn’t come here with 
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any set purpose of becoming a planter in the first place. I was just 
trying to get away from Boston and everything connected with it.” 

“Well, I can understand that,” Cresside murmured. 

“Cresside, won’t you please stop taking that tone? Of course, I 
wasn’t trying to get away from Boston as a place! I’m very fond of it. 
I was trying to get away from tragic associations with a girl I had 
known all my life. Our families had been friendly for generations— 
they lived in the same block on Beacon Street and had adjoining 
properties on the North Shore. She went to Miss Winsor’s at the same 
time I went to Noble’s, and she came out when I was a junior at 
Harvard. We always saw a great deal of each other and everyone took 
it for granted that sometime we would be married. Our engagement 
was announced the week I graduated, the day before the Beck Hall 
Spread.” 

Cresside could not keep the corners of her mouth from twitching. 
She knew, from Charles Boylston’s voice, that what he was saying 
really had some sad significance for him; nevertheless, the way in which 
he coupled “tragic associatioris” with the Beck Hall Spread seemed 
to her ludicrous in the extreme. However, she managed to suppress 
a second flip remark. 

“But no date had been set for the wedding,” Boylston continued. “We 
both took it for granted that we would have a long engagement. I 
entered law school the next fall and Dorothea went abroad to study 
at the Sorbonne. Then I decided that I didn’t care to go on with my 
course, and I bought a very nice year-round place near Hamilton. I 
always had plenty of money; one of my grandfathers left me his entire 
fortune direct. So I wasn’t worried about making a living. But Doro¬ 
thea didn’t want to stay in the country all the year round; she didn’t 
care for horses and dogs, either. I thought I’d better give her time to get 
used to my general idea.” 

“Neither of you thought about trying some kind of a compromise?” 

“I didn’t, and if she did she never mentioned it. Merry didn’t sug¬ 
gest any sort of a compromise to Gervais, did she?” 

“No, but he didn’t buy a new place out of a clear sky without con¬ 
sulting her; he already had one that he’d inherited, with all its obliga¬ 
tions. Besides, he offered Merry a great deal more than she’d ever had 
before, materially speaking. I think she regarded Belle Heloise as 
something straight out of a fairy tale—in fact, I’m not sure that she 
still doesn’t. I gather that you and Dorothea had about the same sort 
of background and about the same amount of opportunity, only 
different tastes. That might make a lot of difference. You weren’t 
presenting her with a pleasanter kind of life. You were trying to present 
her with the kind that seemed to her deadly dull.” 

“Didn’t Merry wait for Gervais all the time he was abroad, even 
though they weren’t formally engaged?” Charles demanded, ignoring 
Cresside’s suggestion. “Wasn’t hex behavior exemplary throughout 
that time?” 
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“Yes, but I think Patient Griseldas like her are pretty rare, in this 
day and age. Merry’s the exception that proves the rule—to almost 
everything. Besides, I don’t quite follow your line of thought. You 
started out by telling me that you and Dorothea had both agreed on an 
indefinite engagement, which doesn’t sound to me like such a mighty 
passion to begin with, if you don’t mind my saying so. And now 
you’ve apparently switched around to something else. You’re not 
trying to tell me, very delicately, are you, that Dorothea finally got 
tired of this long engagement, and being human after all, stoopec to 
folly?” 

“That’s just what I’m trying to ell you. And I see you intenc to 
treat it as something humorous to t ae very end!” 

He turned away from her abruf Jy and walked towards the di or. 
Genuinely contrite, Cresside sprang; up and ran to him, putting ler 
hand on his arm. 

“I’m sorry, Charles,” she said pen ently. “I didn’t mean to hurt y »ur 
feelings, truly I didn’t. I know it m st have been an awful blow if bis 
girl you’d expected to marry for sii :h a long time went back on ) )U. 
You’re right. Merry wouldn’t hav* done a thing like that. No , ;irl 
would, who was worth her salt—diat is, if she were sure the nan 
really loved her. But don’t you thi ik that perhaps, when you die n’t 
urge her, she got the idea you didn t care, and this snake in the glass 
convinced her that he did, and so-*” 

“She came to my house and asked me to release her,” Charles said 
hoarsely. “She’d never come there alone before, and 1 was so glad to 
see her—I thought she was going to say she was ready to marry 
me, and everything. And instead of that, she’d come to say she wanted 
to marry someone else. I didn’t realize she’d even seen anyone else— 
oh, you know what I mean! I thought she was absolutely true to me in 
every way. I told her that I’d never heard of such nonsense, that I 
loved her dearly, that of course I wouldn’t release her. And then she 
said that I’d have to—she said she was going to have a child.” 

Cresside’s fingers, which had been lying lightly on his sleeve, closed 
quickly around his arm. 

“I’m terribly sorry, Charles,” she said, speaking still more contritely 
than before. “That must have been a knockout blow. I don't wonder 
you feel as if you’d been cheated. I don’t wonder you’ve been em¬ 
bittered. But after all, Dorothea must have loved this other man very 
much, or she wouldn’t, a girl like that- 

“You’re not defending her, are you?” 

He swung around and snatched at her hand, suddenly facing her 
again. Unconsciously Cresside backed away from him a little. 

“No, I’m not defending her,” she said in a startled voice. “But I still 
think she thought you didn’t love her any more, and that this other 
man did. It must have been terrible for her, too, having to go to you like 
that and tell you what she did. . . Let go my hand, please, Charles, 
you’re hurting me,” 
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“You’ll have to forgive me,” he said, releasing her instantly. “I 
wouldn’t hurt you for the world, you know that, Cresside. . . • And, 
of course, you realize I don’t love Dorothea any more, as a person. 
I’ve never seen her alone since that night, never wanted to. I stayed 
around until she was married, so that nothing would look queer; in 
fact, I was one of the ushers at her wedding. Then after a little I 
traveled rather aimlessly, and I was gone so much that eventually I 
sold my place in Hamilton. Everyone thought I acted very well and 
that Dorothea treated me very badly, but no one guessed just how 
badly. . . . Her baby died when it was born and that gave color to the 
report that it was premature. I haven’t thought of her for years except 
as a symbol of everything I’ve missed. She shattered my life com¬ 
pletely—the life I had then. That’s why I had to get away from every¬ 
thing that reminded me of it. And one winter when I was in Florida, 
I motored over to Denham Springs for the hunting and met Harvey 
Lawfason. He told me about Hackberry Lodge, said it could be had for 
a song, asked me why I didn’t buy it, for the fun of the thing. I’ve 
never regretted it. I found a new life here, better than the one I left. 
But still it’s terribly incomplete, terribly lonely, bound to be, the way 
it is. If I only had any assurance that some day it w^ould be different, 
if I only had any hope-” 

“You will have, some time, Charles.’^ 

“Is that a promise, Cresside.?” 

He tried, gently this time, to take her hand again, and again she 
retreated, speaking in her startled voice. 

^‘No, of course it isn’t a promise,” she said. “A promise of what? It’s 
just a statement. Nothing is ever hard all the time, for anybody. It 
can’t be, in the nature of things. . . . I’m very much touched, Charles, 
that you wanted to confide in me. I feel very much honored. And I’m 
sorry I was so flip—I honestly didn’t realize at first how deeply you 
felt. I will, another time. But I’m afraid I’ve got to ask you to excuse me 
now. You see, a day like this, there’s a lot to be done, and I’m the logical 
person to do it. Stay here and read for a while if you feel like it, why 
don’t you? I’ll look in on you again, by and by. But meantime I’ve 
got to run over to the Big House.” 

She ran so fast and so blindly that she collided with Gervais, who 
was returning to the garqonniere at a more leisurely pace than the one 
at which he had left it. He took her by the shoulders and regarded her 
laughingly. 

“Hold on, hold on I” he said. “What’s your hurry? Come on back to 
the garqonnihre and have another drink. Merry and Philogene are 
both asleep and incidentally so are the twins. ‘All is calm, all is 
bright.’ There’s not a thing that needs doing at the Big House.” 

“In that case, I think I’ll take a short walk on the levee. I want to 
get some air.” 
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“Didn’t you get enough air, going all the way to Hackberry Lodge 
and back, for Pete’s sake?” 

“Well, I got some. But I want some more.” 

“Look here, you and Charles haven’t quarreled again, have you?” 

“No, we haven’t quarreled exactly. But he’s trying to propose again, 
by a new method. He’s been telling me all, and I’ve been a very un¬ 
willing listener to the history of his past. He’s upset, and he’s succeeded 
in upsetting me, too. I want to get away from him for a while, and 
he hasn’t the least idea of going home. I’m sure he thinks that i he 
keeps hammering away, eventually I’ll give in and marry him. B it I 
never shall, never, never, never!” 

Her voice broke in something suspiciously like a sob. Gei irais 
regarded her curiously but more s) mpathetically than usual. 

“Look here,” he said again. “Yoi.’re all worn out. You’ve had a hell 
of a time yourself this morning. I d itit want to ask you to do anyt. ing 
more, because I know you’ve done two or three people’s work alrc idy. 
But if you really do want to take a walk, would you mind going tc the 
cemetery instead of along the Icvc* ? I’d like very much to have s )me 
flowers put on our father’s tomb today. I suppose you’ll think I’m 
a sentimental fool, but I can’t help feeling-” 

“I don’t at all. I’d like very much to do it. I’ll go and pick the 
flowers straight off. So long, Gervais. And see if you can’t get ri j of 
Charles gracefully, within the next hour or so, won’t you? I can manage 
to stay away that long, but I don’t want to find him here when I get 
back. You can tell him I’ve gone to bed, exhausted, without hurting 
your conscience too much, can’t you?” 

She stopped to get a flower basket from the tool shed at the rear 
of the Big House and went on to Angus Holt’s garden, her pace now 
less suggestive of flight, but still rapid. The first white camellias were 
just coming into bloom; two of the smaller trees were already laden 
with beautiful blossoms, waxen against the glossy green of the leaves. 
She gathered a dozen or more, selecting some that were still only 
half open, bell-shaped buds and others that were already full blown, 
resembling roses and daffodils in formation, but infinitely more deli¬ 
cate; all were fragile and flawless. Nothing needed to be added to 
these—they were in themselves a perfect offering. She arranged them 
carefully in the shallow basket, so that they would not bruise each 
other, and started down the River Road, her sense of haste and panic 
already assuaged. 

The cemetery never depressed her. Like most Creoles, she felt very 
near to her dead, and could linger among their tombs with a sense of 
peace and communion, not only on All Saints’ Day but at any time 
and season. As a child, she had been accustomed to joining the groups 
making leisurely visits to the family lot, taking her toys and her lunch 
with her and playing contentedly for hours. Lately she had preferred 
to go alone; but the feeling of ease and familiarity still lingered. Enter¬ 
ing the cemetery now, she went quietly past the chalklike rectangular 
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blocks nearest the road, the uneven tiers of crumbling red brick and the 
pretentious mossy monuments, towards the little Gothic chapel which 
marked the resting place of the Estrades and the d’Alverys. But as she 
approached it, she saw that she was not alone in the cemetery. A man 
was sitting on the slab adorned with the small recumbent lamb. He was 
half hidden by the simpering female figure in marble which dominated 
the Hathaway lot, but Cresside instantly realized who he was. For a 
moment, she stood stock still. Then, bracing herself for the meeting, 
she went on, calmly confronting Sylvestre Tremaine. 

“Why, hello!” she said casually. “What on earth are you doing here?” 

He rose from the slab and came up to her. His attitude, when she 
first caught sight of him, had been one of extreme dejection. Now she 
saw that his handsome face was stormy and somber. He neither smiled 
nor held out his hand. 

“Nothing,” he said shortly. “But I have to get off somewhere, every 
once in so often, and this morning a cemetery exactly suited me. . . . 
Very convenient for a suicide and I was practically on the verge of that. 
What are you doing here?” 

“Just bringing flowers, as you see. To put on my father’s tomb. We 
try to do that fairly regularly, on general principles. But this morning 
there was a special reason. We’ve got a new baby at Belle Heloise and 
his name is Philogene.” 

“A new baby already!” 

“Yes, already. He’s a little ahead of time, but he’s a fine big boy just 
the same. Mother and child are not only doing as well as could be 
expected, but very nicely indeed, thank you.” 

“Gervais is getting more than his share,” Sylvestre said moodily. 
“Those twins arc fine-looking children, especially Vail. I’d give my 
eyeteeth for one such youngster.” 

“Well, you’ll probably have one sooner or later. Most people do. But 
don’t let’s talk about it. I’ve heard a lot on that subject already this 
morning, and enough is enough.” 

She nodded, still casually, and moved along towards the chapel 
again, apparently unconcerned because Sylvestre had moved forward, 
too. He opened the wrought-iron gate of the railing surrounding the 
Estrade lot, and waited for her to enter. Then he hesitated. 

“Could I help you fix the flowers? I’d like to, if you’d let me.” 

“Thanks a lot. But I can do it all right alone.” 

She unlocked the chapel and went in, closing the door behind her. 
Sylvestre continued to stand by the gate, swinging it absently back 
and forth, until it seemed to him Cresside had been gone an abnormally 
long time. Irrationally worried, he went to the closed door and knocked. 

“Cresside, are you all right? What on earth are you doing there all 
this time?” 

“Of course. I’m all right. I’m arranging the flowers, that’s all. I’ll 
be out in a minute.” 

Her voice was muffled but composed. After another wait, so long 



that Sylvestre felt almost irresistibly impelled t6 tug at the closed door 
she came out with the empty basket on her arm, relocked the chapel, 
and started serenely out of the lot without speaking. 

“Cresside,” Sylvestre said desperately, “I wish you wouldn’t act this 
way—^as if I just weren’t here at all.” 

“Well, you’re not, as far as I’m concerned.” 

“But I am. You can’t accuse me of forcing myself on you this tine. I 
hadn’t the remotest idea you were coming to the cemetery when 1 did. 
Now that we have met though-” 

“I’m not accusing you of anything. But there’s nothing I want t) say 
to you either. At that, I did say h< llo.” 

“There are any number of things I want to say to you. I’ve w; nted 
to say them a long, long time.” 

“If you’re bound to talk to me, I suppose you will, and I can’t very 
well help hearing you, as long as Tm in this cemetery. After all, y. u’ve 
got just as much right to come here as I have. You came to /our 
family lot and I came to mine. Now that I’ve been there, I’m j Ding 
straight home.” 

“It isn’t my family lot. It’s the Hathaway family lot. And I wih to 
heaven every Hathaway was in it!” 

He spoke with passionate bitterness. Cresside, making no answer, 
walked quietly on. 

“You wouldn’t blame me either, if you knew the life those two 
women lead me,” he said savagely. “It’s a hell on earth. And they hate 
me as much as I hate them. That’s my only hope of escape. I think 
sooner or later Regine will leave me, in a fit of rage. If she does, I may 
have a chance.” 

“If you’ve got to talk, I wish you wouldn’t talk about your wife 
and your mother-in-law, especially like that. And I don’t know what 
you mean by chance.” 

“I mean a chance to get free, of course. If Regine would only give me 
the least pretext. I’d get a divorce like a shot.” 

“She won’t. You can’t get a divorce just because your wife loses her 
temper, Sylvestre. Especially as you’ve probably given her all kinds 
of reasons for doing it.” 

“I can get a divorce for mental cruelty in some other state, if I can’t 
get one in Louisiana. I will, too, if this goes on.” 

“And where will that get you?” 

“Why, I just reminded you. Then I’d be free.” 

“I still don’t get the point.” 

“Yes, you do. You’re only pretending you don’t. You know that Fm 
crazy about you, Cresside, that I always have been. You know I 
realize what a damn fool I was when I let Regine- ^ 

“I know you’re crazy. You can stop right there.” 

“But Cresside, you did love me,* you loved me a lot! You can’t have 
got all over it so soon! I haven’t. I want you more than I ever did!” 

“Well, that’s just your tough luck then. Because I don’t love you 
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any more, I have got all over it. It took me quite a long while, and it 
wasn’t an easy process. I might remind you in passing that you didn’t 
do anything to make it easier. However, we’ll let that go.” 

“But Cresside- 

They had already passed the pretentious mossy monuments and the 
crumbling brick tiers and were now approaching the chalklike rec¬ 
tangular blocks, which were in full sight of the River Road. Involun¬ 
tarily, Cresside gave a small sigh of relief. 

“You better go back to your stone slab,” she said. “I told you I 
couldn’t stop you from talking to me in the cemetery, but I didn’t 
say anything about letting you walk home with me. If you had that 
in mind you’d better dismiss it, along with some of these other quaint 
ideas of yours. Listen hard, Sylvestre, I want you to get all this straight: 
Rcginc isn’t going to let you go, because she hasn’t got anyone else in 
sight, but even if she did, that wouldn’t prove a thing, as far as I’m 
concerned. I wouldn’t believe you if you swore on the Holy Bible that 
you wanted to marry me. I was a damn fool to believe you once, but at 
least I’m not such a fool to believe you again. And if I did believe you, 
and you could marry me, that still wouldn’t get you anywhere. Be¬ 
cause I don’t want to marry you. I wouldn’t have you if you were the 
last man on earth. I hate and despise the very sight of you and I wish 
to heaven I never had to see you again, even at a distance. I thought 
I had all the snakes cleared out of this cemetery. But I see I was 
mistaken. I see there’s one I haven’t got rid of yet.” 
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'*^Some Precious Instance"* 

December 192()-August 1921 




“Nature is fine in lo^e: and where ’tis fine, 

It sends some precic as instance of itself 
After the thing it li ves.” 

— >ha\€speare: '‘Hamlet,'' IV, c. It'll 






PART V 


"Some Precious Instance** 

December 192)-August 1921 


CHAPTER XXI 

As THE END of the grinding seison approached, the fear that the 
drop in the price of sugar might be more than temporary becanie a 
sad certainty. In December it was down to ten point five; in January 
it hit eight cents even, the lowest price in five years. At this unpro- 
pitious moment, Fletcher, who had shown great nonchalance on the 
subject of statements while the restoration work was still going on, 
sent in a bill for the entire amount due him. Gervais had understood 
that this could be paid in easy installments over a long period, but it 
now appeared that Fletcher wanted the whole sum at once, and it was 
a staggering one. When Gervais asked Mr. Garfield, his New Orleans 
broker, to advance it against the next year's crop, Mr. Garfield replied, 
in an unusually brief and formal letter, that this was entirely out of the 
question; ten thousand dollars was the largest sum with which he felt 
justified in supplying Captain d'Alvery at the moment and he was 
really stretching a point to do that. Fletcher’s acceptance of the ten 
thousand was anything but gracious. He would be willing to give Cap¬ 
tain d’Alvery ninety days in which to settle, he said, since there had 
evidently been a misunderstanding about the installments; but he had 
paid for the labor and the materials himself, while the work was in 
progress, and that had been a considerable strain on his own resources. 
He was sure Captain d’Alvery would understand. . . . 

“Unless I have some kind of a windfall pretty soon, I’ll have to get 
Bisbee to let me have it,” Gervais told Merry resentfully, tossing 
Fletcher’s letter over to her as she sat peacefully propped up on pillows 
in her bed, nursing Philogene, who was thriving on his food as the 
twins had done beforehand. 

“Are you expecting any kind of a windfall?” 

“Well, no. But that’s not saying I might not have one.” 
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‘‘And you’re sure Mr. Bisbee will let you have the money?” 

“I don’t sec why not. I went out of my way to be nice to him when he 
came to this Parish as a stranger. And there isn’t a bank anywhere 
around better fixed than the Cotton Factors’ National ... I don’t 
have to go to Bisbee right off anyway. I can wait a couple of months 
at least, and see if something doesn’t turn up, as I said. But meanwhile, 
there’s no getting away from the fact that I’m not much in the mood 
for . reviving an old-fashioned celebration.” 

The year before, he had been urged by both his overseer and his 
Negro hands to stage the celebration to which he had just referred. He 
had declined then on the grounds of Merry’s imminent confinement, 
for the grinding season came to an end almost immediately before the 
birth of the twins. Now that Philogene was already safely in the world, 
however, and was proving to be such a lusty child, the request had 
been renewed and he had found no excuse which would prevent him 
from consenting to the celebration. In his grandfather’s time it had 
been the custom, both at Belle Heloise and at many other plantations, 
for the “bossman” to give his men a feast the day that grinding was 
over. The last carts to come in from the field were always gaily deco¬ 
rated with cornstalks and flags, and even the whips and the mules’ 
harnesses were ornamented with a few festive leaves. The Negroes 
were paid in full on this day, and as rhany of them had worked over¬ 
time, they were “nigger rich,” as the saying went. The vincanne, made 
of undistillcd rum and fermented cane juice, had been “cooked off” 
and set aside in great barrels beforehand. Now it was liberally dis¬ 
pensed to the Negroes from the corn shed, and added considerably to 
their high spirits. As the last cane went into the crusher, the men 
gathered around it, and, with hearty and prolonged cheers, flung 
their hats into it, too; the battered homemade palmettos, ground up 
with the stalks, were jokingly said to add something special to the 
flavor. After the final long blast of the whistle, announcing the end of 
the sugar making, the Negroes produced a chair suitable for such 
a grand occasion, and looked around for their “bossman,” who made 
a show of hiding. When they found him, they overrode his mock 
objections, and installing him in the seat of honor, bore him first 
around the mill and the quarters, and finally around the Big House, 
at the head of a procession of a hundred or more; and as they marched 
they sang the songs which they had composed on purpose for the 
occasion. Finally they deposited him on the front gallery, and cluster¬ 
ing around him, waited for him to rise and address them. In his speech 
he always praised them for the hard work which had made the good 
harvest possible, thanked them for their faithfulness, and invited them 
to go “around to the back” to the “feast” of meat, bread, cheese, cake 
and red wine that had been prepared for them. Afterwards they re¬ 
turned to the quarters and continued their revelry far into the night, 
singing, dancing and love-making. 

Most of these pleasant customs had continued. The carts were still 
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decorated, the hats still tossed into the crusher, the whistle still blown, 
the vincanne still served, and there was still revelry at the quarters. 
But the triumphal procession, the flowery address, and the ‘'feast” 
back of the Big House had long since been abandoned. It was originally 
Lczinc’s idea that Gervais could profitably and pleasantly make a 
special occasion of his homecoming after the war by reviving them, 
and all the Negroes were in hearty accord with this. Because of the 
inevitable delay in carrying out the plan, Gervais had rather ho )ed 
they might forget about it. But their long wait had only served to 
increase their eagerness. Gervais could not go back on his promise n )W. 

“Cresside’s all for the celebratic n, too,” he said, leaning over to 
insert a finger in the baby’s fist, an 1 smiling again as he saw the 1 ny 
hand close around it. “She offered to go to the attic and try to 1 nd 
some of grandfather’s clothes that I could wear. I believe she’s up tl :re 
now. I wouldn’t put it past her to come down with complete oui its 
for all of us. I’ll say this for Cress de, when she really gets her tc cth 
into anything, she doesn’t let go ui til she’s done a thorough job. . . . 
rd like to know how you feel abo it it, though—does it strike you as 
a tremendous bore or an awful efi irt? If it does, we’ll call it all oil 
again. You know I wouldn’t be soi ry for the excuse.” 

“Yes, I do know. But wouldn’t it be a mistake, Gervais, to disappoint 
all our people a second time, when they’ve set their hearts on this? 
And I think Cresside has the right idea. If we’re going in for the 
celebration at all, I believe we ought to do it up brown. Of course, 
women enjoy fancy dress more than men do—I know that. But you’d 
be so wonderful in the role of Lucien Estrade, that you ought to be 
able to stand the strain, for once.” 

He muttered something unintelligible, but she could tell from his 
expression that the idea of impersonating his grandfather was begin¬ 
ning to catch his fancy. He picked up the satiated baby, who was 
already half asleep, and sat down by the bed with his small son in his 
arms. 

“If we go in for costumes and all that,” he said, “we’d almost have 
to make an event of it, for ourselves, I mean, as well as the Negroes. 
And we couldn’t ask some of our neighbors without asking all of 
them. What I’m driving at is, we couldn’t invite Charles unless we 
invited Reginc and Sylvestre, too. So far we’ve never been caught quite 
this way—to give the devil his due, I think Sylvestre started for Hot 
Springs a week earlier than he intended on purpose to relieve me of 
embarrassment when I had my beer and shrimp party. But he’s home 
now—^they all are. He’s made a point of saying he was sticking around 
until the end of the grinding season, though heaven only knows why— 
he almost never goes to the mill. I naturally don’t care a damn whether 
his feelings are hurt or not, but I don’t want Regine to go around 
telling everyone Hathaway’s been slighted, and starting the whole 
Parish wondering why,” 

“I don’t think Cresside would mind at all If you invited Sylvestre and 
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Rcgine, honey,” Merry said reassuringly. “I’m almost positive she isn’t 
sensitive about them any more. But vvhy don’t you ask her, straight 
out?” 

“Ask her vs^hat, straight out?” Cresside called from the living room. 
“Look here, don’t you think it’s about time, after all the holy Avedlock 
you’ve enjoyed, that you two woke up and took notice when someone 
else comes around? I banged the outside door when I came in on 
purpose. . . . Never mind, though, for the moment. Just sec what I’ve 
found!” 

She came into the room staggering under an unwieldy armful of 
old clothes, and slinging them down on the bed, began to sort them 
and hold them up for inspection. She had found the suit of elegant 
gray broadcloth which Lucien Estrade had worn at his wedding, and 
any number of quaint costumes that had belonged to the various ladies 
of the family. She herself wanted to wear one of their mother’s dresses 
—a bright plaid taffeta. Of course, that went with a later period, but 
after all, they weren’t trying to be too technical about all this. She was 
going to take a black brocade that had belonged to Evaline Estrade 
up to maman right now and see whether she wouldn’t fall for it. 
Cresside would come back after a moment to find out if the bridal 
finery fitted—there was a second day dress—a lovely changeable silk— 
that would be just the thing for Merry*, too. . . . 

‘^By the way, what were you thinking of asking me, when I came 
in?” she paused to inquire, with her hand on the doorknob again. 
Merry and Gervais exchanged glances and Merry answered for both 
of them. 

“Gervais wondered how you’d feel about having him invite the 
Tremaines to the celebration. He thought it would be rather pointed 
if he didn’t.” 

“Sure it would. Go right ahead. I don’t care who’s invited. Except 
that I wish sooner or later we could have one party sans Charles. I’m 
completely fed up with him, and seems like I’m never going to get 
shed of him. But I know we have to have him this time, worse 
luck. I only hope he doesn’t show up in the uniform of a Yankee 
officer commanding the First Massachusetts Regiment.” 

“Cresside’s very unjust to Charles,” Gervais muttered under his 
breath, as the door closed behind his sister. “I’ve never known him 
to say or do a thing that wasn’t tactful. Why on earth should she drag 
in anything as far-fetched as the uniform of a Yankee officer, in his 
connection?” 

“I don’t know. He just rubs her the wrong way somehow* But after 
all, let’s be thankful that if she won’t fall in love with Charles, she isn’t 
in love with Sylvestre any more. That’s something.” 

“Yes, that’s something,” Gervais agreed. He gave the sleeping baby 
back to Merry, and taking off his own coat, picked up the elegant 
gray broadcloth. “I reckon we can go right ahead and make plans,” he 
said, slipping into it and shaking it down over his shoulders. “I’m 
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beginning to get into the spirit of the thing myself. It isn’t as if it were 
going to cost us much. Of course, if I had that to worry about, it would 
be different.” 

He walked over to the cheval glass and surveyed himself with satis¬ 
faction. Lucien Estrade’s coat fitted as if it had been made for him. 
But he had to wait a minute before Merry looked up and admired it. 
She had begun to reread Mr. Garfield’s letter and the tone of it troubled 
her. It required a real effort for her to dismiss it from her mind. 

However, at the time of the celebration she seemed in high spir; ts. 
The second day dress, which Cressid< had found for her, was a little t )0 
tight; it had been made to fit a sTnder bride, and Merry was ft 11- 
breasted, as became a nursing moth r; besides, she had put on a lit le 
extra weight, which she carried well, after each confinement. But Cr is- 
side, who was so handy with a neec le, had helped her to let the dr :ss 
out, and it suited her admirably. Merry looked very lovely as she stc )d 
on the front gallery, between her niother-inJaw and her sister-in-k iv, 
welcoming the guests. The fitful W) :iter weather had moderated, al er 
a hard freeze, and the day was as warm as summer. Tulip-shap d, 
magenta-colored buds were tipping some of the bare branches on i he 
Japanese magnolias; here and there scarlet branches of floweriag 
quince blazed among the greenery. Angus Holt’s garden had been 
dotted overnight with purple pansies; the paper-white narcissi, which 
encircled the oak trees studding the Small Yard, were unfolding 
in a sudden bloom; and their fresh, provocative perfume scented the 
balmy air. Regine was exulting in the mildness which had enabled her 
to wear an elaborate costume which she insisted had once belonged 
to her idol. Empress Eugenie, and which Sylvestre had bought for her 
in Paris, paying some fabulous sum for it. Its complete unsuitability 
for plantation wear, at any period, did not trouble her in the least; 
she had even gone so far as to insist that Sylvestre accompany her to 
the party in the guise of Napoleon III, imperial and all. The fact that 
his costume could not by any stretch of the imagination be considered 
authentic, and that his silly little beard seemed perpetually on the point 
of toming unglued, did not trouble her either. She was still chattering 
volubly when the sound of shouts and singing announced the approach 
of the triumphal procession, and when Madame d’Alvery’s withering 
glances failed to silence her. Merry put a gentle hand on her arm. 

“Let’s all watch and listen,” she said. “You know I never saw or 
heard anything like this before, Regine. I don’t want to miss a single 
trick.” 

Regine, who had cornered Charles Boylston, continued to chatter as 
if she had not heard the request. Sylvestre, touching her arm in his 
turn, less gently than her hostess, spoke to her with unconcealed 
annoyance. 

“Didn’t you hear Merry?” he asked sharply. “Hush up, can’t you?” 

“Hush up yourself I You know how I hate to be interrupted! Can’t 
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you sec Fm right in the middle of a story Charles is just dying to hear?” 

“I can see you’re right in the middle of a story fast enough, but that’s 
chronic. Fm not so sure Charles is dying to hear it.” 

“Perhaps you’ll tell me the end of it later on, Regine,” Charles said. 
“Fd like to hear it very much. But as Merry says, it would be too 
bad if we missed something because we were absorbed in a story, 
and all your stories are absorbing. Fve never seen a procession like this 
cither, and Fve been looking forward to it.” 

He smiled persuasively as he spoke, and his tact was more effective 
than either Merry’s pleading or Sylvestre’s brusqueness. He was look¬ 
ing even handsomer than usual, too, in old-fashioned, bottle-green 
hunting togs, in no way suggestive of a Yankee’s uniform. Regine, 
accepting his courteous attention as a personal tribute, thought Cresside 
was a fool not to snatch at him, and resolved to tell her so at the 
earliest opportunity. But there was no immediate prospect of such a 
chance. The procession was already in sight, winding its way through 
the grove between the schoolhouse and the Big House. Four huge 
Negroes, all black as the ace of spades, were carrying the massive chair 
on which Gervais was enthroned. He was in high good humor; his 
expression was jovial as he waved his gray beaver gracefully above 
his head while advancing. The bright winter sunshine gave an added 
sheen to his pearl-colored clothes, and the contrasting colors and quality 
of the Negroes’ jeans accentuated the elegance of their fit and finish. 
Sance, Plauche and Dupuy walked directly behind him, wreathed in 
smiles and attired in their Sunday best. Back of them came the planta¬ 
tion “band,” made up of instruments owned and played by Negroes 
on the place, and consisting of four harmonicas, three banjos, two 
guitars, and a violin. The musicians, playing entirely by ear, did this 
remarkably well. After them marched the long double file of field 
hands in their bright cottons. Some of them carried broad sugar knives 
in their hands, others long stalks of tasseled cane over their shoulders; 
all of them were singing—their own song, the one they themselves had 
composed on purpose for their own supreme festival. They sang it 
witli the zest of natural high spirits; but the vincanne in their stomachs 
and the money in their pockets raised these to a still higher pitch: 

“Ah is so glad us done got thru at de lastes* 
or Satan thought he had me boun’ de fastes’. 

But he miss mah soul an’ he cotch mah sin, 

An’ give me a chance for to work an’ win. 

Now Ah’s free from satan an’ Ah’s free from sin. 

Ah is so glad us done got thru at de lastes’. 

Oh happy day, happy day, 

Us done got thru at de Iastcs^ 

De bossman’s glad an’ so is us. 

Ain’t nobody gwine.for to fret or fuss, 

282 



Caise times is good an’ day won’t git wuss— 

Sugar makin’s done, and us got our pay 
Oh happy day, happy day. 

Us done got thru at de lastes’.” 

The procession had almost reached the gallery. Merry, at a pre¬ 
arranged signal, detached herself from the others, and moved forward 
to meet her husband. As the bearers set down his chair, amidst a 
chorus of cheers and a round of applause, he stepped towards her a id 
held out his hand. Then they turned and walked together to he 
demilune of mellow brick which fi *rmed the front steps. When tl ey 
turned again to face their family ai d friends on the gallery and th :ir 
people clustering around this, Ger' ais put one arm around her n :at 
waist and held up the other to command attention. 

“I don’t want to make a speech,” :ie said. “But in behalf of this k dy 
and myself, I do want to say just a word of welcome to our guests £ id 
of appreciation to our workers. I w: it all our friends who’ve come i ut 
from town and all our neighbors al. ng the River Road to hear me t\\ 
our people how grateful I am to the n for the faithfulness and Indus ry 
that made the grinding season whicli has just ended such a big suca ss. 
This is a great day at Belle Heloi e, and we want everyone to join 
us in celebrating it.” 

The applause on the gallery, the cheers from the marchers, broke out 
again. Everyone was in a mood to enjoy even the most trite remarks, 
especially when these were spoken with the case and grace Gervais 
managed to give them. He smiled engagingly as he went on. 

“The crop really is in,” he said. “Of course, Sance, over there, said 
it never would be, if the rains kept up. But it is, in spite of Sance, who’s 
a hopeless pessimist.” 

Everyone looked in the direction of the overseer, cheering and 
applauding him now; and he grinned sheepishly but delightedly. ‘And 
Plauche said we wouldn’t have sugar worth the name, if 1 didn’t 
get him those fancy new filter presses he’s been talking about since 
God knows when. But we have. We’ve never made better sugar at 
Belle Heloise than we have this fall. And Dupuy said the old water 
pumps wouldn’t hold out, and that we might all be blown from here 
to kingdom come if the new ones I’d ordered didn’t get here at the 
beginning of grinding. Well, those pumps came in just last night— 
they’re down at the depot at Baton Rouge now, so they ought to be 
ready for us to use next year anyway, unless we have as much trouble 
getting them set up as we had getting them here by express. But even 
if we do, I reckon we’ll be able to hitch along some way, just as we 
have this year, in spite of Dupuy!” 

Attention shifted from the overseer to the chief engineer and the 
sugar boiler, and Plauche and Dupuy accepted the “bossman’s” ribbing 
and the hearty tribute of the entire gathering in the same abashed but 
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gratified manner as Sance. Gervais saluted each of them in turn and 
continued in a slightly more serious vein. 

“Most of you know that originally we planned to have this party 
last year, to celebrate my return from France, and most of you know 
why we didn't. Well, it’s a good thing* we put it off, because now we 
can have a double-barreled celebration. I feel I have every cause to 
rejoice because I came out of the hell I’d been through in France, and 
got back, safe and sound, to the beautiful home I love so much. I’m 
deeply touched and honored by your feeling. But I know you’ll agree 
with me that there’s an additional cause for rejoicing. Since I came 
back, three children have been born in this house—two boys and a 
girl. This means that as far as we can look ahead we don’t have to fear 
that sometime Belle Heloise will be neglected or fall into alien hands. 
I want all my people to take a look at their future ‘bossman’ and his 
brother and sister today. I hope they’ll feel happy, when they do, to 
think that some day their children will be working for him, just as 
their grandfather’s children are working for me, helping to carry on 
the tradition of Belle Heloise. I hope they’ll tell me that they are!” 

He glanced towards the front door, and as it swung open, Dinah 
and the twins came out of it. Vail and Sybelle were now so big that 
it was almost impossible for her to carry them both at once. But Vail 
was already beginning to toddle, and^ clutching her hand, he managed 
to make the grade, though his movements were somewhat impeded by 
the voluminous stiffness of the old-fashioned dress into which he had 
unwillingly been thrust. Sybelle, similarly attired and enjoying it, 
'crowed and gurgled in Dinah’s arms; and close behind them came 
Lethe, cradling Philogene, slightly resentful at the interruption of his 
slumbers, and clad in a long lacy christening robe and a tiny close- 
fitting lace cap. At the sight of the babies the tumult around the gallery 
increased; the Negroes burst into prolonged shouts and loud ex¬ 
clamations of enthusiasm. They could not wave their hats, since these 
had all been cast into the crusher in accordance with immemorial 
custom; but they waved their bandanas instead. Gervais took each of 
the babies in turn and held it up for the guests and the Negroes to see. 
Then he signaled to the nurses to take their charges back into the 
house, and put his arm around Merry again. 

“I notice that my family got more applause than my speech,” he 
said, the engaging smile still on his face. “That’s fine, that’s the way 
I want it to be. It’s a great family and I’m not a great speech-maker. 
That’s one of the reasons I’ll never get very far in politics. I’m no 
orator and no statesman. I’m just a plain planter, just your friend and 
neighbor, just your ‘bossman.’” And as a murmur of dissent began 
to rise and swell, he held up a hand for silence. “That’s all I have to say 
to you,” he said. “But Lou Ida’s spent nearly all her time, these last 
few days, getting ready for this celebration. I think we all better find 
out what she has for us.” 

With a few final cheers, the Negroes reformed their processional 
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and started around to the rear of the house. Merry and Gervais, from 
their station at the front door, motioned to their guests to leave the 
gallery and come into the dining room. A large silver bowl, filled 
with frothing eggnog and surrounded by silver goblets, stood at one 
end of the long mahogany table; at the other an immense coffee urn 
rose above a circle of tiny porcelain cups, ornamented with the Estrade 
crest; the intervening surface, covered with glistening damask, was 
almost hidden by an endless array of fruit cakes, biscuits, sandwicles, 
pralines and salted pecans. On the sideboard stood two silver chsm- 
pagne buckets, with fragile and b iautiful Venetian glasses betw< en 
them. Madame d’Alvery seated he rsclf behind the eggnog, invit ng 
Mrs. Hathaway to serve the coffee Merry, Cresside and Gervais < ir- 
culated among the guests, supervis ng Selah, Creassy and Lucie, i ad 
accepting congratulations on the gr :at success of the celebration. 1 he 
babies were briefly brought back and made the rounds of their deligh ed 
admirers again. On the surface the atmosphere was carefree, gay < id 
permeated with the spirit of lavish a d traditional hospitality. Only h :re 
and there a comment was made oi a question asked which indica ed 
some underlying disturbance. 

“I never drank better champagne,” Melvin Bisbee murmured to 
Charles Boylston in his pinched vnice, holding his bubbling glassful 
of golden liquid up to catch the candlelight. “I’ll say this for our hose—^ 
he knows how to carry on in the grand manner. But lately I’ve heard 
rumors that things weren’t going so well with him,” Bisbee con¬ 
tinued, in a lower tone. “I hope that isn’t true?” 

It was a question rather than a statement, but Boylston did not 
choose to regard it as such. He regarded the banker with a frosty look 
in his blue eyes. 

“I don’t discuss business matters with Gervais,” he said, after a 
marked pause, in a voice as cold as his glance. “I came here because I 
enjoy the d’Alverys’ society. They’ve always been extremely kind to 
me. I believe they’re rather unusual in that respect, as far as outsiders 
are concerned. Most Creoles keep a closed corporation.” 

“Yes, yes, quite so. I am not unmindful of Captain d’Alvery’s many 
courtesies to me. And, of course, I know nothing about sugar. But I 
understand that this year’s crop has been more or less of a failure, 
in spite of all the satisfaction expressed at today’s celebration.” 

“It isn’t quite as good as last year’s. That is, mine isn’t. As I just 
said, I don’t know so much about Gervais’, and he’s rather preoccupied 
at the moment, so I wouldn’t think it was the best time to find out. 
Why don’t you ask Tremaine about his?” 

Boylston turned away, rather pointedly, and walked over to Fabian, 
who was sitting alone at the moment, except for Belizaire, upon whose 
nose he had just placed a sponge drop. Madame d’Alvery had never 
allowed either Snow or Cornet to come into the house, and she frowned 
sternly on all visiting animals. But'Fabian, nonchalantly observing that 
was no way to run a plantation anyhow, had serenely continued to 
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bring his dog with him on all occasions, and lately his aunt had 
refrained from invidious remarks on the subject. Today she had actually 
stooped and patted Belizaire on the head and Fabian was now pressing 
the advantage gained by putting him through a few tricks. Having 
balanced the sponge drop, he gave the order “Say grace!’* and the 
spaniel immediately put his paws on the chair beside his master and 
buried his long sensitive nose in them. There he remained motionless 
until Fabian exclaimed “Amen!” Then he leapt in the air, snapping 
at the sponge drop with avidity. 

“You certainly get away with murder in this house,” Boylston re¬ 
marked, sitting down beside Fabian and handing his empty glass 
to Selah for a refill. “I wonder what would happen if I appeared here 
with one of my Walkers. Well, I don’t begrudge you your privileges— 
I’m glad enough to be here under any circumstances. The South 
certainly survives at Belle Heloise. . . . Incidentally, Gervais tells me 
that the next party is to be a christening. I’m glad to hear it. I remember 
feeling disappointed last year that there was no celebration when the 
twins were baptized, because this house is such an ideal setting for a 
ceremony of that sort. Of course, Cresside was still incapacitated then, 
though.” 

“Yes—^but hasn’t she staged a grand comeback?” 

Fabian glanced across the room*, and Boylston followed his gaze. 
Cresside was standing by the fireplace, engaged in lively conversation 
with Harvey Lawrason, who was visiting at Hackberry Lodge again, 
and who v/as obviously enjoying himself immensely. The quaint 
plaid dress, with its full skirt and tight bodice, was extremely becom¬ 
ing to her, both in color and in style, and unlike the changeable silk 
which Merry was wearing, it had required no alterations, for Cresside 
was still slim as a reed. But her look of gauntness and emaciation was 
gone and her sparkling eyes were no longer black-ringed in a haggard 
face. Framed by the ornamented marble mantel, with the glowing 
firelight for a background, she made a picture that was not only 
vivid but enchanting. Instinctively Boylston rose and took a step in the 
direction of the hearth. 

“I want to show you another trick of Belizaire’s,” Fabian suggested. 
“I think it’s about his best. Wait here just a sec, will you, Charles?” 
He rose, too, but instead of going towards the fireplace, limped out 
into the hall, his dog at his heels. Presently he returned, and reseating 
himself, addressed Belizaire as quietly as he might have spoken to a 
child. “I left my cigarettes out there,” he said. “Go get them for me, 
will you?” And when the dog bounded olf, to return with the package 
in his mouth, Fabian added, “Oh, but I forgot the matches, too. . . .” 

“Very diverting,” Boylston said a little drily, as Belizaire returned 
triumphantly a second time. “But after all, there’s no reason why I 
should concede that Harvey’s also a privileged character, even if you’re 
willing to.” He nodded and sauntered on towards the fireplace, and 
Fabian, after looking at him quizzically for a moment, returned to the 
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dining room. Madame d’Alvcry and Mrs. Hathaway were still sitting 
at their posts, though the demands for refills were now few and far 
between, and the guests had scattered informally through the parlor, 
library and music room. Fabian drew up a chair and sat down by 
Mrs. Hathaway, who forestalled any remark he might make by a rather 
captious one of her own. 

“Fabian, tell me whether you do not agree with me. I have just 
been saying to your Aunt Isabelle that while this celebration ha: been 
delightful, on the whole, I feel that part of Gervais’ speech migb: well 
have been omitted. Of course, 1 have in mind his reference *o the 
security of this plantation.” 

“ ‘As far as we can look ahe^d, we don’t have to fear that Belle 
Hcloisc will be neglected or fall into alien hands’? Is that wh; t you 
mean, Mrs. Hathaway? Why, I t.iought that was one of his best lines! 

I wrote it for him myself.” 

“There was nothing the matte" with the line, as you call it, in itself. 
But it was based on the fact thiz three children have been bon here* 
within the last year. In view of *ne fact that Regine and Sylvest c are 
childless, and that we are all so deeply disappointed because o this, 
I chink Gervais would have been more tactful if he had made nc such 
reference to it in our presence.” 

“Well, I don’t know. My view was that he was talking primarily 
to his people, rather than to his guests. After all, this was the Negroes’ 
celebration. The rest of us were only onlookers. Don’t you agree with 
me, Tante Isabelle?” 

“Completely, Fabian. You analyzed the situation exactly as I did— 
in fact, I said the same thing to Mrs. Hathaway before you came in. 
Naturally, all of us here would be extremely sorry if there were never 
an heir to Hathaway. But that cannot prevent us from rejoicing that 
we have been so greatly blessed at Belle Heloise.” 

She rose, and Fabian immediately went over to her and offered her 
his arm. She smiled at him with unaccustomed graciousness as she 
took it. 

“I think we may safely join the group in the music room now,” she 
said. “Unless, of course, dear Mrs. Hathaway, you would prefer the 
group in the parlor, or the one in the library. But I believe we are to 
have some spirituals before the party breaks up and the music room 
always seems the most appropriate place for that. Besides, Dinah has 
taken the twins there, at Sylvestre’s suggestion—^he said he wanted to 
get better acquainted with them. But we must not leave him indefi¬ 
nitely to their mercies—^at this time of day, when they begin to get 
tired, they are sometimes riotous also, especially Vail. ... If anyone 
desires more coffee or eggnog, Selah may take it around as he is still 
taking champagne. I bcUeve my son is planning to make quite an 
occasion of that also. Of course’ we shall count on your presence for 
that too, chircy 
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CHAPTER XXII 


Philogene’s christening was indeed a great event, but it marked the 
fast of the entertainments reviving the traditional hospitality at Belle 
Hcloise. 

A few days after it took place Gervais received a letter from Arnold 
/Fletcher, saying that he would greatly appreciate another payment of 
ten thousand dollars on account. He had not forgotten that he had 
agreed to a ninety-day delay for full payment; but it did so happen 
that he was unusually pressed himself, and he was sure Captain 
d’Alvery would be glad to accommodate him with this small sum. A 
year earlier, Gervais would readily have agreed that ten thousand 
dollars was a small sum; but it did not look that way to him now, 
and he was sure, from Garfield’s latest communication, that it was 
futile to look for further advances from that quarter. Ruefully, he went 
to Bisbee and asked him for the money, and without apparent hesita¬ 
tion, Bisbee let him have it on an open note. The transaction was so 
much easier than Gervais had expected, despite the confident way in 
which he had spoken about it to Merry, that he tried to tell himself 
there was no reason why he should worry any more: if Bisbee would 
let him have that much without formality, he would let him have a 
larger amount with satisfactory collateral. He allowed Fletcher’s ninety- 
day limit to pass without mentioning it and without undue concern; 
and he felt safer still when the deadline went by and the architect did 
not immediately send him a reminder that it had. Then he was sud¬ 
denly and rudely shaken from his sense of security. 

One pleasant Sunday in April, Melvin Bisbee came out to Belle 
Heloise. He had been meaning to pay a party call ever since the 
christening, he said—in fact, he had two or three party calls on his 
conscience! He certainly always had been entertained like royalty on 
the River Road! He went first to the Big House, where Madame 
d’Alvery received him graciously, saying she was sorry Cresside was 
out, but that Merry and Gervais were fortunately both at home; she 
would send Selah to the garqonnihe immediately to let them know 
they had a visitor. Meantime, she and Mr. Bisbee would have a glass of 
port together v/hile they awaited the arrival of coffee and the other 
members of the family. 

The call passed off agreeably, but tepidly. Gervais and Bisbee dis¬ 
cussed the recent decision, made by two members of the Railroad 
Coftimission in the absence of the third, granting an increase in rates 
to the Cumberland Telephone Company. This action had apparently 
precipitated a major political battle, for the absent Commissioner hap¬ 
pened to be that firebrand, Huey Long; he had immediately issued a 
volcanic statement to the press, charging that his colleagues had pre- 
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judged the case and sold out the public; he added that Shelby Taylor, 
one of the other Commissioners, had promised him faithfully to vote 
against the increase. Recriminations were now bitter on both sides, 
but Huey had the louder voice and there were signs that his voice was 
becoming increasingly powerful. The “poor boy from the country, who 
wore diamond buttons on his drawers,” was making himself more and 
more of a nuisance. 

Madame d’Alvery and Merry took very little part in this com ersa- 
tion, but as neither objected to th< role of listener, there was no awk¬ 
wardness because of this. They o mtinued to sip small blacks aj d to 
eat little frosted cakes with con:posure while Gervais and M dvin 
Bisbee discussed Huey Long. It was not until he rose to leave and 
inquired rather tardily for the children, that Merry got in a vord 
edgewise. 

“Wouldn’t you like to see them' We’ll have them brought in i you 
would.” 

He was either oblivious of the eagerness in her voice or indifi trtnt * 
to it. He had never been especially, interested in children or intin ately 
associated with them, and the twe recent celebrations at Belle He loise, 
with which the three youngest J’Alverys had been so closely con¬ 
nected, had already taxed his powers of expressive admiration. He 
shook his head with attempted archness, his pinched voice cracking 
a little as he answered. 

“Suppose I postpone that pleasure until my next visit? It’s such a 
pretty day, as you say around here. I’ve been hoping that Captain 
d’Alvery would ask me to take a turn in the fields with him before I 
went back to town. And, unfortunately, I haven’t time for both 
today.” 

The last thing that Gervais desired was to take Bisbee “for a turn.” 
The fields were grassy because of excessive rains, and the cane had 
come in to a very poor stand. The young growth which should have 
been so fresh and green was already streaked with yellow. Bisbee, who 
was originally a Hoosier, might not grasp the exact significance of all 
these telltale signs, but after all, now that he had reached the standing of 
a prominent banker in a sugar Parish, he must have learned what most 
of them meant. Gervais explained that the ground was very wet and 
that he was afraid his visitor might find the going rather rough. But 
it appeared Bisbee had come prepared for this; his rubbers were in the 
car. He said good-by to Madame d’Alvery and Merry and went out 
to get them. . . . 

A week later he wrote to Gervais and asked for collateral on the 
open note. Of course, he explained, this was only a form.ality. But 
jsince the loan had been made, the board of directors had met and 
^decided that they must observe such formalities more rigidly than in 
the past, owing to the general financial situation. . . . 

Merry had seen Gervais lose his temper many times by now. But she 
had never seen him as angry as he was on receipt of this letter. He 
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strode up and down their pleasant little living room, shouting anc 
swearing. 

“He came out here on purpose to spy, the dirty sneak! He pretended 
he was making a social call, and all the time he was just snoopiny 
around to see what the prospects were for a good crop!” 

“They’re pretty bad, aren’t they, Gervais?” 

“You’re damn right, they’re bad! But that doesn’t excuse Bisbee. I 
ought never to have let the bastard inside this house! I ought to have 
seen his stripe from the beginning.” 

Merry listened, silent and miserable, as Gervais ranted on and on. 
Her own career in the business world had been brief and limited; but 
her good sense, told her that however reprehensible Bisbee’s conduct 
might have been as a friend, as a banker he was only acting wiih 
proper prudence. However, she was wise enough not to voice tl.Mi* 
opinion. She waited until the worst of Gervais’ anger had spent itself, 
and then she asked one or two cautious and hesitant questions.. 

“You can let him have the collateral, can’t you, honey?” 

“Yes, of course I can . . i Some kind of collateral. I don’t at iHc 
moment know just what.” 

“Is there some other bank you could go to that wouldn’t ask for it?’ 

“Of course there must be—^but I wouldn’t know which, offhand 
I’ve done all my business with the Cotton Factors’ National for years. 
If they treat me like this, then-” ^ 

“What about Fabian? Would you mind asking him to help 

“I’d mind like hell. He’s kept telling me, ever since I got back* ^ y 
France, that I ought to try a different kind of seed cane—as if - 
were any different kind I could try! The land’s worked out, i 
what’s the matter.” 

“Wouldn’t it help if you raised two or three kinds of crops, iii ‘ 
of one?” r 

“Oh, it’s supposed to! You must have been listening to Fabian yoi|^ 
self, Merry. You don’t know anything about land. Of course, it’s po \ 
sible to raise cotton and rice. I don’t need to tell you that—you’ve se^)^, 
them both growing here and there along the River Road. But if I trie.^"^ 
to do that, rd raise the cost of my overhead without any assuranc 
that those crops would do better than the sugar, and it’s hard enough 
to keep one complicated set of machinery paid for and in order withouy,' 
trying to tackle two or three. If you’re a millionaire, like Boylston, 
doesn’t matter about the cost of, your overhead, and when one croj^ 
fails you can take it in your stride and wait for another. That’s wh^^ 
he can afford to dabble around in every sort there is.” ^ 1 

She was afraid he was going to say. If Cresside would only marr^^ 
Boyl^on, everything would be all right. She could as\ him for /AL 
money I need, and he'd give it to her. After all, she has an interest im 
Belle Heloise and he*d want to protect his wife*s property. As a matter 
of fact, the words were already on the tip of Gervais’ tongue; somethin^^ 
in Merry’s expression stepped him from saying them. 
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, ^WeVe had a series of unbelievably bad breaks in the v/eather, too,” 
^ said. “First days and days of rain, then a long stretch of drouth; 
u'st a heat wave, and then one freeze after another. Not just one 
fason either—year after year. There’s nothing any human being can 
about that. It’s an act of God—or the devil.” 

“But Fabian could help you, couldn’t he?” persisted Merry, not to 
be diverted. 

. “Oh, he could, all right. Fabian’s very well off and he doesn’t s\ end 
anything except on those damn camellias of his. He hasn’t got anyt ling 
CO spend it for—it isn’t as if he h id three or four hundred thou and 
dollars’ worth of machinery to keep up and more than a hundred h; nds 
‘^pay and a big family to provic e for. One dog doesn’t cost m ich, 
and ^Belizaire’s his only interest, except his garden and that ittle 
xO^iificant house.” 

^ shouldn’t be surprised if he ^ ave away a lot of money to pe )ple 
wh'o need it, in a quiet way, and 1) :’s always seemed very intereste 1 in 
;iis family, and very kind, to me.” 

“Now get this straight. Merry. I’m not asking Fabian for me ley. 
re not quite in the class of dese ving paupers even yet. And I w an’t 
Nm coming here all the tim(, knowing I’m in debt to him, and 
^^iiiig uncomfortable every time I look him in the face.” 

'*A|;ain she had the wisdom to be silent, instead of asking wha: he 
intend to do, if he could not go to his broker or to another bank 
•'"i ould not go to Fabian. But she lay awake most of the night, 
ng; the next morning Philogene was fretful, because she did not 
nough milk for him. Then the following day still another letter 
n from Arnold Fletcher, and this one tersely called attention to 
ount past due and abruptly demanded the balance owed for the 
af restoration. 

t was so long since Merry had been to town, or even spoken of 
ng, that Cresside was taken completely by surprise when her sister- 
Jaw, who had never learned to drive a car, asked her for a ride. 
Y^wever, she managed to answer in her usual casual and cordial way: 
?re, she said, she had thought of going in herself, anyhow; it would be 

t to have Merry along. About what time? Right after Philogene’s 
^ ^e o’clock feeding, Merry answered. She did not add that Gervais 
.^^uld be out in the fields then, but something about the flushed, 
^|nost frightened look on her face suggested to Cresside that he had 
;ij6t been told of the plan, and that there was some special reason why 
erry did not want him to know about it. Cresside asked no further 
aestions, but she regarded Merry covertly during the course of the 
de, and what she saw moved her to sympathy. Merry’s expression was 
^^ill as sweet as ever, her features as faultless; but some sort of a 
®ght had fallen on the bloom which had been her greatest beauty. 
• fhe slight excess weight, the slight’weariness of carriage, the slight look 
i dowdiness caused by ill-fitting and outmoded street clothes—none 
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of these could quite account for this faded look. That fool brother 
of mine had done this to her, Crcsside said to herself savagely; I don't 
\now how or what, but somehow and something, Vd like to wring 
his damn neck. That's all any man's neck is worth, wringing; almost 
any man's neck, she added to herself, with one swift and tender mental 
reservation; and she wanted desperately to say aloud, Tm sorry, Merry. 
Is there anything I can do to help? Instead, as they neared town and 
she slowed down the car, she merely waited for Merry to tell her where 
to go. 

“Oh, I forgotl*' Merry said in confusion. “Would it be convenient 
for you to take me to the store? If it isn’t, just drop me at the first 
corner.” 

“It’s perfectly convenient for me to take you anywhere you want to 
go. But you’ll have to tell me which store.” 

“Ohl I forgot!” Merry said again. “I meant Goldenberg’s. We never 
called it anything but ‘the store’ when I was working there. Of course 
it was silly of me not to think-” 

“It wasn’t silly. It was perfectly natural. I’m the dumb one, not to 
understand right away what you meant. About how long do you want 
to be there?” 

“I shouldn’t think more than half an hour. But I want to go over to 
my mother’s for a minute afterwards, and I’d like the walk. Why don’t 
you meet me there, any time you like, just so I get back before six?” 

“Right. Let’s say five-fifteen, so that we won’t run too close to the 
wind.” 

“But what are you going to do in the meantime? Won’t it be awfully 
dull for you, waiting around?” 

“Oh, I can always count on a date at the Confederate Monument, 
you know! Or I can go to Fabian’s house and play with Belizairc. I 
might even drift into Fabian’s office and read law. You know there’s no 
telling to what lengths the modern girl will go.” 

She was off with her usual gay salute, and Merry went through the 
revolving doors and entered Goldenberg’s store. She had hardly set 
foot in it since her marriage, and she had not once returned to Mr, 
Goldenbcrg’s office after resigning as his secretary. She had no sense 
of ease and familiarity as she took the elevator to the sixth floor, and 
her feeling of strangeness tightened the lump which already constricted 
her throat, and made the hollow at the pit of her stomach seem deeper. 
The slatternly but cheerful colored girls, who had formerly run the 
elevators, and who had never foiled to greet her with a grin, had been 
replaced; the new operator was a young man who wore his sm^t 
uniform as if he had grown accustomed to similar clothes in the Arnq^, 
and he held himself with military precision and aloofness. But its 
Merry went through the Department of Rugs and Draperies, and s^ 
the scatter rugs cluttering the aisle as they always had, she stoop^ 
down and put them in their proper places, folding them neatly. Th|$ 
trivial service, performed almost instinctively, made her feel more stt 
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home again. However, when a lounging clerk, after regarding her 
with a disapproving air, came haughtily forward and asked if he 
could show her something, she flushed and answered with acute em¬ 
barrassment. 

“No, thank you. I used to work here, and I straightened the scatter 
rugs whenever I went down this aisle. It seemed natural to do it again, 
that’s all. . . . I’m on my way to Mr. Goldenberg’s office.” 

“Have you an appointment?” 

“No, but I’m sure he’ll see me. If he’s there.” 

“He may be in conference. Of cc urse, you can ask his secretary/* 

“I’m going to. She’s an old frien 1 of mine.” 

She turned under the pulsating *ed arrow, and went past the .• reel 
lockers, the freight elevator, the ad ustment bureau and the fire es« ape 
to the cubbyhole at the end of the g assed-in cubicles. Hazel was ty] ing 
busily, but Merry saw a small dir* nond twinkling on her left k nd, 
and guessed that Mr. Goldenberg n ight soon be looking for a secre ary 
again. Hazel jumped up in a start,ed way when Merry spoke to ler. 

“Why, Meredith Randall! What on earth are you doing here? \ ^hy 
didn’t you let me know you were coming, instead of just wall ing 
in on me like that?” 

“I didn’t have any way of letting you know. I decided to come ^'ery 
suddenly, and you know we haven’t a telephone. • • • Is Mr. Golden¬ 
berg in. Hazel?” 

She ought to have asked for Al before saying anything else, she 
realized after she had spoken. But her nervousness had added to her 
sense of urgency. Now that she had made up her mind what she was 
going to do, she did not want to postpone the evil moment; she wanted 
to have it behind her. Hazel, though a little disappointed by Merry’s 
directness, was unresentful; she had not forgotten how cordial Merry 
had been to her and Al when they went to the sugar house. She rose 
immediately. 

“Yes, he’s in. I’ll tell him you’re here. I know he’ll be glad to see 
you.” 

She went into the private office, leaving the door open behind her. 
Merry could hear her speaking to Mr. Goldenberg and his cordial 
and instantaneous rejoinder. He came to tlie threshold himself with 
an outstretched hand. 

“Why, Mrs. d’Alvery, this is a great pleasure. How are you? I haven’t 
seen you in a long time!” 

Again the lump in Merry’s throat tightened. Gervals had never in¬ 
vited the Goldenbergs to Belle Heloise himself, and when she had 
first suggested doing so, he had answered vaguely that it wasn’t just 
the best time; later, when she pressed the matter, he had said rather 
shortly that he did not think his mother would particularly care to 
have the Goldenbergs at Belle Heloise, and as it happened, he shared 
her viewpoint, for once. The fact that Mr. Goldenberg must be aware 
of this viewpoint made her mission all the harder now. Merry’s hands 
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had grown terribly cold, and her voice shook a little as she answered, 

“Yes, I know. I don’t get in town very often. But I came today on 
purpose to see you.” 

“I’m very much honored. Won’t you sit down and tell me what I 
can do for you?” 

She was thankful for the seat, but she was not sure things were any 
easier because he realized this was not a social call, that she would not 
have come if she had not wanted to ask a favor. The situation, stripped 
of all pretense, became horribly bald. She stood a moment to gather 
her forces, fixing her eyes on the glassed-over desk, which she saw was 
still adorned with the bud vase, the picture of Mrs. Goldenberg, and 
the small neat calendar in a frame of tooled leather. Then she looked 
up and faced Mr. Goldenberg. 

“My husband’s in trouble,” she said. “Bad trouble. He doesn’t know 
which way to turn. I’ve been trying and trying to think of some way 
I could help him. Finally I thought of coming to you and telling you all 
about it. Gervais doesn’t know I’ve come. I’m afraid he may be very 
angry when he finds out. It’s the first time I’ve ever kept anything 
from him, and, of course. I’m worried about that, too. Just the same, 
I thought it was better not to let him know until afterwards.” 

“I’m very glad you thought of coming to me. I’m very much 
honored,” Mr. Goldenberg said again. “Is this trouble of your hus¬ 
band’s financial?” 

“Yes.'^He spent too much money last year. He made a great many 
improvements on the place because he thought that would be a good 
investment, in the long run. And anyway, sugar was so high that he 
had every reason to feel he could afford what he was doing. Then the 
price of sugar fell—of course you know that. And now the new crop 
is a failure—the cane is riddled with mosaic disease. His factor won’t 
advance him anything and the bank he’s always gone to won’t lend 
him anything.” 

“I’m very sorry to hear that he’s had such difficulties and that they’ve 
made you so unhappy. Was there any special way you thought I 
could help?” 

“Yes. I remembered that you were a director in another bank. I 
used to transcribe letters about loans for you sometimes, you know. 
I’m sure you have a great deal of influence with the other directors. I 
thought perhaps you might be willing to bring up the question of a 
loan to Gervais at the next board meeting.” 

“Yes, I would be willing.” At the unhesitating reply a great wave of 
relief engulfed Merry, leaving her assuaged but limp; the dreadful 
tautness, the dreadful sensations of cold and choking were gone; but 
now she wondered how she could summon the strength to say any¬ 
thing more. 

“Of course, I can’t tell you how the other directors would feel about 
the matter,” Mr. Goldenberg went on. “And even if they were willing 
to make a loan, I don’t know whether your husband would be satisfied 
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with the terms of it. They might seem pretty harsh to him. Money’s 
very tight these days, I’m sorry to say.” 

*'l realize all that. I know we have to go ahead just a step at a time. 
But if you proposed a loan, we’d have taken the first step, anyway.” 

“Very well, Mrs. d’Alvery. I’ll propose the loan at the next meeting 
of the directors. It’s on Monday.” 

He drew a small pad of scratch paper towards him and picked up 
a pencil. 

“I’ll have to ask you a few questions,” he said. “Not that '^our 
answers will affect my promise—^it s merely that I need more info ma- 
tion than I have. How many acres are there on your plantation?’ 

“Gervais always speaks about arj ents. I think there are around t iree 
thousand. An arpent is a litde sn aller than an acre, isn’t it?” 

“Yes. . . . And how many tori of cane, approximately, did the 
plantation produce last year, Mrs. d’Alvery? Do you know?” 

“Nearly forty thousand. Of course the year before was much bet er.” 

“I’m taking it for granted that s nee you’re suggesting this loan you 
would be willing to sign a paper waiving your homestead rights ? Is 
that correct?” 

“I am not just sure what you mtan, Mr. Goldenberg. But, of coiurse^ 
I’d be willing to sign anything to get Gervais the money he needs. ’ 

Her voice did not tremble any longer, though she felt so tired. It was 
firm and eager. Mr. Goldenberg raised his searching, bloodshot eyes 
and looked at her with admiration. 

“I’m afraid your husband is going to need a very large sum, in order 
to clear up the indebtedness for the improvements he has already made 
and to meet the running expenses of getting in the new crop,” he 
explained. “In order to mention some figure, let us say a hundred 
thousand dollars, though perhaps he will not need quite that much. 
If the bank advanced him any such amount, it would have to take a 
mortgage on the property. There wouldn’t be any other way to handle 
the transaction. So you would have to waive your own rights in the 
plantation, the rights you have as Captain d’Alvery’s wife. You acquired 
these, automatically, when you married him, you know.” 

“I suppose I did. I never thought about it though. You see, Mr. 
Goldenberg, I married Gervais because I was terribly in love with him— 
I didn’t think about money or anything else. I’m still—^I still love him 
so much I’d do anything I could for him. My rights don’t matter. But 
it matters a lot to have him happy.” 

Mr. Goldenberg continued to look at her searchingly as she spoke. 
His admiration increased with his appraisal. 

“I can see that you are absolutely sincere, and perhaps, as an old 
friend, you’ll permit me to say, whether Captain d’Alvery is in financial 
difficulties or not, I consider him a very lucky man,” he remarked 
gently. “But do you think your mother-in-law and your sister-in-law 
will feel the same way about it that you do? Of course, they have 
rights in the property, too, since it is inherited.” 
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“Fm sure Cresside would feel the same way that I do, Mr. Golden- 
berg. She and Gervais quarrel a good deal, but underneath it all 
they’re very fond of each other. And Cresside’s a grand person, gen¬ 
erous to a fault. I know she’d want to help. ... Of course, my 
mother-in-law’s a grand person, too,” Merry added loyally, but a little 
hesitantly. ‘1 wouldn’t dare speak for her until Fve talked with her. 
You see, Fm very ignorant about money, Mr. Goldenberg, and I didn’t 
realize, when I thought of asking you to arrange for a loan, that the 
bank would have to take a mortgage on Belle Heloise. I do happen 
to know that Madame Mere has a very strong feeling about mortgages. 
Fve heard her say so, a great many times.” 

Uncomfortably, Merry remembered certain scenes between Gervais 
and his mother. Madame d’Alvery, from the first, had opposed his 
plan of restoration. There was plenty of room for them all at the Big 
House, she insisted. Francois and Adela Estrade had raised ten chil¬ 
dren in it without feeling crowded, despite the constant presence of 
various indigent relatives who made visits of indefinite length, as 
Philogene d’Alvery had begun by doing. And besides all the elderly 
aunts and uncles and cousins, Angus Holt had lived there for years. 
Madame d’Alvery saw no reason for rebuilding the storehouse and the 
garqonnihre to create more living space, still less for resforing the 
cooperage and the blacksmith shop. She was ready to concede that 
machinery must be safe, if it were in use, but she would rather have 
seen the mill shut down than equipped with installations which were 
not paid for. ‘'It is better to have a leaking roof that is your own roof 
and that no one can take away from you, than one that is watertight 
and mortgaged to someone else,” she said repeatedly. It was her favorite 
example of a property owner’s only sound position. Merry knew that 
nothing would ever change this viewpoint, for Madame d’Alvery had 
tried, far more forcefully and persistently than Merry, to stop Gervais’ 
reckless expenditures. But after all, she had not succeeded. Now that 
money had already been spent on the leaking roof, so to speak, some¬ 
thing must be done about repaying it. 

“I’ll talk to Madame Mere,” Merry said, meeting Mr. Goldenberg’s 
bloodshot eyes squarely. “Fll let you know what she says. Of course, it 
wouldn’t be fair to ask you to present this question to the directors 
and then find that the family wouldn’t consent to a mortgage at all. 
Fll come back to see you again, sometime before Monday, Mr. Golden¬ 
berg. Or else Gervais will come himself. And—and thank you. I can’t 
tell you how grateful I am to you. But I think you know. I hope there’ll 
be something I can do for you sometime that will mean as much to 
you as this means to me.” 

Merry walked up Third Street to the Boulevard with feelings of 
mingled relief and dread. She had accomplished the first part of her 
mission, and this had lifted a load from her heart. Mr. Goldenberg 
had been generous in every sense of the word-generous and con- 
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sidcrate and understanding, as she had thought he would be, for alT 
this was entirely in keeping with his character. Yet before she went 
to him, she had not been able wholly to suppress a little forking fear 
that he might betray some natura. resentment because she waited until 
she was in trouble before seeking to renew their acquaintance, that his 
reception of her might be cool and his manner distant, so that the peti¬ 
tion, difficult enough at best to put forward, would be repelled at the 
outset. Now that fear was lulled, but she still had her husband tc face, 
and she knew that this second ordeal might be harder than the first. 
However, she realized that she must try to compose herself before 
seeing her mother, whose antipa:hy to Gervais had increased, ather 
than abated, with time. If Merry's agitation was evident, Mrs. R ndall 
would seize upon it and ferret oui. its source. Resolutely, the girl: arced 
herself to walk slowly, breathing in the sunny air, looking at shop 
windows as she went along, an i trying to divert her thoughts both 
from the interview which had ju : ended and the interview whic i was 
still ahead of her. As she passed the Confederate Monument, sh i saw 
that Pascal Tremblet was sitting alone on the bench in front of .: and 
stopped to speak to him. 

“Good evening, Mr. Tremblet. Where’s your sidekick this fine lay?” 
she asked, as he rose to greet her. But even before he answered ht r, she 
knew that her question had been ill-timed. His pinched face ]iad a 
stricken look, and the gnarled hands clasping the old cane were 
quivering. 

“He’s not so well, him, Miss Merry,” Pascal said slowly. “He didn’t 
come out to meet me yesterday, so I went to his grandson’s house, and 
I found him in the bed. He said he’d be up again today for sure, if it 
was pretty weather, and you couldn’t ask for prettier weather than 
this, now could you? But like you see, he isn’t here.” 

“Perhaps he’ll come later on. Perhaps something has detained him,” 
Merry said, trying to speak convincingly. 

“No, ma’am. I’m not trying to deceive myself. He hasn’t come be¬ 
cause he isn’t able to. Likely he won’t ever be, again. I’ll be all alone, 
me, pretty soon.” 

“Please don’t say that, Mr. Tremblet! . . . Have you spoken to 
Fabian?” 

“Not yet. Miss Merry. But Miss Cresside, she stopped by the Monu¬ 
ment a while back, and she said she’d do it for me. I’m looking for him 
to come by almost any time now.” 

“You’re right in counting on Fabian, Mr. Tremblet. He’ll do every¬ 
thing he can for you and your friend. I wish I could stay with you 
until he comes, but I’m on my way to see my mother, and I have to 
get back to the plantation to feed my baby at six o’clock.” 

“Yes, Miss Merry, I know how it is. Don’t you worry any about me. 
I’ll be all right. I’ll just sit here and wait for Fabian.” 

She went on her way reluctantly, a fresh worry added to those that 
already burdened her; but she found her mother too preoccupied with 
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her own troubles to notice the unconvincing quality of Merry's de¬ 
termined cheerfulness. Mrs. Randall was rocking back and forth in 
her little sitting room, sniffling suspiciously,* and she did not even look 
up when her daughter came in. Merry, who was used to such ex¬ 
periences, stooped to kiss her and spoke to her affectionately. 

“Hello, Mother! Aren’t you going to tell me you’re glad to see me? 
I was ever so glad that I had a chance to come into town!” 

“Well, it’s nice you’ve got something to be glad about. Everything’s 
looking pretty black to me, right now.” 

“Why, what’s the matter?’' 

“Miss Mittie’s lost her job, that’s what’s the matter. I don’t know 
what’s going to become of her or me without her salary.” 

“Lost her job!” Merry echoed in dismay. “What happened?” 

“She got suspicious when the principal didn’t say anything to her 
about next year. All the other teachers had been told they’d be kept, 
that they’d get formal notices saying so a little later on, same as usual. 
She didn’t hear a word, so she made inquiries. And she found out she 
was being fired for disloyalty.” 

“Disloyalty! But Miss Mittie’s the soul of loyalty! No one could pos¬ 
sibly think she was disloyal.” 

“I don’t know what anybody thinks, but that’s what the State Super¬ 
intendent says. Some of the women in that Suffrage crowd she goes 
with would like to see him lose his own job, because they don’t think 
he’s fit for it. He claims Miss Mittie’s been one of those working 
against him. That’s disloyalty, as far as he’s concerned.” 

“But was she?” 

“I don’t know, Merry. Miss Mittie won’t talk about it herself. All I 
know is, after this month, she won’t have anything to live on, except 
what she’s saved, and that’s mighty little. What can a teacher save 
out of her kind of pay? She can’t get a job anywhere else in Louisiana 
cither, when she’s been fired in Baton Rouge on account of trouble 
with the State Superintendent. And she can’t go back East. She 
couldn’t qualify to teach there any more. She hasn’t tried to keep up 
with all the newfangled Yankee notions. She’s just drifted along, like 
we do in the South. She never thought she’d have to do anything else.” 

Merry listened to her mother with a sense of mounting disaster. It 
was not the first time she had heard of a teacher’s displacement on 
some pretext for which politics were really responsible. Besides, she 
knew that her mother spoke the truth: Miss Mittie, conscientious and 
intelligent as she was, had always openly expressed her contempt for 
modern schoolroom methods, and those expressions would count 
against her now. Under all these circumstances, it was unlikely that 
anyone would be able to intercede for her successfully, or that she 
would be able to re-establish herself, on her own initiative. And with¬ 
out the money from Miss Mittie’s board and lodging, Mrs. Randall 
herself would be almost penniless. The long postponed moment of 
her mother’s dependence on her, which Merry had foreseen when 
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Gervais urged her to marry him, had come at last, and somehow she 
must cope with this, too. But she could not force her tired mind to do 
so immediately. She continued to sit beside her mother, silent and 
appalled, while Mrs. Randall went on sniffling and rocking, until she 
heard Cresside honking outside. Then she rose and went slowly 
towards the door. 

“Just a minute!” she called to her sister-in-law. Cresside called back 
that there wasn’t any hurry, to t ike her time. Just the same. Merry 
knew that she must not linger. Fhilogene would be hungry, Ge ‘vais 
would be annoyed, half a dozen tl ings might have gone wrong d\ ring 
her unannounced absence. She p at her arms around Mrs. Ran lalhs 
bony shoulders and hugged her 1 ard. 

“Don’t feel so badly, Mumm^,” she said soothingly, calling het 
mother by the name she had not jsed since childhood. “Miss Mi tie’ll 
be paid for one more month, wha ever happens. You and she can both 
manage that long. And before th< month’s up, I’ll think of some King 
I can do to help. I don’t know w! at it’ll be, but something. I’ve j at to 
go now, because my baby needs me even more than you do. 1 ut I 
know you need me, too. I’ll come hack in a few days and we’ll tall this 
over again,” 


CHAPTER XXIII 

As SHE WENT down the steps of her mother’s house. Merry decided 
that she would say nothing about the trouble which had befallen Miss 
Mittie until she had thought out some way of relieving it. But on the 
way back to Belle Heloise, she did tell Cresside about her talk with 
Mr. Goldenberg. She felt that if she were armed with her sister-in-law’s 
support regarding the mortgage, she would be better prepared for 
the inevitable battle ahead of her, and she was not disappointed about 
securing this. 

“Merry, I do hand it to you for spunk,” Cresside said heartily. “I 
told you that the night you came to Belle Heloise and again the morn¬ 
ing Philogene was born, but now I’m ready to tell the world. I know 
it took guts for you to go to Mr. Goldenberg like that. Of course, I’ll 
put the old John Hancock anywhere he wants me to. And I’ll do 
what I can to make maman and Gervais see the light of day. I don’t 
suppose I’ll get very far with your beloved husband. But we better 
start right off by reminding him that if he has this money from the 
First National, he can tell Fletcher to go straight to hell, and that he 
won’t have to dig up any collateral for Bisbee. He can pay for the 
restoration straightaway, and clean up his open note, too, writing a 
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sweet little missive to the effect that of course it isn’t due for months 
yet, but that it gives him great pleasure, etc. If he’s smart, he’ll manage 
to wedge in a line saying he didn’t think of ‘formalities’ between friends, 
and that he’s sorry Bisbee didn’t see it the same way. That ought to 
give the old skinflint the idea that he won’t be coming to Belle Heloise 
any more, and believe me, he’ll be sorry, and too late. He was lapping 
up atmosphere along with champagne, and writing bragging letters 
about both of them back to Peoria, or wherever it is he comes from.” 

“You always know just what to do, Cresside. I wouldn’t have thought 
of beginning by reminding Gervais he could get rid of Fletcher and 
Bisbee straight off. I think that’s just the way to handle him. Can you 
think of an equally good way to get around Madame Mere?” 

“I haven’t yet, but I’m working on it. Just give me time.” 

The evening did not start off too propitiously. Merry and Cresside 
had never left the plantation before at the same time, and though 
Dinah and Lethe had done the best they could with their charges, the 
twins had sensed the withdrawal of authority and Philogene the ab¬ 
sence of his most important source of supply. Vail had fallen down 
and cut his knee; Sybelle had stuck the corner of her bib into her eye; 
Philogene had been howling at the top of his lungs for nearly an hour. 
While Cresside rushed off to get iodine and boric-acid water, Merry 
hastily unbuttoned her dress, and \vithin a few minutes comparative 
quiet and order were restored; but it was impossible for either girl to 
answer the questions about the afternoon satisfactory until the chil¬ 
dren were in bed and dinner over. When Gervais started back to the 
garqonnihe, however. Merry detained him. 

“I want to talk to Madame Mire and you together,” she said. ‘‘I 
want Cresside to stay in the room while I’m doing it, too. Let’s all go 
into the library, shall we? I’ve told Lethe she must listen for Philogene, 
that I wouldn’t be back right away.” 

The session which ensued was stormy from start to finish. Gervais 
was almost as angry because Merry had been to Mr. Goldenberg with¬ 
out consulting him as he had been over Mr. Bisbee’s letter about 
“formalities.” He spoke to her as he had never spoken before, and the 
flush of embarrassment with which she had begun to tell him of her 
mission faded to pallor deeper than Cresside’s while she listened. Her 
lovely natural color did not come back at all that evening, and she had 
to keep biting her lips to keep from crying. But she could not be 
cowed, though her husband and her mother-in-law, joining forces for 
once, declared over and over again that they would never mortgage 
their ancestral home. Even the taunt that only an outsider would have 
made such a suggestion, and the reproach that the Estrades would 
turn over in their graves if they knew of it, failed to move her; and at 
that point Cresside succeeded in coming to her rescue. She had not 
thought of going to Mr. Goldenberg herself, she said; but that was 
only because she did not know him well enough to ask favors of him; 
she thought it was darn lucky for them all that Merry did. As far as 
300 



being an outsider went, she was just as much o£ an Estrade as her 
mother, and just as much of a d’Alvery as Gervais, too; and she was 
all for the mortgage. If their ancestors did turn in their graves, perhaps 
they would wake up and find out that things had changed a good deal 
since their day, on the whole for the better; but whether they did or 
not, their descendants might just as well face facts. What did Gervais 
want to do? Let Fletcher and Bisbee start telling all over town that 
he was bankrupt? 

They parted, completely at odd and without reaching any de inite 
decision, when Merry had to retun to the garqonnihre to give Philc gene 
his final feeding for the night. Gc -vais did not speak harshly to i lerry 
again; he ignored her as comple ely as if she had not been pn sent. 
He did not lie close beside her wit i his arms tenderly around her “ /hen 
he went to sleep; instead, for t e first time, the width of th( bed 
divided them and it was symbol! of the greater gulf separating hem 
spiritually. Merry lay wide-eyed ai d wretched, thinking of her mo tier’s 
troubles as well as her own and ! )nging to creep over to her hu? )and' 
and beg his forgiveness for havir i offended him; but she resiste 1 the 
impulse with the same firmness t iat she had resisted the attack v hich 
had preceded his withdrawal. Morning found them no nearer tog ther, 
either figuratively or literally, than they had been the night before, and 
the strained silence between them lasted for several days. Merry knew 
she had done everything she could and said all there was for her to say. 
But Cresside kept hammering away at her brother, whenever she saw 
him, and in the midnight talks with her mother, which had now be¬ 
come habitual, she continued to speak on the subject, less caustically 
but no less insistently. On Saturday morning she confronted Gervais 
as he was mounting his horse, and asked him if he were planning to 
call on Mr. Goldenberg that afternoon. 

‘1 sure am not,” he said abruptly. “What gave you the idea that I 
might?” 

“Well, you know the directors’ meeting is on Monday, and you also 
know that Merry promised to give him some kind of an answer before 
then. She agreed to go herself if you didn’t and I think she’s done her 
share in trying to get you out of this mess already. It’s taken a lot out 
of her. I wouldn’t put it past you not to mind that, but don’t forget 
it’s taking a lot out of Philogene, too. Maybe you haven’t noticed that 
Merry’s going around looking more and more like a ghost and that 
Philogene’s howling his head off from hunger.” 

“So what?” 

“So that if you’re not going into town today, I think I will. I can 
go to see Mr. Goldenberg myself. I can tell him that maman and Merry 
and I are all very much in favor of the mortgage and that we hope he’ll 
be able to arrange it. After all, we control the greater part of the 
property, among us.” 

“You can’t lie to him like that. Maman isn’t in favor of the mort¬ 
gage.” 
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“Damn right she is. She wasn't to start with, but she is now. Go ask 
her yourself if you don’t believe me, you dumb Dora.” 

Gervais tied his horse and strode off towards the Big House, without 
answering Cresside. His mother received him reproachfully but calmly. 

“Certainly Cresside told you the truth,” she said in a cold voice. 
“What possible reason could she have for lying to vou? I feel exactly 
as I always have—that it is far better to have a leaking roof that is 
one’s own, than a whole one on which someone else has claim. But 
since in this case you have already repaired the roof with someone 
else’s money, your creditor must be reimbursed. We cannot repudiate 
our just debts, Gervais.” It was exactly the line of argument on which 
Merry had counted, but Cresside had facilitated and expedited the 
process of deduction. “Cresside also consulted me about going to see 
Mr. Goldcnberg herself, in case you declined to do so,” Madame 
d’Alvery continued. “I gave my consent to that, too. Naturally, she 
would ask Fabian to escort her if she made such a visit, so that the 
family would be represented by one of its male members.” 

“You don’t mean to tell me that Fabian knows all about this mess, 
too?” 

“I have an idea that Cresside may have given him some inkling; they 
went to see Pola Negri together last night,” Madame d’Alvery an¬ 
swered imperturbably. “After all, F'abian was bound to find out about 
it sooner or later, and Cresside was the best person to tell him. He has 
always been very fond of her; I do not need to remind you of that. 

I believe he told her that he would keep the afternoon free until he 
learned, definitely, whether she would need him or not.” 

Eventually, Gervais and Cresside went into town together, after a 
second passage at arms which left them both angrier than the first. 
She had better learn to hush her mouth and mind her own business, 
he told her. She would, Cresside retorted, when he stopped spending 
money like a drunken sailor; maybe he could get away with squander¬ 
ing his wife’s and his mother’s and his children’s, but she wasn’t 
sentimental about her share. . . . He thought things had come to a 
pretty pass when every female d’Alvery was ready to accept money 
from a Levantine, They weren’t accepting money from a Levantine, 
Cresside replied bluntly; they were going to borrow it from an 
American bank, if they were lucky. And since a Hoosier Baptist like 
Melvin Bisbee, who had been lugged out to Belle Heloise by Gervais 
without consulting anyone, wasn’t willing to help them do that, she 
thought they were darn lucky that a German Jew, who was a friend 
of Merry’s, was willing. . . . Anyway, he would thank‘her to leave 
Fabian out of it; if he had wanted Fabian to know, he would have 
told their cousin himself. Was thazzo? Well, she had wanted Fabian 
to know about it so she had told him herself. And that was that. . • . 

The recriminations went on and on, but in the end it was Cresside 
who wore her brother down. Impudently, she suggested that as Fabian i 
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would be waiting around for her, she might as well ride into town 
with Gervais when he went to see Mr. Goldenberg; he could let her off 
at Somerulos Street before going on to Third; there was no use using 
up gas for two cars when one would do. He froze into haughty 
silence after his outburst, as he had before. But this did not affect 
Cresside in the same way as it had Merry. His sister rejoined him after 
midday dinner very smartly dressed, and wearing just enough make-up 
to complete her general air of jauntiness. As they rode along, she jnade 
a number of wisecracks, apparen ly unconcerned because he ga\e no 
sign that he had heard her, and \v^hen he left her in front of Fal ian’s 
house, she waved to him gaily fr* m the gate. 

“Give my best to Mr. Goldenb ‘rg,” she said pertly. “Tell hin Fm 
sorry I didn’t get to see him rr/self this time. Fve been dyin { to, 
ever since you told Merry he la ked like a Levantine. I haven the 
least idea what a Levantine is, bu it sounds intriguing. I suppose ive’ll 
be having him and Mrs. Goldenl: ‘.rg to our next dinner party thi ugh, 
and ril see him then. That is, if b i’ll come. I wouldn’t, if I were i i his. 
place, but maybe he’ll take a c aritable view of our shortcon ings, 
for Merry’s sake,” 

Fabian, who had been watchir g for her, opened the front do )r in 
time to hear her farewell remarks to her brother, and greeted her with 
a quiet chuckle. 

“Hush up and come on in,” he said. “What’ll you take to celebrate 
your victory? I see that among you, Tante Isabelle and Merry and you 
got Gervais completely whipped down. I knew you would. He can 
win medals and all that in a World War. But there’s no hero living 
who could stand up long against a gynarchy like the one that’s getting 
established at Belle Heloise.” 

“I haven’t the least idea what you’re talking about,” Cresside said, 
grinning. “You’re as bad with your gynarchy as Gervais is with his 
Levantine. I wish you’d use words a poor girl can understand. YouVe 
right though—Gervais’s whipped down at last. It’s taken nearly a 
week and a great deal of moral suasion, but it’s done. . . . Fd like 
a julep, of course.” 

“I thought you would, and I thought you’d be here about this time, 
bringing Gervais in chains with you. So it s already made and in the 
icebox. Fll go and get it for you.” 

He returned from the kitchen with two beautiful frosted goblets on 
a silver tray, offered Cresside a cigarette, and sat down on a sofa 
beside her, with Belizaire at his feet. For a few minutes they sat 
smoking and sipping their drinks without speaking, enjoying the 
companionable silence. Then Fabian made a pensive remark.^ 

“Fve been wondering, since you spoke to me last night, if there 
weren’t something I could do to help out. I don’t mean by lending 
Gervais money. Of course, Fd be willing to do that, but I know he’d 
hate it like helL I really think* Merry’s plan is a lot better, anyhow. 
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Gcrvais’ll work to pay oil that mortgage to the bank as he never’d 
have worked to pay back a relative who’d loaned him money ^in-, 
formally/ But IVe got another idea/" 

“Feel like telling me what it is?” 

“Yes, in a general way. I’d rather not tell you the details until I see 
how they work out. But briefly, I think I might go back to Washing¬ 
ton. I don’t know whether you remember I went there about a year 
ago when Gervais got all hot and bothered about the Equalization 
Board. I made some contacts then that I think might be still more 
useful now. Anyway, it wonld be worth trying.” 

“Right away?” 

“No, I couldn’t go right away. I’ve got two or three cases coming 
up that I can’t very well leave. And I want to watch the Constitutional 
Convention fairly closely, too—Reid and Pleasant are readying a hell 
of a fight to boost the Severance Tax and I’ve got a couple of oil com¬ 
panies among my clients, thank God. But I could go late this summer— 
that is, I could if I knew what to do with Belizaire. He ran away the 
last time I left him, and Carmelite was almost beside herself.” 

“Would you trust him to me?” 

“I’d trust anything I had to you, of course. But wouldn’t he be an 
awful nuisance to you? You’ve never had a dog, and a dog’s a lot of 
fun, but a lot of work, too. ... Snow and Cornet don’t count,” Fabian 
added scornfully, reaching out to put his hand on Belizaire’s waiting 
head as he spoke. 

“I know they don’t. I’ve always wanted a dog—^I mean a real dog— 
of mv own.” 

“Then why in hell didn’t you tell me so?” 

“I don’t know. Why should I have told you so?” 

“Because I’d have seen that you had one.” 

“Well”—she flushed a little, and spoke with unwonted earnestness. 
“I don’t think I ought to have one of my own,” she said. *‘Maman 
wouldn’t like it, and she’s put up with a good deal from me already. 
It isn’t fair to worry her with anything else. Besides, the twins take 
up a good deal of my time. I don’t believe I’d have enough to look 
after a dog, too, right now. Perhaps when they’re older. ... I’d like 
for Vail to have a dog, a real dog. Every boy ought to. And I’d be 
awfully happy if you’d lend me yours, while you’re away.” 

“Well, you may be sure I’ll be awfully glad to do it. It’s a bargain. 
How about another julep?” . 

It was not until the following week, after the Board of‘Directors had 
reported favorably on the loan to Belle Heloise, and the necessary 
documents to provide this had been duly signed, that Merry spoke to 
Gervais about her mother. She was not waiting for a favorable oppor¬ 
tunity, as far as his need was concerned, since she had ceased to hope 
for this; but she wanted to be sure one disaster was averted before she 
tried to deal with another. When all the papers had been passed and 
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the money was actually in the bank, she again invited a general con¬ 
ference as the family left the dinner table. 

“Perhaps Cresside has told you already that I went to see my mother 
the same day that I went to see Mr. Goldenberg,” she said, looking 
from her husband to her mother-in-law after they were all seated in 
the library. “Anyway, Pm sorry to say that I found her very unhappy. 
Our friend and lodger. Miss Mittie Alden, has been unjustly discharged 
by the State Superintendent of Schools. Of course, that means that her 
salary’ll stop, when school closes. She won’t have much of anythin 5 to 
live on after that, and neither wi I my mother.” 

“Gosh, but I’m sorry. Merry!” Cresside exclaimed, while Mad ime 
d’Alvery murmured something v guely though politely sympatl etic, 
and Gervais looked hard at Merr} without saying anything. 

“When Gervais asked me to m rry him, 1 told him just how )Cor 
we were, Madame Mere,” Merry w :nt on, turning to her mother-in law. 
“I said that the time might come when I’d have to take care ol my 
mother again, just as I did wh n I worked for Mr. Goldeni erg. 
I’m afraid it’s come now. She doc n’t own the little house she live > in, 
because she couldn’t meet the in erest on the mortgage, and it > in 
such bad repair that I don’t beheve she could get another lolger 
who would help her meet expciises, the way Miss Mittie has. My 
father didn’t provide for her in any way before he died, and of course 
my brothers’ pension money went to their wives and I haven’t Deen 
able to give her much, these last few years.” Merry did not speak 
resentfully; she made a simple statement of an unfortunate fact. “My 
mother’s depended on the money she’s been getting from Miss Mittie 
to keep her going,” Merry concluded. 

“I think it is greatly to your credit. Merry, that you have such a 
sense of responsibility to your mother. But it is not clear to me just 
what you want to do for her.” 

“Why, tnaman, it must be! It’s plain as print! Merry wants to invite 
her mother to live at Belle Heloise, and Miss Mittie, too, just the way 
your relatives and Angus Holt used to live here! Papa, too, for that 
matter! A darn good idea I should think!” 

“Be quiet, Cresside, for a moment, and let Merry speak for herself. 
... Is that what you had in mind, chere?'' 

“Yes, Madame Mere, it is. . . . And I’ll never forget that you called 
me chhre when you asked me, feeling the way you do about the mort¬ 
gage, too!” 

Merry’s words ended in a sudden sob. She leapt up and walked 
quickly across the room; then she kneh down and buried her face in 
her mother-in-law’s lap. Madame d’Alvery looked at her son over the 
girl’s bowed head. 

“Since you have insisted on providing so many extra living quarters 
on this plantation, you are hardly in a position to complain if they are 
used, Gervais,” she said. “I certainly shall not do so. . . . Merry, my 
dear, I beg of you not to weep. You should have been spared this un- 
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happiness, and you would have been, had I known sooner that the need 
you describe existed. Cresside is right. The situation is similar to many 
that have prevailed before. • . . I suggest that we offer Mrs. Randall 
and Miss Alden the rooms above your office and library, Gervais. These 
would seem to me the most practical for their purposes, and the pleas¬ 
antest, because of the little kitchen. They will have more privacy in 
the remodeled storehouse, and more independence, than anywhere else 
on the place—though, of course, we will make it clear that we shall 
expect them to join us for meals at the Big House whenever they feel 
inclined. We will also make it clear to Miss Alden that in the near 
future she can be very helpful to us, by teaching the children. Per¬ 
sonally, I shall be glad to see the old schoolhouse in use again. And as 
far as I am concerned, your mother is welcome to whatever we can 
offer her. Merry. Shall we consider the matter settled? If so, I should 
like to have a game of bridge before I retire for the night.” 


CHAPTER XXIV 

“Fve left some old trousers of mine in the dog house. When 
Belizaire finds them, he’ll know Pm coming back. And I’ll put him in 
the run before I leave. If I don’t, he’ll break away from you and follow 
the car. In fact, you’ll probably have to keep him in the run or on the 
leash all the time, for a few days anyhow, to prevent him from making 
off.” 

‘‘There isn’t any shade in the run. I won’t be able to leave him there 
through the heat of the day. Can’t I take him into the house?” 

Fabian shook his head. “There are too many doors. You might think 
you had every screen locked, and the next thing you knew he’d be out 
of one of them that a servant had inadvertently opened. You can take 
him into your own room, or on the gallery outside of it, once in a 
while, if you really want to. But I wouldn’t make a practice of it. 
Pretty soon you’d be a slave to him, and heaven knows that’s the last 
thing I want. Better keep him tied up in the patio. And let Amen 
lead him back and forth between there and the run and take him for 
a walk twice a day. Don’t yoU do it. Behzaire’s strong enough to pull 
you right off your feet. You might get a bad fall that .way, and hurt 
your back.” 

“I don’t believe I would. But I’ll try to do just as you said about 
everything, Fabian.” 

They walked slowly out towards the run, Belizaire following with 
dragging steps. Several times he stopped entirely, looking reproachfully 
from his master to his newly appointed guardian. Fabian spoke to him, 
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first coaxingly and then sharply, but his habit of obedience was not 
strong enough to bring about submission to the unwelcome orders. 
He was finally pulled bodily into the run, and prevented from escaping 
only by swift maneuvering in closing the gate after him. He immedi¬ 
ately sat down on his haunches, and, lifting his head, began to howl, 
loudly and dismally, as if he were in dire distress and terrible pain. 

“That’s nothing,” Fabian said reassuringly. “He always does that 
when I leave him in a strange place. He’ll stop after a while, when he 
gets accustomed to his new surroundings.” 

“But this isn’t a strange place. Yo\i\t brought him here dozt ns 
of times.” 

“Yes, but I’ve always stayed, too. And I’ve never shut him up )e- 
fore. . . . Well, there’s no use in having the agony long and dra m 
out. So long, Cresside.” 

“So long. And good luck!” 

She had been half hoping that he would kiss her good-by before he 
went to Washington, though there was no reason why she should !X- 
pect that he would. He was not den .onstrative by nature and they ] ad 
never been classified by relationship' as “kissing cousins.” On the i ire 
occasions when he had taken her nand or put his arm around ler 
shoulder, this had never seemed like a caress; it had been merel/ a 
gesture made to signify protectiveness and restore confidence. Cresside 
had no delusions on this score. But she had always welcomed these 
gestures, and increasingly through the summer she had found herself 
longing for them; there was something about them that not only 
imparted a feeling of security, but which filled her with supreme con¬ 
tentment. If an impersonal touch could do this, it seemed reasonable 
to assume that a kindly kiss could do even more. She stood watching 
Fabian out of sight, feeling frustrated because she had not found out 
whether her assumption was correct. 

She had no leisure at the moment to brood over this unduly, how¬ 
ever, as it was almost time for the twins’ supper. They ate this in the 
patio now, sitting in high chairs on either side of a small table. Though 
they were enveloped in sizable bibs of turkish toweling, securely tied 
around their plump persons, their enthusiastic but bungling attempts 
to feed themselves required considerable guidance: the silver mugs 
which they seized needed steadying to avert overflows; the short- 
handled spoons which they dipped into their porringers had a way 
of emptying themselves before reaching the hungry pink mouths. 
Dinah always sat between the twins on one side of the table, turning 
watchfully from one to the other; but Cresside, who could forestall 
accidents more quickly, usually sat on the other side. Long before their 
supper was finished, they had begun to be sleepy, and if their naps 
had been curtailed for any reason, fussy as well; it took tact and pa¬ 
tience to slip the final mouthfuls down, and afterwards to get the twins 
settled for the night. Merry was busy with Philogene at the same hour, 
so it was also Cresside who helped Dinah sponge off Vail and Sybelle, 
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get them into their nightgowns, and tuck them into their cribs under 
the enveloping mosquito bars. By the time all this was done, Selah 
had almost invariably announced dinner, and she had barely time to 
freshen up hastily herself. After dinner, Merry and Gervais sat for 
a few minutes with Madame d’Alvery; then if there were no guests 
they went back to the garqonniere. 

It was now tacitly understood that Mrs. Randall and Miss Mittie 
would come to Belle Heloise as soon as their money gave out. But 
they were still managing somehow on St. Napoleon Street, so the 
family program was as yet unaffected by the complications which 
their presence would eventually entail. Cresside remained with her 
mother until Madame d’Alvery retired; then she generally read for 
an hour or two before going to bed. Fabian had never asked her 
if she found the evenings at Belle Heloise long and empty; but 
he had asked her a number of times whether she had read this 
or that which he had recently enjoyed, and upon receiving a nega¬ 
tive answer had given her the book in question, carefully marking 
the passages he had especially liked. She had read practically noth¬ 
ing as a girl, except the “literature” required in the English courses 
she took at Convent, all of which , she heartily hated, and the more 
salacious current novels, which occasionally came up for discussion in 
“the gang,” and which were theoretically banned in the house. Now she 
was becoming tardily aware of a great treasure house to which she 
could retire at will, sure of respite and refreshment. 

When she finally put down her book, on the night of Fabian's de¬ 
parture, she realized that Belizaire was still howling woefully. She 
went out doors and stood close to the run, speaking to him in 
comforting tones; but she did not dare to open the gate and go 
inside for fear that he would slip past her and rush off in hopeless 
pursuit of his master. Momentarily, she succeeded in calming him; 
but as soon as she stopped talking to him, or moved away ever 
so slightly from the run, he began to howl again. While she hesitated, 
wondering what she had better do next, Gervais called to her from one 
of the windows of his room. 

“For heaven’s sake, Cresside, stop puttering with that hound and 
go to bed! If I’d known you’d make such a fuss over him, I wouldn’t 
have let Fabian leave him here! Or if I’d known he was going to raise 
such a racket either! I haven’t had a wink of sleep yet and neither 
has Merry. Pretty soon he’ll wake up the kids, too, and then there’ll be 
hell to pay.” 

“Well, he hasn’t waked them up yet, and I don’t believe Ee will. And 
it isn’t late, so you and Merry haven’t lost much precious sleep. Fabian 
said he’d probably quiet down before long and I reckon he will. But 
he’s lonesome.” 

"Lonesome! He’s a disturber of the peace. Go back to the house, can’t 
you? If you start disturbing it, too, that’ll be the last straw.” 

With a few parting words of encouragement and comfort to 
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Belizaire, Cresside left the run. She was reluctant to leave her charge, 
and she was not greatly concerned about her brother's loss of sleep; 
however, she was still hopeful that Belizaire would eventually quiet 
down, and it seemed puerile to start an argument with Gervais in the 
middle of the night. She herself tossed and turned for a long time; 
but her wakefulness was due less to the dog’s continued outcry drown¬ 
ing the sorrowful note of a mourning dove, than to her distress over 
his misery; she could close her ears to it, but not her mind. Be ore 
dawn she was up and dressed again, feeling she could stand it no m Dre. 
She longed to let Belizaire out, to take him for a walk herself; but 
remembering Fabian’s final word; of admonition, she resisted the 
temptation, and sat waiting for Am m to come and release the priso ler, 
forgetting that she was down hour- earlier than usual and wonde] ing 
what made the boy so late. When the unconcerned but good-nati red 
Negro finally appeared on the sc ;ne, still yawning, and cautio isly 
inched his way into the run, slippin ^ on the leash before Belizaire c( uld 
elude him, Cresside went into the < harden Room and sat down at the 
old Custom House desk. 

^‘Dear Fabian”—she wrote- 

“Belizaire misses you very much. So do 1. This is the first time IVe 
ever thought I’d rather be a dog than a girl, but now I do. Becaut-e a 
dog can get up on his hind legs and tell the world just how he feels 
and a girl has to keep quiet about it. I want to cry, too, and I know 
I mustn’t. 

As ever, 

Cresside.” 

She read the letter over two or three times, sat staring out at the 
garden for a few minutes, read the letter again, and tore it up. Then 
she went out on the patio and waited for Amen to bring Belizaire 
back from his walk. Lucie passed her as she went up the outside stair¬ 
way with Madame d’Alvery’s breakfast tray, and briefly bade the trou¬ 
bled girl good morning in her usual incurious and respectful manner. 
She did not indicate, by either word or look, that she was surprised at 
seeing her young mistress downstairs before early morning coffee had 
been served. But a few minutes later she returned with a second tray, 
and set it down on a small wicker table by Cresside. 

“Thazza mighty fine dawg of Mr. Fabian’s,” she remarked. “Cain’t 
none of us say his name though, to call him or make of him. Bellie, 
that’d be easy. But it don’t jes’ sound respectful to Mr. Fabian.” 

“I don’t think he’d mind at all. And I think Belizaire would come 
if you called him that. You can try anyway.” 

“Yassum-—Ah’s fixin’ to bring you some mo’ coffee right soon.” 

Lucie was followed after an interval by Dinah, bringing Vail. The 
twins still spent most of their waking hours on the patio, much of the 
time in a large play pen, from which they were occasionally released 
for more freedom of action. Vail could walk very well now, and 
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often succeeded in getting out of bounds, unless he was carefully 
watched. Sybelle tagged after him with more uncertain footsteps but 
she already lisped a number of words, while Vail stubbornly declined 
to say more than two. As these were “Auntie” and “Dinah,” however, 
they sufficed to meet his every requirement; Gervais not infrequently 
remarked that Vail would grow up a near-mute, unless Cresside and 
Dinah stopped catering to him so slavishly. . . • 

Dinah put Vail into Cresside’s outstretched arms now, before going 
back upstairs for Sybelle. The girl tossed him up in the air two or 
three times, while he shouted with glee, and then put him on her knee 
to “ride a cockhorse,” a performance in which he heartily co-operated. 
But when she tried to hold him in her lap, he wriggled away from 
her. Vail demanded boisterous amusement; if he did not get it in one 
way, he sought it in another. He succeeded in squirming out of 
Cresside’s grasp, but instead of heading pellmell towards the lawn, he 
scrambled over to Belizaire, and looked questioningly but joyfully 
first at the dog and then at Cresside. 

“Nice doggy,” Cresside said encouragingly. “Pat him, Vail. Look, 
this way! That’s it! Can’t you say doggy, Vail?” 

“Auntie,” Vail responded promptly. 

“No, no, not Auntie. Doggy! Sybelle can say doggy, Vail.” 

“Auntie,” reiterated Vail, with characteristic stubbornness. 

“My, but you’re a mule-headed little boy! I don't know what’s going 
to happen to you when you grow up if someone doesn’t teach you to 
mind.” 

Cresside looked at him with doting admiration as she spoke. He had 
always been a beautiful baby and he was already beginning to show 
promise of becoming a very handsome child. He was very large for 
his age, sturdy rather than chubby and amazingly strong; he handled 
heavy and unwieldy playthings with complete ease, and when he was 
angry, flung them a considerable distance. His coloring was striking; 
he had very red cheeks, very blue eyes and very black hair. As his hair 
was completely straight, it presented a problem: Gervais thought it 
should be cut like a big boy’s, but the other members of the family 
insisted he was still too young for this, so it was left long and stuck out, 
rather wildly, in every direction. Cresside and Dinah had both spent 
endless hours trying to curl it and smooth it but to absolutely no avail, 
and its natural disorder was further increased by Vail’s habit of run¬ 
ning his stubby fingers through it. He did so now, as he continued tQ 
look from Belizaire to Cresside. 

“Doggy,” Cresside repeated, patting Belizaire’s upraised head and 
stroking his long ears. Vail eyed her roguishly and began to chuckle. 

“Auntie,” he said again. 

Cresside chuckled herself. She and Vail were laughing together, 
each enjoying the other’s merriment, while Belizaire, momentarily 
cheered, began to wag his tail, when Selah came out on the patio. 

“Dat peddler man done come. Miss Cresside,” he said. “Him an* 
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his little boy. Dcy ain’t come in no cart dis time, but in de reddest 
truck ever been on dis road. De little boy done brung a present for 
Miss Sybclle, he say.” 

“Ask him if he won’t come out here, Selah. Dinah’ll be down with 
Sybelle any minute now.” 

As it happened, Dinah, with Sybelle in her arms, emerged from the 
hallway at the same moment that Selah opened the kitchen door for 
Luigi and Riccardo to pass through. The peddler and his son w:re 
both attired in their best, and Riccaj do was carrying a long cardbo: .rd 
box with great care under one arm. As they approached the baby j irl 
and her nurse, he mutely held this ; )OX out. Luigi hastened to expl lin 
the nature of the offering. 

“Gooda morning. Miss Cresside,” he said. “My, my, whata beaut: ;ul 
bambinos! Thata boy, soon he be big like-a my Riccardo. But he 
leetla girl, how she’s look just like-,, dolly, with the yellow curls, he 
pink cheek and oh! sucha beega ey s! Looka now, Sybelle, see wh ita 
my Riccardo bring you! Maybe yo.t think you a-lookin’ on your; :1£ 
in the glass!” 

Helpfully, Luigi whisked the lid off the box. Inside lay a hi ge 
flaxen-haired baby doll, elaborately dressed in fine muslin and Lee 
ornamented with pink satin ribbons. The doll’s waxen eyelids, hea\ ily 
fringed with dark lashes, were tightly closed; but when Luigi tilled 
the box, so that her position became upright, her eyes flew open. 
Watching Sybelle, to see if she appreciated this miracle, Luigi then 
fumbled under the frills for some hidden contraption and immediately 
the doll began to bleat, “Mam-ma—^Mam-ma!” 

“Mam-ma!” echoed Sybelle, thoroughly entranced. 

“That’sa it!” Luigi exclaimed. “Thisa dolly bambina say Mam-ma 
justa like you! Go to sleep, justa like you! Wear pretty clothes, justa 
like you! She all for you, Sybelle. Riccardo bringa her to you from 
Nawlins. Take her out the box, Riccardo, so Sybelle cana seel” 

“Suppose we sit down,” suggested Cresside, “and put the doll on 
the table. Then Sybelle can see it better, and touch it, too, if she wants 
to. But we must be careful she doesn’t break it. What a magnificent 
doll that is, Luigi! Much too beautiful for a baby to bang around. 
We’ll have to keep it in a safe place until Sybelle gets older.” 

“You wanta keep it safe, you keep it safe, but the dolly isa for 
Sybelle. Wc got a fine stock of toys now, but this dolly no come-a out 
no stock. Riccardo got this dolly justa for Sybelle. Ain’t I got right, 
Riccardo?” 

“Yes,” agreed Riccardo, without much enthusiasm. Now that he 
had delivered the doll, a weight was lifted from his mind, and his 
gaze was no longer focused on the puzzled baby girl in the nurse’s 
arms, or on the pleasant young lady who had invited his father to sit 
down; he was looking around the patio in search of other attractions. 
As he caught sight of Belizaire anil Vail, his flagging interest revived, 
and he tugged at his father’s arm* 


311 



“Look, Papa!” he said. “There’s a nice black dog. Can I go over and 
pat the dog, Papa?” 

“Now you listena me, Riccardo, you never come here to pat no black 
dog. You come here to give a dolly to leetla Sybclle.” 

“But I did give her the doll, Papa. Can’t I go over and pat the dog 
now?” 

“Do let him, Luigi,” urged Cresside. “That’s Fabian d’Alvcry’s dog, 
Belizaire. He’s very kind to children. You see Vail’s made friends widi 
him already.” 

“That ain’t what he come here for.” 

“I know, Luigi. But let me take him over there for just a minute, 
ni bring him right back.” 

She offered the little boy her hand, which he took willingly, and led 
him to the further end of the patio, where Belizaire was chained to 
the stair landing, with Vail still squatting beside him. “I’ve been 
trying to make Vail say doggy, Riccardo,” she said. “But I haven’t 
had any luck. Perhaps if you say it, he’ll try to copy you.” 

“Doggy,” said Riccardo obligingly. “Nice black doggy.” He patted 
Belizaire, staring at him covetously, and reiterated his greeting. Vail 
looked at the intruder with a belligerent expression, but he neither 
moved nor spoke until Cresside turned to lead the reluctant Riccardo 
back towards the table where th6 others were sitting. 

“Auntie,” he called after her imperiously. “Auntie!” 

Cresside hesitated, biting her lip and looking apologetically at Ric¬ 
cardo. “I’ll have to go back and get him, if we’re to have any peace,” 
she said. “He’ll be howling at the top of his lungs in another minute. 
Run along to your father, without me, Riccardo.” Then as he com¬ 
plied, she retraced her footsteps, picked up the heavy child and re¬ 
turned to the group gathered around the table with him in her arms. 
Dinah’s expression remained respectfully blank while this went on. 
But Cresside knew that the nurse, like the peddler, whose astonishment 
at such indulgence was undisguised, felt she should have left the 
refractory child where he was or made him walk. With an obstinacy 
equal to Vail’s, she continued to clasp him closely to her, hitching 
him a little higher on her shoulder. “Selah says you’ve got a beautiful 
red truck, Luigi,” she said irrelevantly. “I’d like to see it, if you’d show 
it to me.” 

“Sure I show you my truck. Miss Cresside,” Luigi said proudly. 
“We carry plenty things now. You remember when I had just Johnny 
Crooks—stage planks—sauerkraut candy—alia kinda stuff like-a that? 
All on my back, too, in a basket? You remember my cart, too, maybe 
yes? How I got kitchenware—^fancy dress goods—^julery in thata cart, 
also my fruit anda candy? Now I gota crockery—^ready-made clothes— 
home furnishings—toys—objects ofa piety—I got a real store now, an’ 
he’s all in my truck! Better as whata you find on Bayou Lafourche, 
and the onlicsta one on the River Road!” 

He led the way around the East wing of the house with exultant 
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footsteps, his son at his side, Cresside with Vail and Dinah with Sybelle 
following after him. The red truck was parked near the entrance to 
the butler’s pantry, with all the importance of a fire engine, and a 
number of little pickaninnies from the quarters, not to mention quite 
a few of their elders, were gathered around it in awe and excitement. 
Luigi had not only repainted it, since purchasing it from his prosperous 
cousin, Mike Montagino; he had so materially altered the body that 
he had succeeded in converting it into a caravan. It was completely 
enclosed, except for sliding doors on the side and small windows at 
the rear, which permitted an inviting view of the interior. This vas 
filled to the last inch with an ama: ing variety of staples and knit k- 
knacks, all arranged with such neatr.ess and precision that despite 1 le 
crowding and the small space, thcie was no confusion. Cresside re¬ 
garded it all with almost as much e .thusiasm as did the pickaninn; !S. 

“Why, Luigi, I never would ha\i; dreamed anyone could do si :h 
wonders with an ordinary old tr ick! This is enchanting. Peo )le 
couldn’t help wanting to buy everyt ing you’ve got when you’ve m; de 
it all so attractive!” 

“Well, now, you picka out one let da toy for that beega boy you ^ at, 
also one for new bambino, too,” l^uigi said expansively. “I makj-a 
special price, justa for you. I wanta you should tell the Capitano so 
soon like he come in. My truck ain't all what 1 got. I gotta my fancy 
grocery store, too! Whata you think for that, heh?” 

“Luigi, you haven’t! Where is it.^^” 

“Well, it ain’t a fancy grocery store yet, Miss Cresside. It^s justa 
leetla old building on Lafayette Street. But I get me gooda trade 
bimeby, account she’s close-a by the ferry. Nota no rented place. I buy— 
for casha money, too. She’s a gonna be fix up with plate-glass window, 
showcase, everything.” 

“Marvellous. lil bet your wife is crazy about it, too.” 

“You betcha, sure. We got our house in back of the store and now 
she don’t got to take so mucha care for Riccardo no more, account he’s 
agoing to school soon. We do alia work ourself, save-a plenty money 
thata way. You tella Capitano so soon like he come in from the field, no, 
Miss Cresside?” 

She promised faithfully that she would, and as she watched the gaudy 
truck swing out of sight, with Riccardo sitting up very straight beside 
his father and Luigi manipulating the wheel with a flourish, she told 
herself laughingly that she could hardly forget such an amazing piece 
of news; the rate at which the peddler was forging ahead was nothing 
short of staggering. She sat thinking about him and the Lttle son of 
whom he was so proud for some time after she had gone back to the 
patio. But Gervais, who did not come in until after the twins had been 
put down for their naps, and who’ found her busily engaged in brush¬ 
ing Belizaire’s tangled coat, greeted her in a way which put her 



immediately on the defensive and drove the morning^s pleasant inter¬ 
lude from her mind, 

‘‘I hadn’t any idea you’d spend the entire time Fabian was gone dry- 
nursing his pooch. You’ve never shown much interest in our own dogs. 
In fact, I’ve heard you say dozens of times you didn’t see how anyone 
could go dog crazy, like Fabian.” 

“That was a long time ago, before I’d seen much of Bclizaire. And 
I’ve heard you say, dozens of times, that you didn’t see why we had 
specimens Hke Snow and Cornet in the first place, that we ought to 
get some real dogs at Belle Heloise. I agree with you, for onc^. I’m 
going to ask Fabian if he can’t get us a puppy, the next time Belizairc 
sires a litter. Vail has noticed him already. He and SybeUe are nearly 
old enough now to start playing with a puppy.” 

“They’d have a fat chance of playing with a puppy if you sat and 
fondled it all the time, the way you’re fondling Belizaire.” 

“Well, naturally I wouldn’t. In the first place the puppy wouldn’t 
need to be tied up. This would be its home and it would be chasing 
around, having a great old time. It wouldn’t be confined and pining for 
its master, like Belizaire—I’ve never seen a humaa being as lonely as 
that poor dog. In the second place, I wouldn’t worry about a puppy 
the way I’m worrying about Belizaire. It would be ours, and if any¬ 
thing happened to it, that would be our own hard luck. This is en¬ 
tirely different. Belizaire’s all Fabian’s got.” 

“Oh, come on! Fabian’s got as good a practice as any lawyer around 
here. He’s got a very tidy patrimony, too, besides what he earns. And 
he’s got the best cook in Baton Rouge and one of the most distinctive 
houses.” 

“Oh, for the love of Mike! I mean all that matters!' 

“Well, if you’d ever done half the worrying about cash, in your 
whole life, that you’ve done in the last twenty-four hours about that 
noisy beast, you’d know it matters a good deal to a man if he doesn’t 
have to worry about it. Fabian’s sitting pretty—a darn sight prettier 
than I am right now, with sugar dropping further and further down 
every day and money getting tighter and tighter all the time.” 

“Maybe if you didn’t spend so much you wouldn’t have to worry 
so much.” 

“You talk as if I’d been throwing money to the four winds. I only 
did what practically every other planter did last year when sugar went 
up to twenty-six—^increased my acreage, improved my machinery, put 
my whole place in apple-pie order. It didn’t seem like extravagance 
to any of us—^it seemed like a sensible investment. How could we tell 
that sugar would drop to ten before the crop was in and keep right 
on dropping? We weren’t to blame for the drop. If you’d ever bothered 
to keep informed about current conditions you’d know price fixing 
was responsible for that—price fixing and a market flooded with 
Cuban sugar.” 

“I suppose you cleared up all the back debts on the plac^ didn’t you, 
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before you started in on your little improvements? You might as well 
come clean, Gervais. You can’t fool me. You’re not satisfied without 
putting on a big show—^Fabian is. His house is cute, but you could 
get the whole of it into one wing of Belle Heloise. And at that he hasn’t 
got a real home because he hasn’t a wife and children. A man can’t 
call a house a home no matter how cute it is if there’s no one to welcome 
him when he gets there at night except a cook and a dog.” 

“Of course he can, if that’s his idea of a home. It is Fabian’s. He 
could have had a wife if he’d have wanted one, easy enough. Th( re 
are plenty of girls who’d be only too glad to marry him for his mon ly 
and his position.” 

“And as if Fabian would want a girl who’d marry him for th; tf 
As if he weren’t shying off all the time for fear some damn gc .d 
digger won’t try to do that very thh g! Plenty of those babes look is 
if butter wouldn’t melt in their m< uths, and they have a line y u 
could hang clothes on! Fabian doc n’t intend to get fooled, so h ;’s 
always on guard. Naturally he’s ter ibly sensitive. Y ou men who i re 
all looks and mighty few brains don seem to know what it does tc a 
man’s pride when he thinks a girl w( uldn’t want to look at him, mu :h 
less touch him. He gets the idea arj \ one who married him would )e 
doing it for money because there coul In’t be any other reason. And you 
think I^abian could have got married, easy enough, if he had wanted 
to! To a girl worth having! What about Merry? She didn’t want 
him, did she, with all his money and position? Didn’t you ever hear 
of a burnt child fearing the fire? What about a burnt man then? You 
darn fool! You make me sick and tired!” 

Cresside jumped up and rushed to the Garden Room, slamming the 
door behind her. Gervais stood looking after her, with even more 
perplexity than annoyance. It was a long time since he had heard her 
lapse into the sort of expressions she had just used, and it gradually 
dawned on him that only resentment or rage would have made her 
revert to them. Obviously she was very angry, though the cause of 
her anger remained a mystery to him. He was also surprised at her 
disturbingly shrewd observation about Fabian and his way of life; he 
had never given her credit for analyzing any character or situation 
with such thoroughness and thoughtfulness. He considered following 
her, first with the idea of arguing and then with the idea of apologizing. 
But eventually he decided that nothing would be achieved by argu¬ 
ment, and that he did not owe her an apology. He went out to the 
fields again, dismissing the matter from his mind. But he unwillingly 
faced it once more when he came back, to find Charles Boylston in¬ 
stalled on the patio beside Cresside, who in turn was seated near 
Belizaire, with her perpetual “baby sewing” in her hands and an ob¬ 
stinate expression on her face. 

“Hello, there, Gervais!” Boylston said. “Come here and see if you 
can’t do something with this stubborn sister of yours. I can’t. She used 
to say, every time I asked her to go out with me, that she couldn’t leave 
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the twins. Now she says she can’t leave Fabian’s dog. I never did think 
she had much of an alibi—after all, Dinah was always here and Merry 
never left the twins but once—^for three days. Now I can’t see that 
Cresside’s got any alibi at all. Fabian couldn’t have expected her to 
sit and hold Belizaire’s paw all the time he was gone himself.” 

“Maybe I know as much about what Fabian expected as you do. 
But we won’t go into that. If my alibis don’t hold water, I’ll give them 
• up and spell things for you in words of one syllable. I’d have done it 
long ago, but believe it or not, I was trying to let you off easy. 
•However, the truth is that I don’t want to go out with you, that I 
never did and that I never shall. When you’ve thought that over, you 
might decide whether it isn’t a waste of time for you to come here 
quite so much.” 

Again she jumped up, and disappeared into the Garden Room. 
Belizaire strained at his leash and whined as she slammed the door 
behind her. Charles Boylston looked at Gervais in extreme bewilder¬ 
ment. 

“I honestly don’t know what I’ve said or done to upset her so much. 
I’m terribly sorry.” 

“You needn’t be. You didn’t upset her—she was upset already. She 
lit into me this morning, and she has me foxed, too—I can’t imagine 
what’s got into her. I’ll say this for Cresside, she’s flip, but she isn’t 
very pften downright rude, like she’s been today. Everyone except 
Merry calls me ‘edgy,’ and I reckon I am, sometimes. But I never 
thought Cresside was.” 

“She isn’t. Of course, she wisecracks about almost everything, but this 
is different. She can’t really mean that she doesn’t want me to come 
here. . . . Can she?” 

“Of course not. She’s going through some kind of arise des nerfs. 
Lord knows what for. Come on, let’s find Merry and have a drink.” 

Cresside reappeared at suppertime, indisposed to eat and abnormally 
silent, but completely controlled, and very courteous in a chilly way. 
After supper Merry proposed bridge and Cresside joined the others, 
agreeably enough. Whatever the cause of her crise des nerfs, it had not 
affected her game; as usual, she played her cards swiftly and skillfully, 
covering her partners’ mistakes without criticizing them, and capi¬ 
talizing on her opponents’; she won every rubber. But she did not 
move from the bridge table when Boylston began his farewells, and 
after seeing him off. Merry and Gervais made a dash for the garqonnihre 
without going back to the Big House, for it had begun* to rain. They 
discussed Cresside’s strange conduct for a few minutes before settling 
down for the night; but as usual when they were alone, they dismissed 
vexing subjects easily, in their preoccupation with each other. When 
they were almost asleep, Gervais muttered drowsily that he was thank¬ 
ful the hound had stopped howling at last, and Merry, with equal 
drowsiness, murmuied she was thankful he was getting used to his 
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quarters. Neither of them suspected that these had been abruptly 
changed. 

For Cresside had lain, a second night, listening to the dog’s lament, 
sounding above the note of a mourning dove, and this time she had 
decided that she could not stand it. Before, Belizaire had been lonely, 
but as far as creature comforts were concerned, he was well off; now 
she knew he must be drenched through and through, that part of his 
wretchedness should be laid to his dripping condition. She slid out of 
bed, put on her slippers and bathrc be, and without turning on a ly 
lights or making the slightest noise, crept through the twins’ room to 
Dinah’s cubbyhole. Then she groped quietly around in the dark ur 11 
she touched Dinah’s substantial sho ilder. 

‘"Hush!” she said softly. “The twk.s are all right—don’t wake th( n 
up. But it’s pouring cats, dogs and )illy goats. I can’t leave Beliza re 
out in all this rain. And Mr. Fabian made me promise I wouldn’t i *y 
to take him out on the leash by m) elf. Will you come and help i le 
get him in, Dinah?” 

“Ah sho’ will. Miss Cresside. You >tep out on the rear gallery, plej se 
ma’m, and Ah’ll come to you right away” 

Dinah in deshabille was even moro majestic than in the picturesqie 
clothes which she wore in the daytime. Shf presently appeared, weir¬ 
ing a voluminous crimson robe and a tignon which matched it. Sne 
had brought the flashlight that she always kept by her bedside, and 
she held it steadily before her as she advanced. Then she put her arm 
around Cresside, supporting her while they went down the stairway 
to the patio and across the soggy grass to the dog run. Belizaire was 
already crouching by the gate, apparently aware that deliverance wac 
at hand. He submitted with docility to the leash and trotted quietly 
after his rescuers as they retraced their steps across the lawn, up the 
back stairway and through the rear gallery. When tliey reached the 
door leading into the upper hall, Dinah paused. 

“What does you want to do with him now, Miss Cresside?’^ 

“I’m going to take him into my room, of course.” 

“He’s mighty wet. He’s gwine ter drip all over your pretty rugs. If 
he lays down on one of ’em, he’s gwine ter leave his shape there.” 

“I don’t care about my pretty rugs. I’m going to have him where it’s 
dry. . . . Let’s get some bath towels and rub him, and let’s try to be 
quiet so we won’t wake maman!* 

“Ah ain’t a-gwine make no noise. You climb back onto de bed. Miss 
Cresside, while Ah gets you another nightgown. You’s done got 
soaked to de skin yourself. Ah’ll do de rubbin’ after Ah gets you fixed 
up. But Lordy! Dat dog’s shaking himself dry dis minute. Look how 
de raindrops goin’ all over the floor, lak Ah tol’ you. Bellie’s gwine be 
all right, but your carpet, it ain’t never gwine be de same again.” 

“Please stop worrying about the carpet. And please rub Belizaire 
anyway, even if you do think he’s all right. I’ll write a letter while 
you dry him. I won’t get out of bed again^” 
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Cresside had raised her arms while she was talking, and Dinah had 
deftly slipped off the drenched nightgown, swiftly drying the girl’s 
slim body before slipping on another gown that was soft and fresh. 
Then she took a larger towel, and getting down on her knees, began 
to rub Belizaire, singing softly as she did so: 

“or Mr. Owl was settin’ on a limb, 

He looked at me, Ah looked at him, 

Says Ah ‘Mr. Owl, Ah’s always heard 
Dat you is a mighty wise ol’ bird. 

Now dere’s sumpin’ dat Ah craves to know, 

Does de one Ah love, love me or no? 

Won’t you tell me dis, Mr. Owl? Please do’! 

But ol’ Mr. Owl jes said ‘Whoo-oo-oo’? 

Says Ah ‘Mr. Owl Ah done axed you 
Does de one dat Ah love, love me true? 

You ought to know, you is so wise.’ 

But ol’ Mr. Owl jes blinked his eyes 
An’ turned his head fus’ lef’ den right, 

Den flew to a limb plumb out of sight. 

So Ah axed agaim ‘Is mah true love true’ ? 

He jes flapped his wings an’ said ‘Whoo-oo-oo’?” 

While Dinah sang, Cresside sat up and wrote, taking a pad and 
pencil from her bedside table, and looking over, between every other 
word, to see if Belizaire were still submissive. 

“Dear Fabian, 

It is raining very hard tonight, and I could not believe that you 
would really want me to leave Belizaire out in the run through such 
terrible weather. He might have drowned. No, I suppose dogs don’t 
drown, do they? But he might have caught pneumonia. So I have 
brought him into my room. I did not take him on the leash by myself. 
Dinah helped me. She is rubbing him with a big bath towel now and 
presently he will be nice and dry, and then he will lie down on the 
rug by my bed and go to sleep, I shall be awfully glad to have him. 
It will not be so lonely for him or for me either. Night is the loneliest 
time, isn’t it, when you are missing someone? 

. As ever, 

Cresside.” 

She put down the pad and pencil and looked over at Belizaire again. 
Dinah had finished drying him, and he was stretched out contentedly in 
a characteristic position, his hind legs widely separated and laid flat 
on the floor, so that he looked almost like a rug himself. He gazed up 
at her with large grateful eyes and made little grateful sounds in his 
throat. After Dinah had left and the room was completely dark again, 



Cressidc could still see his eyes, glowing through the darkness; she 
could still hear the little sounds in the stillness. She was happier than 
she had been at any moment since Fabian had left. But by and by 
she reached out for the little pad that lay on the bedside table and 

tore off the sheet of paper on which she had written. Then she tore 

this into many small pieces. After that she lay for a long time looking 
at Belizaire’s glowing eyes and listening to the small sounds he made 
which mingled with the notes of the nourning dove instead of drowi - 
ing them as his dreadful cries had d( ne. By and by he went to slee) *. 

He put his head down on his fron paws and closed his eyes an 1 

everything was quiet. But Cresside lay and watched and listened ju t 
the same. 

If they had not brought him in ou* of the wet. Cresside and Dina i 
said to each other, two days later, they would have thought th. t 
Belizaire had caught cold in that hai i pelting rain. But since he ha 1 
been brought in and well dried, slice he had stopped crying hr 
Fabian and seemed so contented in Cresside s room, they could ni t 
understand what ailed him. He grew more and more listless; he coul 1 
hardly be cajoled into going out with Amen; he could not be tempted 
into eating anything. When he finally refused to drink water, Cressice 
told Amen to put on his leash and gel him into the car; she was going 
to take him to the vet, and she thought Amen had better come along. 
Belizaire lay unprotestingly at her side while she drove up the River 
Road at top speed; and he was equally apathetic when she got him into 
town, crawling across the sidewalk and cowering in a corner of the 
strange-smelling little office where he finally landed. The veterinarian, 
who was very busy, and who had only one rather bewildered assistant 
to help him attend to the heterogeneous collection of animals which 
unhappy owners were crowding upon his attention, said he did not 
think there was much the matter; however. Miss d’Alvery would have 
to leave the dog for an examination. How long? Oh, for several hours 
at least—overnight would be better. . . • 

‘1 don’t think Mr. dAlvery would want him to stay overnight.’^ 
She remembered what Fabian had said in the first place, when he had 
gratefully accepted her offer to care for Belizaire: that dogs often 
picked up diseases when they were put with other animals, that he 
was thankful to have his in the run at Belle Heloise by himself. On 
the other hand she did not want to offend this doctor, who represented 
her only possible source of authentic information and scientific help¬ 
fulness. “It’s ten o’clock now. Suppose I come back for him at one?” 

“Very well. Miss d’Alvery. I can’t give you the results of any blood 
tests by then. I’m afraid. But you can get those tomorrow, if you prefer.” 

Cresside patted Belizaire’s head and told Amen to stay where he 
was, with the vague idea that he might in some way mitigate the dog’s 
depression* Then, leaving her car parked, she walked around to ^e 
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telegraph office and hastily wrote out a message, handing it to the clerk 
and leaving the building before she could change her mind about 
sending it, as she had in the case of the two little notes. 

“Mr. Fabian d’Alvery 
Willard Hotel 
Washington, D. C. 

Belizaire is sick and I am very much worried. Please come home as 
soon as you can. 

Cresside.” 

Having sent the telegram, she did not know exactly what to do 
next. Finally she decided to go and sit in Fabian’s garden until it 
was time to call for Belizaire again. As she turned off Third Street, 
she saw Pascal Tremblet and Preston Vicknair on the bench near the 
Veterans’ Monument. Pascal’s fears about his friend had fortunately 
not been realized. Preston had recovered from his temporary indis¬ 
position, and the two old men were apparently deep in argument. 
She went over and spoke to them and they both jumped up, greeting 
her with delight. 

“Why, good morning, Miss Cresside! It’s not often we see you in 
town. How are the little twins?” 

“They’re very well, thank you, and so is their baby brother. But 
Fabiaa’s dog, Belizaire, is sick. Fabian left him with me when he 
went to Washington himself, and I’m terribly worried. I came into 
town to bring Belizaire to the vet’s.” 

“Worms, most likely,” Pascal said. “They take the life right out of 
a dog. Has he howled, Miss Cresside, like he was in pain ? ” 

“He’s howled, but on^y at first, from loneliness. Since he’s been sick 
he’s been very quiet.” 

“Then it wouldn’t be worms,” Preston announced, authoritatively. 
“Mr. Fabian must have looked out for worms anyway. But you take 
fleas, they suck a dog’s blood. I saw that dog scratching, the last time 
I was at Mr. Fabian’s house, and I wanted to ask him then, did he 
have his dog defleaed regular. But-” 

“Fleas!” interrupted Pascal. “Fleas wouldn’t hurt him none. Fleas 
is natural to a dog, Miss Cresside. Don’t let Pres pass off any nonsense 
on you. But mosquitoes, they might get him down, if he was bitten 
enough. Did you leave him out nights?” 

“At first I did. That’s what Fabian told me to do. But since we had 
that hard rain the other night, he’s been sleeping in my room. ... I 
didn’t know so many different things could be bad for* a dog. But I 
did know he oughtn’t to catch cold and I did know he was lonely. He 
misses Fabian terribly.” 

“Well, Miss Cresside, I reckon it ain’t only his dog misses him. I 
was saying to Pres, just before you came along, that this wasn’t the 
same town, with him gone. You sec, we sorta got the habit now, going 
to his house. He’s asked us more than ever, since Max died. We were 
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'counting up how long it was since he left, and we couldn’t hardly 
believe it was less than a week. Seems more like a month.” 

“I thought rd go and sit in his garden while I waited for the report 
on Belizaire. Wouldn’t you like to come with me? I’m sure Carmelite 
will give us all a cool drink. As far as that goes, I’m sure she’d be glad 
to give you your dinner, if you’d like to have it.” 

“We wouldn’t like to intrude when Mr. Fabian was away. Miss 
Cresside.” 

“Nonsense! You wouldn’t be intruding. I’m sure he took it for 
granted you’d keep on going tb.cre, just the same, whether hi was 
there or not. But anyway, I’m asking you now.” 

Fabian’s house and garden seemed very empty without him a. d his 
dog, but otherwise the pleasant atmosphere was unchanged: the j irden 
was full of flowers, sunshine and sweet scents; the house was juiet, 
cool and orderly. Carmelite was moving around the kitchen witt calm 
efficiency. Of course, she could civc the gentlemen their dinne , she. 
said, a little haughtily, as if hurt at the implication that there :ould 
be the slightest doubt of it; but wouldn’t Miss Cresside stay and have 
it with them? Cresside hesitated for a moment and then callel the 
veterinarian. There was a long \^'ait before he came to the telephone, 
and she pictured him, still harassed in the turmoil of his office, trying 
to escape from one anxious patron in order to attend to another; but 
he finally reminded her, rather curtly, that he had said in the beginning 
that he would like to keep the dog under observation, and that the 
longer it was left with him, the better. He had already taken its tem¬ 
perature and this was 104°; not that this was anything to worry about 
in itself. 

Cresside went back to the kitchen more worried than ever. But she 
told Carmelite that she would be glad to stay for dinner, and when it 
was ready she took her place quite naturally at the head of Fabian’s 
table. The two old men were also completely at ease. Cresside played 
fantan with them after telephoning the veterinarian, getting out the 
cards from the corner cupboard where Fabian always kept them and 
setting up the card table in the same place that he did. In order that 
Carmelite might not be diverted from her cookery, Cresside had 
mixed the drinks, too, with her usual skill, serving them on a silver 
tray lightly overlaid with summer lilac and maidenhair fern, in frosted 
silver goblets with a ginger lily pierced by a slender tube of green glass 
on top of each. Then finding that Carmelite had not picked fresh 
flowers that day, she went out into the garden and did so herself, 
decorating the dinner table and the living room. She had never done 
this at Belle Hcloise; that had long been her mother’s province, right¬ 
ful however neglected; now it was Merry’s, joyfully improved. Cresside 
could not presume on cither. But here there was no one else to do 
what she had done. She was surprisingly happy in doing it and touched 
beyond measure when Pascal, always the more voluble of the two 
veterans, finally put into words what both fdt so strongly. 
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nice to have you here, Miss Cresside. Not that we don’t still 
miss Mr. Fabian. But you seem to belong here, too. Now if we could 
just have you both- 

“But you can, of course. I’ll come and play hostess any time you 
like. I’m sure Fabian wouldn’t mind at all. Not that he needs me. He’s 
a wonderful host himself.” 

“Yes, of course. But a house seems that much more homelike when 
there’s a lady in it.” 

He was saying something of the same thing she herself had said to 
Gervais, Cresside realized, though she had been talking about the 
effect of a wife, and naturally these two poor old men were not think¬ 
ing of her in that light—only as Fabian’s cousin, who was substituting 
for him as well as she could at the moment, and who might occa¬ 
sionally supplement his hospitable gestures in the future. But except 
for the corroding anxiety about Belizaire, she felt curiously content, as 
she sat after dinner, pouring the coffee, measuring the brandy, and 
listening to the garrulous veterans as they rambled on. She knew she 
had made them happy, and she was happy herself in feeling that she 
“belonged,” as they had put it, in this pleasant little house, that she 
fitted so easily into the pattern, that it became her to be there. • . • 

The veterinarian was reassuring when she returned to his office; he 
felt certain there was nothing much*the matter with her cousin’s dog, 
he told her; undoubtedly just a touch of distemper. He would give 
her sonic medicine to take home with her, which she should administer 
three times a day; he had already given the first dose. Amen, who had 
' sat patiently in a corner throughout her long absence, now led 
Belizaire back to the car, and they drove down the River Road again 
in the peaceful twilight. Cresside was still conscious of the unwonted 
contentment which had come to her in Fabian’s house; but as the 
evening wore on, she became disquieted again. BeHzaire, instead of 
lying quietly on a rug, retreated under her bed, and stubbornly stayed 
there. The bedstead was built so low, that slim as she was, Cresside 
herself could not creep under it; she could only lie down beside it, 
begging Belizaire to come out. But her powers of persuasion were in¬ 
adequate; he rolled over, and then lay, limp, prostrate and unresponsive, 
his black form swallowed up in the darkness of his hiding place. She 
called first Amen and then Dinah, to see if they could accomplish what 
she failed to do, but though they tried, perscveringly, their efforts were 
as futile as her own. Finally she dismissed them, and lay down on the 
rug herself. If she got into bed she would not be able to see Belizaire, 
and though she did not suppose it would make any difference, she 
felt impelled to keep watch and to listen for his breathing. Over and 
• over again she thought that this had stopped. But very early in the 
morning he moved slightly, and a little later he crawled towards the 
foot of the bed and lay down again. The knowledge that he was still 
alive filled her with thanksgiving, but it did not assuage her fears for 
the future. She raised herself on her knees and stretched out her arms 
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across the counterpane. Then she buried her face in its overhanging 
folds. 

“Please God/’ she prayed. “Please don’t let him die. He’s all Fabian’s 
got, and Fabian trusted me with him. I’ve done the best I could for 
him, but I reckon I just don’t know how to take care of a dog. You’ll 
have to help me—” She stopped, not because the prayer came haltingly, 
for it was as spontaneous as a child’s, but because she was sobbing. She 
waited until she could form words again, and then she went c n. “If 
You let Belizaire get well, I won’t ask for anything else. Not any hing. 
But please help me to do this one thing for Fabian.” 

She stopped again, no longer inarticulate with tears, but coi fused 
when it came to bringing such i prayer to an end. To her p esent 
shame, she had not said, in a long time, any of the prayers sh^^ had 
been so carefully taught; she had not gone to church, she had ob? :rvcd 
no periods of private devotions, and she had always managed to dude 
the austere priest who had bapt.zed the twins and who had :ome 
regularly for years to hear her mother’s confessions and say M; ss in 
the invalid’s room. So she had a'most forgotten the printed pat erns. 
And in any case, none of the priyers she had learned before v ould 
have helped her to word the one she was trying to utter now; no aious 
mother, no catechism, no missal supplied formulas to use in such a 
case as this. She was not even sure it was proper to pray for a dog, in 
the eyes of the Church, or certain Fabian would have approved her 
petition. For Fabian called himself an unbeliever. He had been reared, 
like herself, in a Catholic household, baptized and confirmed; during 
his parents’ lifetime, he had gone regularly to confession and com¬ 
munion. But that was a long time ago. Since then he had not merely 
neglected the sacraments, as she had; in his moments of bitterness and 
gloom, he had denied them. And after all, this was his dog for which 
she was praying. Had she any right to invoke Divine aid in the face 
of his possible resentment? She thought possibly Father Navarre, the 
saintly man whose aid Gervais had invoked at the time of his hasty 
marriage, might have been willing and able to give her wise and 
sympathetic counsel. But Father Navarre had not remained in Baton 
Rouge; he had gone back to his native swamplands, to the humble 
trappers and fishermen and moss gatherers who loved him and whom 
he loved. Probably he had forgotten all about her by now. Increasingly 
sorrowful and increasingly perplexed, she went on groping. “I know this 
is just a dog, I know there aren’t any prayers to fit. But somehow he’s 
made me want to pray again, and You know I haven’t in a long time. 
So it ought to count for something. Because if he gets well it will give 
me faith again. Not just to beg either. To worship too. . . 

The anxious hours of the next day followed each other laggingly. 
Amen and Selah came upstairs in the morning and moved Cresside’s 
bed; then they lifted Belizaire up and helped her to give him his 
medicine, while Dinah stood watchfully by, ready to help, too. But 
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Bclizairc did not try to resist; he still lay limp and apathetic. After he 
had been dosed, he was put on the upper gallery, so that he would not 
be able to crawl out of reach again. But this was apparently a needless 
precaution; he stayed quietly on the clean white bath mat that Dinah 
spread out for him. Cresside sat beside him and Lucie, in her usual 
incurious way, brought trays to her there. Nobody suggested that she 
should do anything else, and nobody told her she was silly to sit all 
day beside a sick dog; indeed, one by one, her mother and Merry and 
Gervais came and sat with her, talking to her in lowered voices, as if 
they were trying not to disturb Belizaire, Madame d’Alvery told 
Cresside the story of a pet she had owned when she was a young girl. 
It was a story Cresside had never heard before and which she would 
have believed her mother incapable of telling, for it revealed secret 
stores of tenderness which her daughter had not supposed she pos¬ 
sessed. Then before she left the gallery, she bent down and ran her 
white, ringed fingers gently over Belizaire’s wasted body. 

do not think he has fever now, Cresside. I think his medicine is 
helping him.” 

“I hope so. ... You don’t know, do you, maman, whether Amen 
has come back with a report from the doctor?” 

“I believe he has. I believe Gervais will come and tell you about it. 
Try not to grieve so, chhre. And tonight, get some sleep.” 

“I’mgoing to sleep here. Amen’s going to move out my chaise longue. 
I couldn’t stand having Belizaire crawl under the bed again.” 

“No, it might be better as you have planned it. Bon soir, chhrer 

^*Bon soir, matnany 

The news which Gervais brought in soon afterwards was unalarm¬ 
ing. The veterinarian had found a slight infection in Belizaire’s blood 
stream, and he believed that certain injections might be advisable. 
However, as this treatment was rather drastic, he suggested waiting 
for the return of the dog’s master before trying it. Meanwhile, he was 
sure Miss d’Alvery was doing everything she could. 

“And you arc, you know,” Gervais went on. “You couldn’t have 
done more for Bclizairc if he’d been a baby. When it comes to that, no 
one could do more for a baby than you’ve done for the twins ever 
since they were born. You’re a steadfast little cuss, Cresside.” 

“I just happen to care for babies. And—^and dogs. In spite of what 
you said.” 

“I’m sorry I said what I did. By that I mean I’m sorry for several 
things I said. I know you don’t think I’ve got much sense. But, at 
that, I’ve got sense enough to realize that I’m just as lucky in my sister 
as I am in my wife.” 

“Thanks for them kind words. But you didn’t need to tell me that, 
just because Belizaire is sick.” 

“I didn’t tell you that just because Belizaire is sick. I’ve been mean¬ 
ing to say so for a long time. But I’m not very good at saying things 
like that. Fabian’s the orator of the family.” 
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Merry came to see Cresside while Gervais was still on the gallery, 
and for a few minutes their talk centered on the children. Cresside 
was not to worry because she had not done as much as usual for the 
twins these last few days, Merry said. They were getting along finely. 
It was time they learned to manage without “Auntie’s” constant 
attention anyway. They imposed on her, especially Vail. . . . Cresside 
remonstrated at this statement, but she was too tired for mud argu¬ 
ment, and after a few moments Merry signalled to Gervais th; t they 
had better go. When they left Cresside, they both kissed h< r. She 
could not remember when Ger\ ais had kissed her before. He vas as 
undemonstrative as most brothei s, and therefore it meant all th more 
to her that he had kissed her now. But not nearly as muc i, she 
thought, after Gervais and Merty had gone away arm in arn , as it 
would have meant if Fabian l ad kissed her before he start ;d for 
Washington. She lay for a lon^ time, staring out into the sti flight, 
thinking about the kiss he hac: not given her and wonderin;' why 
she could not put it out of her i lind. Eventually she went insic e and 
undressed. After she had slippe 1 into her nightgown, she haj pened 
to think of a thin negligee whi h she had never worn, and w ihout 
rhyme or reason she felt she would like to wear it now. She had chosen 
it because it was so quaintly cm, like an old-fashioned wrappe^, and 
yet so cool and dainty. It was made of pale blue silk, trimmed with 
tiny tucks and rows of featherstitching, and it had little frills of narrow 
Valenciennes lace at the neck and wrists. She took it from the shelf of 
her armoire where it had lain indefinitely under a pile of filmy 
modern lingerie, and after she had put it on, she realized she had 
wanted to wear it because it was the sort of dressing gown that Fabian 
would have liked, if he ever noticed such things, or saw them. Still 
thinking of this, she returned to the gallery and lay down on the 
chaise longue which Amen had carefully placed beside Belizaire’s mat. 

Belizaire seemed to be resting quietly. She put out her hand and 
touched his head. He did not respond by looking up at her, but he 
made the slight movement which was so reassuring to her, and find¬ 
ing that by lying on her side, she could continue to touch him, she 
nestled down, still caressing him. Except for the gentle wail of the 
mourning dove, the night was very still. Little by little, its quietude 
seemed to steal into her troubled heart. She was no longer terror 
stricken. She knew she had done all she could. She could possess her 
soul in patience while she continued to await the answer to her prayer. 
Praying again, she drifted off to sleep. . . . 

It was the movement of Belizaire s head beneath her hand which 
awakened her. She felt that before she heard any sound. Then she 
was dimly aware that the sick dog was struggling to his feet, that a 
car was coming into the driveway, and that there was some connection 
between the two. She sat up, listening and looking around her, still 
more than half asleep. There was a little light in the sky, enough to 
show it pale and luminous against the dark trees. She could see 
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Bclizaire, too, no longer an indefinite black shape, but a clear-cut 
creature, suddenly alert. Through some strange chance, the other 
dogs were not barking; but the car had stopped, and someone was 
skirting the lower gallery with cautious footsteps. She swung herself 
ofi the chaise longue and ran to the railing, Belizaire staggering along 
beside her. As she reached it, she heard Fabian’s reassuring voice. 

“Hello, there. I thought you might be outside and I was looking 
for you. I got your wire and gathered you wanted me to reach here 
as soon as I could. Can I get in? And may I come up? Til try not 
to wake anyone else.” 

“The front door’s unlocked. Of course you may come up. I’m 
thankful you’re here.” 

“Well, so am I. I’ll be with you in just a minute.” 

He continued to move slowly and quietly, but she could hear him 
coming closer—^into the house, through the lower hall, over the stairs, 
through the upper hall, to the door of the front gallery. Then he 
opened this noiselessly and came out. Belizaire gave a weak bark of 
joy, and crept up to him, fawning at his feet. As Fabian leaned over 
to stroke the dog, Cresside went toward him, too. 

“Fabian,” she said and stopped. “Oh, Fabian, I’m so glad you’ve 
come home.” Her thankfulness welled up in her throat, choking her. 
For a moment she could not say anything else. But she saw that 
Fabian was no longer bending over Belizaire, but standing straight 
and looking at her intently. She made a great effort and managed 
,to go on. “I don’t know what happened to him. I must have failed 
to take good care of him somehow. But I’d have given my right hand 
if this hadn’t happened, when you trusted me with him. I know he’s 
all you’ve got,” 

“I haven’t got you, by some miracle, have I?” Fabian asked, and 
took her in his arms. 


CHAPTER XXV 

So A KISS was not merely a weird tremulous thrill, that made you 
throb and tingle as it pierced you through and through. It was not 
merely a signal of mysterious danger, which beckoned an invitation 
while flashing a warning. It was not merely the blossom on the tree 
of knowledge of good and evil, burgeoning into bitter fruit. It was 
home after exile, safety after danger, joy after sorrow, fulfillment after 
frustration—all that and so much more besides, for which there were 
no words. When Fabian lifted his head at last, Cresside looked up at 
him with such wonderment that her joy was veiled by it. 
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“I didn’t know a kiss could be like that,” she whispered “Qf course, 
I’ve been wishing, for a long time, that you would kiss me, but I 
didn’t realize why. I only-” 

“Well, I didn’t know a kiss could be like that either,” Fabian replied, 
interrupting her. “If I had, you’d have been spared all that wishful 
waiting, because I simply couldn’t have held out. It’s been hard enough 
as it was. Why didn’t you give me some sort of a hint? Yoi must 
have known I’m not any good ar guessing. And you must have known 
that was what I desperately wanted to do.” 

“But I didn’t! I’m not good at guessing either! Once I guessed wrong 
and since then-” 

She stopped short. Fabian put his arms around her aga n, but 
this time instead of raising her face eagerly towards his, she bowed 
hor head. 

“What’s the matter, darling?” he said. “You don’t mean to ell me 
that one was enough, after all? I thought that was just a samplel Come 
on, your hair’s nice, just as soft ,.s silk.” He ran his hand over i again 
slowly and tenderly. “But I can think of something a lot nic r,” he 
added. “Why Cresside. . . .” 

She had begun to cry. She was doing it so quietly that FabLtn, ob¬ 
servant as he was, had not instandy reahzed it, and she was trying hard 
to stop. He spoke to her very gently. 

“I thought you were so happy, Cresside. There, I know you were. 
And that made me happy, too. Don’t you want me to be happy?” 

“Yes. More than anything in the world. But-” 

“There aren’t any buts. Look, what do you say we go down to the 
Garden Room? I’m afraid we’ll wake Tante Isabelle if we stay here, 
and I don’t want to do that just yet. Besides, I think some good strong 
coffee would go down well, don’t you? I’ve got a thermos in my car— 
or I can make some fresh, while you dress. I suppose you have to dress. 
I wish you didn’t though. Whatever it is you’re wearing, it’s a knock¬ 
out.” 

She looked up, her eyes still wet, but her tremulous lips curving into 
a hesitant smile. “I put it on because I thought you’d like it,” she said 
shyly. “That is, of course, I didn’t have any idea you were going to 
see it, but I thought it was the sort of thing you would like if you 
did see it.” 

Fabian laughed. “Well, you certainly guessed right that time. But at 
that I reckon you’d better put on a dress if you’re coming downstairs. 
We don’t want any of the servants drifting into the Garden Room and 
jumping to rash conclusions which unfortunately would be incorrect. 
After all, I’ll have plenty of future chances to see you in an outfit like 
that, and mighty soon, too. I’ll give you a little more time than Gervais 
gave Merry—I mean a little more than he gave her at the last minute, 
not more than he gave her all the years he was dawdling around. But 
I shan’t give you much. You could get ready to marry me sometime the 
latter part of next week, couldn’t you?” 
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“Fabian, you don’t mean that, do you? You don’t want to marry 
me?” 

“I most assuredly do. I thought you’d gathered that much anyway. 
And I gathered that you wanted to marry me. This hasn’t been a case 
of ‘Love me, love my dog.’ It’s been just the other way around. I don’t 
sec how you could be so upset about Belizaire, if you weren’t pretty 
fond of me. You weren’t trifling with my young affections, were you, 
Just now, when you kissed me?” 

“I—Oh, Fabian, you know how much I care! Don’t—don’t joke 
about it. You know I’d do anything on earth I could for you. But I 
can’t do that. I can’t marry you.” 

“Darling, I won’t joke if you don’t want me to. It just seems natural 
when I’m so happy, that’s all. But I won’t let you talk nonsense either. 
Of course, you’re going to—a week from Saturday or two weeks from 
Monday, just as you prefer. But not a day later than that. Look, I’m 
going to take Belizaire down to the kitchen with me. I’ll bet I can get 
him to drink some milk while I make the coffee. I’ll meet you in the 
Garden Room in fifteen minutes.” 

It was considerably longer than that before Cresside joined him. 
When she did, she found the door .into the Garden Room wide open 
and the first rays of morning sunshine gliding into the room, through 
the lacelike pattern made by the tiny leaves of the green vines creeping 
across the windowpanes. Obviously Fabian had taken time to go out 
into the garden, for there was a vase of fresh flowers in the center of 
the Custom House desk, which he had set like a table, with service 
for two. The inkwell and blotter had been removed to the top of 
the bookcase and supplemented by a white cloth, serviettes, silver¬ 
ware, porcelain, steaming coffee, hot milk, sugar, buttered toast and 
fig preserves. Chairs were drawn up on either side, facing each other, 
and Belizaire was stretched out, matlike, beside one of them. Fabian, 
with a napkin over his arm and one of Lou Ida’s aprons tied around 
his waist, was standing behind the other. He pulled it out with a 
flourish. 

*'Ma'amsdle, s'il vous plait, 

Le dejeuner est pret . . . 
he caji est bien chaud, 

Le pain grilli est he chanted. 

Then, after she was seated, he whisked off the apron, threw down 
the napkin, and took the place opposite her. “I like two lumps in the 
morning and a real half and half mixture,” he told her. “Not black, 
the way I take it the rest of the time. You’ll pour it out for me, won’t 
you? You might as well get into practice.” 

“Fabian, I told you-” 

“Yes, and I told you. We’ll discuss that after breakfast. But let’s get 
something inside of us first Listen, Belizaire is going to be all right 
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He’s drunk nearly a pint of milk already. I think part of the trouble 
was just that he was pining for me. He always does that when I go 
away. Flattering, but inconvenient. I don’t know what the devil to 
do with him when I have to leave him. Well, of course, that’s probably 
going to solve itself automatically. He’ll get more and more used to you. 
Except that generally when I go away, you’ll go with me.” 

“Fabian-” 

“Eat some of this toast I made, won’t you? I think it’s good. You 
haven’t asked me yet how I got along in Washington. Don’t y( u want 
to hear?” 

“Yes, of course, but-” 

“I think I had pretty good lack. You remember that when I went 
before, it was primarily to see if there were anything I coul I do to 
change the position of the Equalization Board, but of cours- I was 
concerned about the general sugar situation, even then. Sena' >r Gay 
was helpful in all sorts of ways. Among others, he got an appo ntment 
with Houston, the Secretary c t Agriculture, and I went to j ie him 
with Gay. The Secretary was co-operative, too. He said he’e assign 
the best man he had for such kinds of work to making expe iments 
in new types of cane. The best man he had was a scientist named 
Brandes who’d had a lot of experience in Argentina before coning to 
the Arlington Bureau.” 

“Yes? And what then?” 

“Well, I don’t want to go into too many details. It’s all right for 
you to say you’re not bored, but we’ve got lots of things besides sugar 
to talk about this morning. The gist of the whole matter is that I went 
to see Brandes just as soon as I got to Washington last week, and he 
let me bring some Java cane back with me. It comes in three varieties 
and it’s done well in Argentina. Brandes is confident it could do well 
in Louisiana, too, because Argentina’s cane fields are about as far 
south of the Equator as Louisiana’s are north, and the soil’s similar, as 
well as the climatic conditions. I’ve got a few stalks of these three 
varieties in my suitcase. And that suitcase is in my car, which as you 
know is parked outside the butler’s pantry right now.” 

“So that-” 

“So that I want that ham-headed brother of yours to plant that Java 
cane right out here, back of Angus Holt’s garden, and see what hap¬ 
pens. Of course, I don’t know anything about sugar, but it’s my guess 
that if nothing goes wrong, those three or four stalks will produce 
six or eight stalks each by next fall. Then those could be replanted, and 
by 1923 there ought to be enough cane to plant three whole rows, one 
of each variety. After that—well, I reckon we’re getting too far ahead 
of the game. For the moment, I only want to be sure that Gervais 
plants everything that’s in my suitcase—except the shirts and socks!—* 
right where he can keep his eye on it.” 

“Couldn’t you and I plant‘it ourselves?” 

“No, I think Gervais better do it. Not that I don’t like the suggestion 

329 



that we should do things together. And not that you haven’t pleased me 
no end taking an intelligent interest in this, considering aU you’ve 
got on your mind anyway. But there are lots of other things for us to 
do, honey.” 

While they, were talking, Cresside had taken a few swallows of 
coffee and crumbled a small piece of toast on her plate. Fabian asked 
her three times to refill his cup and helped himself to four pieces of 
toast, spreading them lavishly with butter and fig preserves. After 
^hc, finished, he poured the leftover milk into a saucer and offered it 
Belizaire, who began by sniffing at it disdainfully but ended by 
drinking most of it. Then Fabian stacked the dishes on a tray and 
carried them back to the kitchen. Through the open door leading 
into the patio, Cresside could hear him talking to Lou Ida, who evi¬ 
dently had just come in. But when he returned he shut the patio door 
behind him. 

don’t think anyone’s going to disturb us here,” he said, and Cres¬ 
side knew that he must have told Lou Ida, in that quiet way of his 
which was so much more effective than Gervais’ storming, that he did 
not want anyone to disturb them, and that no one would risk incurring 
his disfavor by doing so. “So Fll stop joking now. By way of beginning 
to be serious, I might tell you I’d like it very much if you’d walk into 
my arms again.” 

She had been standing by one of the windows, where the tiny leaves 
of a dinging vine wove their delicate pattern, engaged in tracing 
the lacy design with a hesitant finger. Now she turned and faced him 
' squarely. It was obvious that she was making a great effort to speak 
calmly, but he could see her clenching and unclenching her small 
hands while she spoke. 

‘Tabian, I can’t. I didn’t think, that first time, how you’d take it. 
I didn’t think of anything, except that I was thankful you were back, 
for Belizaire’s sake, and overjoyed because my wish had come true. 
But my wish didn’t go any further than a kiss. One kiss.” 

“Your conscious wish. But there must have been some subconscious 
wishes in the back of your mind, too, Cresside. You couldn’t have 
kissed me like that if there hadn’t been.” 

“Well, I—I reckon there were. I—^I care a lot for you, Fabian.” 

“Couldn’t you stop using that word ‘care’ and say ‘love’ instead? 
That’s what you mean, isn’t it?” 

“I suppose it is. I suppose I do love you. Yes, I know I do. But 
honestly, I never thought of it like that until this morning. Tve only 
thought that it meant a lot to be with you, because everything that 
happens while we are together seems natural and pleasant and comfort¬ 
ing. We never seem to bore each other or get on each other’s nerves. 
And we seem to understand each other without any explanation. I 
don’t know how to say it, but there’s been a sort of effortless harmony.” 

“You’re saying, very beautifully, that we’ve loved each other for a 

330 



long time. Because everything’s seemed that way to me, too, Crcsside. 
Didn’t you know that was the way it seemed when a man and a girl 
fell in love with each other?” 

‘‘No, I didn’t. I thought when a man and a girl fell in love wth each 
other they were after something else.” 

She spoke scathii^gly. Without taking any apparent notice of her; 
tone, Fabian came over to the window and put his arm arojnd hcc 
shoulder, easily and impersonally, as he did on the ferryboat. 

•‘Well, of cour^ they are, sooner or later,” he said, spcakin; in his 
quiet way. “But if it’s later instead of sooner, they gain a lot < in the 
long run. I’m glad you used the word harmony, Cressidc. It almost^ 
makes up for having you shy iway from the word love. Aft( r you’d 
found out that there was mental and spiritual harmony bctv cen us, 
you guessed that there might be physical harmony, too. W( (1, now 
you know that there is.” 

Cressidc stood very still, so still that she seemed to become remote 
and rigid. Fabian’s arm slid easily from her shoulder to her w ist and 
held this fast. Involuntarily she relaxed in his embrace, gradualb^ losing 
her detachment. 

“Don’t make any mistake about this,” he said steadily. “When I asked 
you to marry me, I wasn’t thinking of good companionship. We’d 
keep on having that, of course—^without any barriers, without any 
separations. But we’d have much more than that. You’ll never know 
what it meant to me, Cressidc, when I first began to realize my de¬ 
formity wasn’t repulsive to you, that there was something else ^out 
me that made up for it. Because you’re so lovely that any man in his 
senses would want to have you, if he could^ You’re not going to tell 
me I can’t, are you?” 

“I can’t say anything else, Fabian.” 

“Why, darling? Can you tell me?” 

“I’ll try. But I don’t know how to begin.” 

“I think I can help, if you’ll promise not to be hurt by anything I’ll 
say” 

“I can’t promise you that. But I know you won’t mean to hurt me, 
that you won’t any more than you can help.” 

“All right. Has your refusal to marry me anything to do with 
Sylvestre Tremaine?” 

Again something about her stillness suggested attempted withdrawal. 
This time Fabian.did not try to recapture her. After a long pause she 
answered, speaking steadily herself. 

“Yes. It has a lot to do with Sylvestre. He didn’t want to marry me, 
Fabian.” 

“You’re wrong. He’d have given his right hand to marry you.” 

“When it was too late.” 

“That’s his hard luck—^his * lasting hard luck. He’s going to covet 
you vainly all his life, Cressidc.” 
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*‘But he didn’t always. Not vainly, Fabian. He got what he wanted. 
All he wanted. Almost without the asking. Because I wanted it, too. 
That's what I thought love meant then." 

“Well, you know better now.” 

His calm rejoinder failed to check her passionate outburst. She 
. went on vehemently, the words coming with a rush at last. 

“What good docs it do me to know better now ? What good docs it 
do either of us? If I’d dreamed you were falling in love with me, I’d 
have shut you off, the way I shut off Charles Boylston. But I didn’t. 
I thought you were just being kind to me. And sometimes I thought 
you’d guessed. We’ve been so close, in so many ways, I didn’t see 
how I could keep a secret from you.” 

“You couldn’t. I did guess.” 

“You did!" 

“Yes, of course. The day you had your bad fall." 

“The day I had my bad fall! Why, that was the day Sylvestre and 
Rcginc were married! More than two years ago!’’ 

“Yes, it’s a long time. I’yc wanted to marry you for a long time, 
too." 

She twisted suddenly around, staring at him unbelievingly. He 
slackened his hold on her waist so she could turn easily in his arms, 
but not enough to risk having her bi'cak away from him. 

“Why, you couldn’t! You couldn’t have wanted to marry me if 
you knew!” she gasped. 

“But I did. I still do." 

, “Fabian, you’re not going to pretend you don’t mind!” 

“I’m not going to pretend anything. I do mind. But I don't mind 
enough to let it make any difference about wanting to marry you. 
I've told you twice already this morning that I’d like to marry you 
next week. If you were in love with Sylvestre, that would be different. 
But you’re not. You loathe the very sight of him. When it comes to 
that, you never really were in love with him, any more than I was 
ever really in love with Merry, I think we were both awfully lucky that 
we’ve got a second chance. So I wish you’d let me go right now to 
Tantc Isabelle and Gervais and tell them to start getting ready for a 
wedding. They must be awake by this time.” 

“Fabian, please stop talking about getting married next week. And 
please let go of me.” 

“I won’t stop talking about getting married. But I’ll let go of you 
if you’ll promise not to run away." 

“All right. I promise. But I don't feel as if I could stand up any 
longer. I feel as if I’ve got to sit down.” 

“I’m sorry, darling. It was terribly selfish of me, not to realize that 
you’d be getting tired. But it’s been so wonderful, holding you this 
way.” 

! He released her, kissing her half-hidden check as he did so, and 
then pulling the two chairs away from the desk and placing them 
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side by side. When she was seated in one of them, he drew the oth^ 
still closer and sat down himself, taking her hand in his. ^ 

“Is that better?*' 

“Yes, it is better—^not that I didn’t think it was wonderful to have 
you hold me that way, too. And I wasn’t getting tired exactly. But my 
knees were beginning to give way and I had a queer feeling in the 
pit of my stomach.” 

“Is it gone now?” 

“No, not quite. . . . There’s something else I’ve got to tell you, 
Fabian.” 

“There’s nothing else you have to tell me. You didn’t need to tell 
me about Sylvestre. I knew it already.” 

“Yes, but I wasn’t sure you did. You wouldn’t have thought I was 
playing fair, would you, if I’d married you without telling you 

“No. But you always do pla\ fair. Of course, you’d have t( Id me 
sooner or later. You didn’t need to agonize over Sylvestre thou^ ii, this 
morning, when we were both s. > happy. You could have told r le any 
time before we got married.” 

“Fabian, we’re not going to get married. It isn’t just a question of 
the past—of Sylvestre. It’s a question of the present—of Vail.” 

“Of Vail?” 

“Yes, I can’t leave him. He’s mine.” 

She had met his eyes, squarely, all the time she had been speaking. 
Now she drew a deep breath that ended in a sigh, and gripping his 
hand convulsively, hid her face on his shoulder. He reached over and 
gathered her into his arms again. 

“I have a feeling we can talk about this better if we’re closer to¬ 
gether,” he said tenderly. “I’m going to hold you on my lap. Thcrcl 
Are you comfortable, darling?” 

“Of course I’m comfortable,” she answered, in a strangled voice. 
“That isn’t the point. Didn’t you understand what I said to you, 
Fabian? Merry isn’t Vail’s mother. I am.” 

“Yes, I understood. But it wasn’t a shock to me.” 

“You haven’t known that all this time, tool” 

“I’ve thought so. And it’s been a mystery to me how anything like 
that could be so thoroughly concealed. It’s been a mighty well-kept 
secret. Would you feel like letting me in on it? On the details, I mean. 
Don’t if you’d rather not-” 

“But I want to. Of course, some people are in on it already —maman 
and Gervais and Merry and Dr. Champagne, besides the trained 
nurses and the upstairs servants.” 

“What about the priest who baptized the babies? Wasn’t it the 
same sourpuss who comes to hear Tante Isabelle’s confessions, about 
Lord knows what?” 

“Yes. But I’m almost sure he didn’t catch on. Anyhow, the inscrip¬ 
tion on the baptismal certificate’s mendaciously in order—^‘Malcolm 
Vail, legitimate son of Meredith and Gervais d’Alvery’—^Mcrry showed 
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it to me afterwards to reassure me. I wasn’t at the ceremony—still 
couldn’t lift my head—and later, when the sourpuss, as you correedy 
call him, said he’d like to come in and see me before he left, I had 
Creassy tell him I was asleep. I’ve always avoided him, so my message 
was quite in character. I think most of the house servants must have; 
guessed, but you know how jealous they all are about shielding their 
white folks. They’ve been wonderful—everyone’s been wonderful 
when it comes to that. Most of the credit belongs to Merry, though,” 

“To Merry 1 Why?” 

‘It was her idea—that the babies could be passed off as twins. When 
she found out about me and realized that they were due at the same 
time, she suggested it. She said she was sure we could carry it off. 
You see, my bad back had put me out of circulation anyway. Besides, 

I don’t need to tell you how isolated this place is in midwinter—it’s 
a wander Dr. Champagne managed to get through, considering the 
state of the River Roadl As a matter of fact, Vail and Sybelle 
twins. That is, they were born the same night I was taken sick first, 
but I was sick a lot longer than Merry.” 

“I’m sorry you had such a terrible time, darling. I was afraid you 
did. You looked like a ghost for months.” 

“Oh, but that wasn’t just the long labor! I really did hurt my back. 

I hurt it badly. Everything they said about that was true. I was in a 
cast, I did have to wear a brace. I was in bed for months on account 
of my back. But I would have had to stay there anyway. I had 
pernicious vomiting. I’d begun to have it before I got hurt and I 
couldn’t have hidden it much longer. Of course, Dr, Champagne dis¬ 
covered it right away.” 

“Cresside, you’ve been through nearly every sort of hell there is. 
But I’m going to make up for some of it. I’m going to help you for¬ 
get about it once we’re married.” 

“But 1 can’t marry you, Fabian. That’s what I keep trying to tell 
you. And I’m trying to tell you, too, how wonderful Merry was. She 
kept encouraging me. The odiers didn’t. Not even the doctor. You see, 
they all thought it would be a blessing in disguise if I lost the baby. 
They hoped I would. Some of them even.... I don’t need to tell you 
about that, do I, Fabian?” 

“No, you don’t need to tell me about that.” 

“Well, but Merry said I was right to want to go through with it 
She said she was sure I could. She told me if I could stand having a 
hard time physically, she’d keep me from having a hard time other¬ 
wise. She convinced the others she and I were right, she made them 
carry on, she taught them to play their parts without a hitch. I don’t 
sec how I could have held out, Fabian, without Merry.” 

“You would have, some way,” 

“I don’t know.... I didn’t go downstairs from the day I hu*t my 
back until Vail was three months old. The horrible nausea lasted 
all the time I was pr^nant, and then afterwards, of course, it took 
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me a long time to get my strength back. But nothing that happened 
to me did Vail any harm. All my vitality went to him. Dr. Champagne 
said sometimes it happens that way. Vail weired more than Sybellc 
when they were bom and I nursed him, too, long enough to give him 
a good start.” 

Cresside was not speaking in a strangled voice any longer, but in a 
tone o£ fierce triumphant pride. Fabian bent his head so that fis face 
touched hers, and clasped her more closely in his arms. 

“You couldn’t have done all that, darling, no matter how much 
Merry helped you, if you hadn’t had tremendous courage and endur¬ 
ance yourself. If Vail ever finds out that you’re his mother, 1 e’ll be 
mighty proud of you.” 

“But he mustn’t ever find out! It would kill me if he did! We’ve 
taken every precaution that he shouldn’t! Who’d do such c cruel 
thing as to tell him?” 

“I don’t know. There are ab ut a dozen people in on this secret 
already, aren’t there? Well, there’s an old saying that it’s no secret 
that’s known to three. Sooner c r later there’s almost bound t( be a 
leak. I don’t mean an open scandal—I think you’re fairly safe from 
that. But some kind of an allusion to an old mystery—accidental, 
probably, rather than malicious. For instance, Vail might overhear a 
private conversation between persons who would have bitten out 
their tongues rather than betray your secret. But you’ve got to face 
the possibility that your son may know the truth, just the way you 
face everything else, Cresside.” 

Again he pressed his face to hers and tightened his embrace. 

“Except that hereafter I’m going to help you face that—and every¬ 
thing else,” he said. “But no matter how much I help, I can see it 
would be hard for you to leave Vail. I can’t imagine why I didn’t 
think of that before, because I’ve kept threshing over this whole situa¬ 
tion for months now. Of course, you know I’d be more than glad to 
have you bring him with you. But that would be a dead give away, 
that would set tongues wagging. You can’t undo everything you’ve 
done so far.” 

“Of course, I can’t. So, of course, I can’t marry you either.” 

“That doesn’t follow at all. As a matter of fact it would be a good 
thing for both of you if you left him.” 

“A good thing! If I left my own child!” 

“You don’t want him to know he’s your own child. You just said it 
would kill you if he found it out. Well then, naturally you want him 
to believe Merry’s his mother. You want him to believe you’re his 
aunt. I should think that would be easier all round if you weren’t in 
the house with him. As it stands you monopolize Vail, Cresside, you 
can’t help it. You always have. And he turns instinctively to you for 
everything he needs and wants. You feed him, you bathe him, you 
get him up in the morning and put him to bed at night, you sing to 
him and play with him. The first word he said wasn’t mama. It was 
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auntie. He doesn’t say mama yet. If you leave him, he cries for you, 
if he’s angry you pacify him, if he’s ailing, you soothe him. I’ve never 
seen the slightest sign that he relied on Merry, or that he missed 
her when she wasn’t around; I’ve never heard him chortle with 
glee when she appeared. Wouldn’t it be a good thing to start changing 
all that before he gets much older ? Answer me honestly, darling.” 

“I don’t know. Yes, I suppose it would. I hadn’t thought of it that 
way before.” 

“Well, won’t you? Of course, you’ll miss Vail terribly at first, if 
you leave him, and he’ll miss you, too—for a few days. But it won’t 
take him any longer than that to get used to a change if you go while 
he’s still a baby. And remember you wouldn’t be far from him any¬ 
way. You could come and see hihi whenever you liked. I suppose 
in the natural course of events you’d be at Belle Heloise every day 
or two, while I was at the office. And he’d look forward to your 
visits pretty soon—^his aunt’s visits. He wouldn’t ever think of you 
as the mother who went off and left him—^he’d think of you as the 
aunt who came to see him. He’d grow up believing Merry was his 
mother, the wgy you want him to, unless there were some mischance. 
And if there were, you’d still be near enough to explain. He’d grow 
up as Gervais d’Alvery’s first-born son, as Sybelle’s twin, as little 
Philogene’s elder brother. All that would mean a lot to him, Cresside, 
now and when he’s older, too.” 

“Yes, I know. It’s what I’ve wanted for him, it’s what I’ve tried to 
get for him. Only I thought I’d be here, too.” 

Her voice was trembling uncontrollably again. So were her hands. 
Fabian held these fast in his. 

“You will, whenever it’s best that you should,” he said reassuringly. 
“But it isn’t best all the time. Please believe me, Cresside. It isn’t best 
for the boy and it isn’t best for you. You oughtn’t to live the rest of 
your life as the outlier of the family circle, in the aftermath of a 
tragedy. You ought to have a home and a husband of your own and 
children you could acknowledge as your own. You’d be happy your¬ 
self if you did, and you’d give a lot of happiness, too.” He stopped, 
halted by his innate reluctance to voice his own desperate loneliness 
and his own overpowering need. But he knew now that he must do 
more than admonish her as a mentor; he must appeal to her as a 
.lover. “You don’t seem to know what it would mean to me to have 
you for my wife,” he said urgently. “You don’t seem to know what 
it would mean to me to have you for the mother of my son. But the 
truth is it would mean everything in the world. You’ve told me that 
you love me and I believed you. If that’s true, don’t you love me 
enough to marry me?” 
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PART VI 


^^Please Oh Jesus** 

EXTRACTS FROM GERVAIS D’ALVERY’S DIARY 


1921-1927 


**Hc planted, bought land, engaged in sports, and watched with 
a careful eye the inhabitants of his quarters. He religiously kept a 
diary in which he recorded the work of the plantation, the events 
of the day, and even his most private thoughts.” 

^From **Plantation Life in the Florida Parishes!*. ..As Reflected 
in the Diary of Bennet H. Barroom. 











PART VI 

^'Vlease Oh Jesus'* 

EXTRACTS FROM GEKVAIS D’ALVERY’S DLART 
1921-1927 




CHAPTER XXVI 

Aug. 20, *21. Heavy thunder showers In night. Clearing before day¬ 
break. At Fabian’s insistence planted samples of cane he brought from 
Washington in his suitcase. This is the so-called P.OJ. 234, initials 
standing for Proefstation Oest Java—an outlandish name for an alien 
product in which I have no confidence. Foresee it will be butt of much 
derision. Fabian knowing nothing about sugar can’t be convinced soil 
is worn out and that this experiment is just an empty gesture. Never 
saw him so stubborn about anything, however, and had to shut him 
up somehow. Personally I have more faith in new emergency tariff 
bill for which Ed Gay in Senate and Whit Martin in House have done 
so much. Without their efforts sugar would not have been included 
on dutiable list and if it can only stay there we may have prosperity 
yet. Mrs. Randall and Miss Mittie came to see Merry yesterday, admit 
now entirely out of money, have decided to move into storehouse Sept. 
1st. Mrs. R.’s attitude rather that she is conferring favor than that wc 
arc granting one, fear endless complications. Charles here for supper, 
Cresside actually civil to him. She looks better and seems happier than 
any time I can remember, hope she is coming to her senses at last. 
Philogene cut his first tooth today, weight 20 pounds stripped. 

Sept. 10, ’21. High winds. Storms threatening but fortunately passed 
by. Cane developing as well as can be expected considering diseased 
condition. Luigi Tramonte celebrated opening of his new fancy grocery 
store this evening. Philogene still teething, slight fever. Merry unwilling 
to leave him, but L. having made ^eat point of our coming I went with 
Cresside and Fabian. Found surprisingly large crowd assembled, among 






them “College” Cangelosi (now very prosperous, joked with Fabian 
about Victory Loan speech F. made to deaf mutes), Mayor Grouchy, 
Father Gardino, Police Officer Tony Lango and numerous customers 
including S. T. and C. B. Also several queer old men who tipped 
their hats when they came in but afterwards replaced these and kept 
them on, several buxom matrons with teen-aged daughters who went 
around introducing girls to everybody, numerous pregnant and nursing 
mothers, etc. Eating and drinking continuous, part of counter used 
for bar, large wooden tubs with mixer’s ice behind it, unlimited quanti¬ 
ties homemade wine and beer, also large glass bowls filled with Johnny 
Crooks, stage planks and sauerkraut candy, doubtless to recall L/s 
first source of success. Door open from store, where men mostly re¬ 
mained, into house where women congregated. Riccardo standing be¬ 
side door offered each guest upon entering paper flower, drenched 
with strong perfume. Table in dining room also decorated with paper 
flowers (which apparently Netta takes pride in making), covered with 
coarse lace cloth, laden with bottles of vermouth, Lacrima Christi, Asti 
Spumante, huge platters of chicken and spaghetti, also various Italian 
sweepmeats, pignolate, muscardini, rocotta, etc. Netta much bejeweled 
as usual presided in dining room, situated between up-to-date kitchen 
leading into store and garish living room beyond. Luigi beaming, tell¬ 
ing everyone days when he had to “study to make a nickel” now over 
and he can “afford to put on dog.” From present indications think he 
will probably end by putting on too much. 

Sept. 20, ’21. Continued good weather but cane not quite up to July 
promise and that none too good. A rather dull, dragging day at the 
State House, especially when Governor Parker appeared before the 
Agricultural Committee meeting over which I presided in the absence 
of the chairman, to raise hell about the Cameron Parish farmers not 
being reimbursed for the cotton they were not permitted to plant. Hope 
nobody goes after mosaic disease that way. Mrs. Randall and Miss 
Mittie now settled in upper part of storehouse. Constant coming and 
going during settling process has robbed me of all sense of peace and 
privacy in my office. Mrs. R. having discovered maman takes daily 
constitutional when able has decided it is her prerogative to do same 
though I do not think she ever heard of constitutional before coming 
here. Fabian came out early evening; stayed till midnight. Called on 
Mrs. R. and Miss Mittie in storehouse, as they declined to have dinner 
with us. Brought Cresside present of cocker puppy named Maud sired 
by Belizaire. Made astounding statement he and C. are engaged and 
talked to maman, who took it calmly, for hours on subject. C.’s be¬ 
havior as usual extremely baffling. Denies engagement but upon being 
pressed admits attachment, so things look worse than ever for Charles 
after all. C. seems as delighted with puppy as if F. had given her dia¬ 
mond necklace. 
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Oct. 3, *21. That loud-mouthed draft dodger from Shreveport, Huey 
Long, surrendered to the Sheriff at the courthouse this morning 
after Governor Parker had sworn out two charges of criminal 
libel against him day before yesterday. Long had distributed to all our 
desks in the House sometime before we met a typically crazy mimeo¬ 
graphed circular that I understand he typed and mimeographed him¬ 
self up in the Railroad Commission offices the night before, sayijxg that 
the Standard Oil Company controlled Parker, dictated his polic: es and 
made him distribute patronage at its orders. Apparently all thatbased 
on is the appointment of Hunter Leake’s son to be superintem ent of 
Charity Hospital in New Orleans, and I believe one notarial c( mmis- 
sion issued to my fellow Repre^sentativc Teddy McGiehan of t le 4th 
Ward. This will put Father’s old friend Judge Harney Brunot in an 
awkward position since, I am t Id, he will hear the criminal c iarges 
without a jury so that he will he unable to pass the buck to i ayone 
else. For my part, they can put Long under the jail instead ol in it. 

Oct. 7, *21. Sudden cold spell; cane ripening rapidly. Shall hive to 
start grinding ahead of schedule if it continues to mature at present 
rate. Everybody so interested in legislative investigation of Jefferson 
Parish Sheriff and the Giant-Yankee World Scries that no one paid 
much attention today to a motion to draft impeachment proceedings 
against the entire Railroad Commission—Huey Long, John T. Michel 
and Shelby Taylor. Those three had it hot and heavy in the House 
last night, calling each other liar till the rafters rang. Tonight Fabian 
actually did bring Cresside diamond necklace, putting it on at dinner 
table in front of us all, kissed back of her .neck when he fastened it. 
C. neither mocked nor repulsed him but sat very still, hands trembling, 
tears in her eyes, then after a few minutes excused self and left table. 
F. remained seated through meal, made himself unusually agreeable, 
told maman she had better begin to make plans for a wedding, which 
maman seems perfectly willing to do. Disappeared immediately after 
dinner, apparently knew where to look for C., brought her to 
gargonniire for nightcap around eleven. I feel sure F. is wasting time 
and effort. Merry docs not agree with me, have avoided discussing 
subject with maman as have no desire to start useless argument. 

Oct. 31, ’21. Weather unseasonably warm. Cane too green in conse¬ 
quence. Sugar down to 6.9 cents. Don’t sec how we can hang on if 
this keeps up. Continual trouble with bastard grains in spite of every 
care. Bringing masse cuite to higher temperature and adding more 
sugar has failed to eliminate them. Finally had whole mbeture pumped 
back to pan floor, completely rcmclting and rccrystallizing. Lost six 
hours in process. Beginning to‘believe Merry’s superstition justified. 
Semmes Walmsley and his crowd now up in Kansas City arc going to 
try to get our Legion Convention for New Orleans next year. Hope to 
attend if he succeeds, as I have not been to New Orleans for any kind of 
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outing since Merry and I went June of last year. Rumor circulating 
that Mrs. Hathaway has cancer but that she will not consent to opera¬ 
tion. Have not paid much attention to it owing to preoccupation with 
our own troubles. Creassy has had second stillborn baby, mourning 
general in both quarters and Big House. Feel genuinely sorry for her 
and Amen. 

Feb. 15, *22. Sugar now down to 6.40. Impossible to cover cost of 
harvesting at this figure. Continued rain has kept work at standstill for 
nearly a month. Apparently over at last. Low temperature welcome, 
has stopped sprouting of seeds in windrows. Spring planting should 
be completed by end of month. Daily constitutionals taken by maman 
and Mrs. Randall continue to be source of strain which gets on my 
nerves. Mrs. R. persists in starting walk at one end of pergola at 
maman s habitual hour for starting at other, so they meet by sun dial 
in center, bow and pass without speaking, maman very busy with her 
beads and Mrs. Randall with her Bible. Believe maman would willingly 
unbend if Mrs. R. were not so openly hostile. Miss Mittie very helpful 
generally with children, however, and has already taught Vail some 
of his letters from the plantation bell. Fabian out this evening as usual, 
announced he was starting unexpectedly for Mexico on Monday in 
behalf of client who has large interests in silver mine near Taxco, 
State of Guerrero. Possibility that something may also develop in tin 
as side issue, big commission apparently in offing. Wish I had his luck. 
F. urged Cresside to marry him immediately and go with him to 
Mexico City for honeymoon. She declined as I knew she would but 
appearance indicates she has been crying since he went home. 

April 22, ’22. Stalks of P.O.J. planted back of Angus Holt’s garden 
have all survived winter well and are now sprouting. As I foresaw, 
most planters of my acquaintance maintain scoffing attitude and say 
initials mean “Poor Old Jones,” but Fm beginning to think skeptics 
may be wrong and Fabian right about eventual success of experiment. 
Young cane up to fair stand everywhere, field work in active progress, 
fields tolerably clean. River very high, however, threatening floods. 
May be necessary to divert labor to strengthening levee which would 
have material effect on crop. All levees in this district arc now patrolled, 
men stationed every half mile. This evening Lou Ida served hot dew¬ 
berry pie with whipped cream for first time this season. Luscious dish. 
Girls will start maldng jam tomorrow as bushes along River Road 
are now laden with berries. These are certainly our biggest lagniappe 
crop. Fabian writes he is going to Bolivia via Vera Cruz, Yucatan 
and Panama, then down West Coast. Purpose of trip to secure 
services of Bolivian tin expert for his client as interests have de¬ 
veloped along desired lines. Urges Cresside to meet him in Mexico 
City and marry him there and has written to all the rest of us 
stressing advantages of such a plan and saying that surely one of us 



could arrange to accompany her. F. knows quite well that I cannot 
leave plantation at this season and that Merry cannot leave the children 
at any season. Preposterous to assume that maman could make the trip. 

May 10, ’22. Cloudy. All levees remain intact and river here checks 
only slight rise in last 24 hours. No new weakness has been reported 
on either side of river for several days and I’m beginning to think worst 
is over, but we have sure gone through perilous period in laj t few 
weeks with constant rains intensifying flood danger and diflSci Ity of 
pushing work on levee fast enough. Break at Medora narrowly a' erted, 
another at Mark prevented only by timely warning of guard and quick 
collection of 200 men who went : mmediately to work. Service oi local 
Red Cross committee organized i Dr relief in addition to my own work 
and personal responsibilities has kept me humping night and d^ yr and 
even menace of crevasse has not kept my mind wholly off fir. incial 
troubles, for interest on mortgage is due next week. Shall have o ask, 
maman lor money from her private funds in order to meet it. Hate 
hke poison to do diis and fear I have taken my feelings out on Merry. 
Her attitude remains calm and cheerful about everything. She is so 
sure we will come through all right in the end that I cannot help 
deriving some courage from her attitude. Sight of maman and Mrs. 
Randall silently pacing back and forth in pergola, respectively en¬ 
grossed in beads and Bible, still constant source of minor irritation to 
me, however, and I feel Cresside should recognize fact Fabian is orphan 
one of his chief merits. His old friend Preston Vichnair died yester¬ 
day, Cresside helping with funeral arrangements as she did in case of 
Max Stoetzner, 

June 19, ’22. Finally making some headway about grassy condition 
of fields caused by excessive rain and lack of attention during high 
stage of river but now evident we shall be at least three weeks late in 
laying by. I am getting more than I bargained for in this legislative 
business. All they are talking about now is horse racing, anyway. What 
with the regular session of 1920, the long special session of last fall, 
and the present regular session, I am being swamped with politics. 
This will be my last term unless I change my mind, as I probably will. 
I suppose the Governor feels the same way, in view of that mess at 
Amite in the trial over those six Italians for the third time on the 
murder charge. But Parker promised those people if they would refrain 
from violence against the six, he would see that the courts took the 
proper course. Luigi Tramonte out to see me. Much excited over trial. 
Claims Italians never get a square deal. F. writes from Bolivia he 
will be back in Mexico next month. Again urges Cresside to meet him 
there and to everyone’s amazement maman has offered td go with her. 
Think C is wavering after all. Wonders will never cease. 

Sept. 21, *22. Nights cool, days dry and warm. Three pieces of P.O.J. 
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originally planted back of Angus Holt’s garden have now increased to 
six stalks and are ready for replanting. Reasonably sure we shall find 
a better name for them than Poor Old Jones. Vail and Sybellc at last 
on mend after terrific siege with measles caught Lord knows where. 
All possible complications. Dr. Champagne says Cresside’s devoted 
nursing largely responsible for satisfactory recovery and she frequently 
expresses thankfulness that disease struck week before instead of week 
after she was planning to go to Mexico. Philogene in midst of light case 
naturally caught from others. No anxiety concerning his condition. 
Merry and I are curiously awaiting next move of Fabian’s, due back 
end of month. Cresside has used children’s illness as pretext for refusing 
altogether to see Charles. 

Oct. 7, ’22. Cloudy, showers, cooler. Dove hunt back of levee yes¬ 
terday great success, hundreds of them flying into barrow-pit just 
before sundown. Beautiful sight and wonderful shot. High-speed sport, 
lucky I took my automatic. Doves came in so fast lead had to be 
greatly increased. Crowd came back to house with me for supper. 
Plan announced in morning paper to extend present city limit of 
Baton Rouge through amendment to charter by Governor with advice 
of Attorney General. City has doubled in size since last extension, 
showing real progress in our capital. Children now entirely recovered 
from measles, lively as crickets, but Fabian has not yet returned from 
Mexico. No direct word from him in several weeks, but his client 
writes he has been quite ill and this has caused delay. Can see Cresside 
is extremely anxious about him, evidently in her concern for Vail she 
overlooked fact Fabian might also need her. Maud’s first litter of 
puppies born late last night after supper party had broken up. Cresside 
acted as solicitous midwife but everything went well. Three males, one 
female. None black, which will be disappointment to Fabian, as he 
keeps hoping to get one that will look Uke Belizaire. 

Nov. 20, ’22. Cloudy and cool. Letter from Parker now in Washing¬ 
ton expresses satisfaction over conferences with Harding on alleged 
interstate Klan activities and hopefulness for help from Department 
of Agriculture in making grounds of new University veritable botanical 
garden. Have just discovered that Cato has been using cart borrowed 
ostensibly to haul stove wood to his cabin after knocking off work to 
take sugar out to back of purgery and make profitable sale to boot¬ 
legger. Difhcult to discipline properly considering his* value to me. 
Fabian appeared unexpectedly from Mexico, looks badly but seems 
in good spirits, warmly welcomed by Cresside who now unreservedly 
admits engagement. So Merry wins again. Obviously C. has greatly 
missed F. and lately been much worried about him besides. Went with 
them to find maman who was walking in pergola, where Fabian by 
confronting her and Mrs. Randall simultaneously forced them to recog¬ 
nize each other’s existence, another triumph for him. F. says he has 
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received cable announcing death in Penang of his late client and our 
former neighbor Mary Surclifle who obtained legal separation from 
Englishman she married but has nevertheless traveled over world for 
years on British passport taking enormous quantities of luggage and 
much valuable jewelry with her. Penang police do not know what to 
do with body or property, yet so far have declined to deal with any 
other officials, claiming lack of authority. F. who is named as executor 
foresees many complications. 

Dec. 19, ’22. Colder but fair. Frost to coast. Temperature 24 tc 28 in 
the north between sugar and trucking region. Went quail h inting 
early this morning, returned w th full bag which will go w 11 for 
Sunday breakfast. Hope to get i i another hunt New Year s E\ ! day. 
Smallpox has developed in city ail, new Parish jail opened on Tues¬ 
day, prisoners from other jails w. 1 be brought to Baton Rouge. ! 'arker 
returning to city Sunday, states :ie will not try to deal with cc nplex 
situation in Highway Commis ion, precipitated by resignati )n of 
Buie, until more pressing work is done. Complications forese m by 
Fabian regarding Mary Surcliffi s estate seem to be increasing Will 
cannot be probated in Penang bee ause this was not M.’s legal resi lence. 
English solicitor F. has consulteil by cable gives cheerful infornation 
it cannot be probated in London either because of insufficient property 
and doubtful residence there and does not see how it can be probated 
elsewhere either! F. is inclined to take less gloomy view and meanwhile 
has applied for probate of will in Baton Rouge. Penang police, who 
finally had to do something, cremated poor M. thus eliminating problem 
of shipping body. 

Jan. 5, ’23. Cool and cloudy. Izzy advertising he will serve wonderful 
$1.00 dinner on Sunday, 12 noon to 9 p.m. Shall try to persuade Merry 
to go in to town with me for that much of an outing after Mass. Great 
excitement hereabouts over alleged masked-band outlawry in More¬ 
house Parish and specifically over the kidnapping and alleged slaying 
of Watt Daniel and T. F. Richards, whose headless bodies were found 
in Lake Lafourche. Fabian has obtained probate Mary Surcliffe’s 
will in Baton Rouge, also through Goldenberg have got bank here to 
persuade Penang police to turn M.’s jewelry and other property over 
to Dutch bank there pending his arrival on scene, as he has decided to 
leave immediately taking one of Dollar Line boats which circum¬ 
navigate globe stopping at 21 ports Penang among them. This time 
does not request but demands that Cresside go with him and I 
believe she will consent. She has devoted much time lately to making 
Pascal Tremblet’s last days comfortable and happy, he passed away 
peacefully yesterday so the story of our own Musketeers has ended. 

Feb. 6, ’23. Cresside and Fabian married in parlor this afternoon, 
Merry’s condition providing ample excuse for very quiet wedding. 
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Family and servants only persons present. However, to please maman 
C. wore beautiful old brocade dress from Evaline Estrade’s trousseau 
instead of traveling outfit as she had originally intended and looked 
lovely. Vail and Sybellc, acting as attendants, did remarkably well, 
Vail carrying ring on cushion, Sybelle holding bride’s bouquet of 
camellias from Angus Holt’s garden. C. and F. left immediately after 
ceremony for New Orleans where they will take crescent limiteih 
for New York City, embarking next week on President Harrison of 
Dollar Line for first lap of round the world trip. Leave-taking in¬ 
evitably painful but tactfully curtailed by F. V. keeps asking for C. 
but not unhappily and Miss Mittie’s doing a fine job with him. She 
and Mrs. Randall attended wedding and Mrs. R., after weeping 
copiously, actually spoke to maman so I hope ice is broken at last, 
indoors at least, though C. and F. will have a chilly ride for mantle 
of snow covers most of Dixie and colder weather is coming up tonight. 
More than 400 cases of flu in Baton Rouge which, according to telegram 
just received from George Favrot, has been ranked as 7th port in U. S. 
by Shipping Bureau. Status due entirely to shipments from here by 
Standard Oil. Wish to heaven I had some share in this prosperity. 

Mar. 17, ’23. Baby girl born 4 a. m. I have insisted on naming her 
for her mother, but am using French form, Joyeuse, to avoid confusion. 
M. had her usual easy time, but poor baby got cold welcome as far as 
weather is concerned, for she arrived in a killing freeze, the latest we 
have ever had at B. H. First time I have ever known old saying to prove 
false that after leaves appear on pecan trees spring is really here and 
all danger of freeze is over. Weather predictions are for still another 
within next 24 hours, followed by heavy rains. Cold has effectually 
set back crop, and I am much concerned about stubble. Radiogram re¬ 
ceived from Fabian and Cresside who had just left San Francisco for 
Hawaii after delightful trip through Canal with brief stopovers at 
Havana and Panama. 

May 20, ’23. Nothing but rain rain rain since April 1st, and rainfall 
now so heavy that all fields are flooded and all rows flat. Grass has 
obtained tremendous advantage for shortage of labor gone to Standard 
Oil has made it impossible to fight this successfully even in brief in¬ 
tervals between rains when field work could be done. Impossible to 
meet interest on mortgage even with maman*s help and shall have to 
borrow more money or risk losing place. Immediate need $20,000 which 
I believe Goldenberg will let me have to protect original loan as I 
doubt if he could get $100,000 for plantation as market now stands. 
Outlook is sure dark but Merry continues to be calm and confident 
and keeps finding new ways to cut corners and reduce expenses all 
without complaint. Mrs. R. acting more and more like a human being 
which is another mercy as is excellent health of all three children. Vail 
still asks for Cresside but less and less frequently and is devoted to 
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Miss Mittic. Just received long letter from Cresside written in Penang 
where Fabian has succeeded in straightening out Mary Surclific's 
tangled affairs before worst of heat has set in. C. still feels China most 
interesting of countries of which they have had brief glimpses# Now 
that chief (admitted) purpose of trip is accomplished C. and F. arc 
planning to retrace their steps slightly to visit Sumatra and Java then 
continue to Ceylon dividing time until fall among mountain *csorts 
where they can be cool and comfortable. Obviously no financi 1 em¬ 
barrassments for them and I gataer no prospects of increase in amily 
cither. 

Aug. 1, ’23. Checking my ditches today during Intervals be :wcen 
downpours, find main canal ca\ ed in, several lateral ditches st )pped 
up. Have everybody including ti!amsters diverted to work thei and 
will have to keep the men doing this for several weeks. Charles and I 
went sounding for loggerhead : urtles in swamp back of plar :ation 
this evening, Amen paddling pi ogue. Came back with 6 altoj ^ther, 
the largest measuring over 3 ft. m length. We shall have turtle soup 
from now on as long as we want it and shall have lots of m .*at to 
give away besides. Delicious food, no one could ask for better, perhaps 
we can get our minds off the rain for a few hours if we invite in 
some friends to share it with us. Have suggested this to Merry, as 
it is a long time since we have had any company, and she is now 
making plans for an informal party. 

Sept. 1, ’23. Creassy has at last given birth to healthy baby whom she 
persists in calling Dumps, why I don’t know, probably she doesn’t 
either. So litde cash on hand I was hard put to make expected present 
but have managed by giving up a 5 dollar gold piece 1 have carried 
for luck ever since I can remember. Rains have now lasted five months 
and we have the sorriest looking crop seen on this date at B. H. Stubble 
particularly poor as I foresaw. Cane not already laid by abandoned 
to work out its own salvation in combat with grass. Goldenberg sent 
for me today. Told me client whose name he wifi not divulge had tried 
to buy mortgage on B. H, at discount. Board of Directors has declined 
to accept offer because it would involve considerable loss to bank but 
he has warned me time may come when such loss might represent 
lesser of two evils in opinion of Board. Have promised Merry that if 
this happens I will appeal to Fabian for help but personally am so 
completely discouraged am almost ready to let place go rather than 
struggle any further. 

Sept. 11, ’23. Rain still continues unabated. That earthquake in Japan 
must be something dreadful. Thankful Fabian and Cresside got safely 
out of there last spring. I hate to think of all those people being killed, 
and yet, somehow, I never could bring myself to trust any Jap I ever 
met. Three candidates have formally announced today for the Gov- 
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crnorship. Our own Henry Fuqua from whom I have bought prac¬ 
tically every piece of hardware at Belle Heloisc, budley Guilbeau from 
Opelousas, and that unbelievable clown Huey Long, who was 30, 
years old on August 30th, and celebrated it by getting drunk and an¬ 
nouncing for Governor, The gossip is Parker will support his own 
Lieutenant Governor, Hewitt Bouanchaud. I’m going to run again, 
but for the Senate this time. Naturally I’ll support our Baton Rouge 
candidate, Henry Fuqua. Luigi Tramonte out early evening with his 
son Riccardo, remarkably handsome boy, to whom both Vail and 
Sybelle appear to have taken great fancy. L. says this will be his last 
trip down River Road as he has now hired a man to drive his truck. 
Encouraged by success with fancy grocery store in Baton Rouge he 
is opening branch establishment in Opelousas. 

Dec. 25, ’23. Grinding finished yesterday with no celebration beyond 
lighting usual Christmas bonfires on levee. Lord knows there was 
nothing to celebrate as far as sugar is concerned. Yield was low at 
outset of grinding and continued so, campaign has lasted only 44 
days altogether. Believe I will plan a snipe hunt for Sunday to 
get my mind off my troubles. Dr. Champagne here today to see 
children who now all have chicken pox another obstacle to Christ¬ 
mas festivities. Apparently there is a Santa Claus, however, bc- 
causc^s matters stand I’m already good as elected. A good thing R. J. 
did not run, as he likely could have pinned back my ears, which might 
have been the best thing that could have happened to me. The Klan 
issue is making the campaign unusually bitter. Cable of holiday greet¬ 
ings from Fabian and Cresside. They are spending Christmas season 
in Holy Land which apparently surpasses their every expectation, but 
Cresside is “not well.” I wonder? 

Jan. 15, ’24. Fair, light freeze. There will have to be a run off be¬ 
tween Bouanchaud and Fuqua. Bouanchaud led in yesterday’s primary, 
but most of the Long vote will go to Fuqua, who is, therefore, almost 
certain to win. Long got a surprising vote, however, more than 70,000. 

I think this looks ominous. My own election was fairly one-sided. 
Charles very helpful and friendly throughout campaign. Still sorry I 
did not get him for a brother-in-law. Children all well. Phil and 
Joyeusc coming along nicely, both getting better looking all the time 
though neither is a beauty like Sybelle. She and Vail will be four 
years old tomorrow. Small party planned to celebrate. Vail suggested 
we invite Riccardo Tramonte which of course I declined to do. He 
ceitainly takes strange fancies. Maud has produced another fine litter 
of puppies but no black ones among them. Unusual piece of luck^ 
today. Killed an alligator 9 ft. 4 in. long with 3d shot. Distributed al¬ 
most 300 lbs. reddish coarse-grained meat in quarters. 

April 15, ’24. Generally fair. Cooler. Letter today from Fabian and Cres- 
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side, now leaving shortly for home as they are “expecting” in mid-sum¬ 
mer. However they have spent several weeks in and near Naples and 
in Rome. Met Luigi Tramonte on Third Street yesterday and he stopped 
me to say he had also heard from C. and F., telling him they had looked 
up his people, tickled to death with this attention. He now owns two 
trucks and is opening branch store in Lafayette as one in Opelousas is 
doing so well. He had just come from bank where I gathered h t had 
made substantial deposit. I was on my way there to arrange furtb zr ex¬ 
tension of mortgage and borrow money to pay interest. Am cei ;ainly 
getting deeper and deeper invohed all the time, nevertheless c innot 
help feeling increasing interest aroused by our experiments is b peful 
sign. Busy all day with visiting planters from west side who have icard 
about remarkable progress we arc making with our experime ;ts in 
P.O.J. and who asked to look at cane and examine tests we are m. king. 

July 1, *24. Interest in our experiments with Java cane continues :o in¬ 
crease, several hundred planters from all 11 sugar parishes hav¬ 
ing now visited Belle Heloise to sec what we are doing, and deri¬ 
sion with which our efforts were first greeted is now obviously 
on decline. Negroes beginning to refer to P.O.J. as “Please Oh J isus.” 
Personally feel designation much more apt than “Poor Old Jones.*’ 
Must admit Fabian shows considerable forebearance in not saying I told 
you so, but he is so overjoyed at birth of baby daughter and Cresside’s 
satisfactory convalescence after long hard pull that his mood is mel¬ 
lower than I have ever seen it before. After some discussion child has 
been named Frances Isabelle after first owner of B. H. and maman, who 
is making much more of her than she ever did of any of my children. 
These are all delighted with their little cousin and behaved very well 
at christening, of which Fabian made quite an event for a self-labeled 
agnostic, though I have not heard him saying much about that cither 
of late. 

July 27. Need of rain very widespread and acute. Anxiety as to 
outcome of crop is universal and justified, cold and backward spring 
and abnormally dry summer having both affected it disastrously. No 
longer any hope of retrieving lost ground, even if plentiful rains 
should come now. Wish I could afford one of the new Buick motors 
which really do have “every feature to please customer” as announced 
by company, but I might as well wish for the moon. The poor old ’20 
bus will have to carry us around a while longer. Just heard of Rand’s 
discovery that snails cause root rot; this may provide hopeful future 
if we can control snails, though whole picture looks pretty black. 
Lack of pasture and drinking water for cattle constitutes serious 
menace. Dr. Champagne here today to see Merry, who is not 
doing so well as on previous pregnancies, reports Mrs. Hathaway’s 
days undoubtedly numbered. Operation was unsuccessful because too 
long postponed and great suffering is apparently inevitable during final 
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stages of disease. Maman planning to visit her regularly and seems 
genuinely saddened by impending loss of old friend but I am much 
more concerned about Merry who should have more care. Greassy 
preoccupied with Dumps and expecting another baby herself no 
longer of much use to Merry, as I foresaw when Creassy and Amen 
got married. C— will not even help with preserving as she and A— 
both subscribe to old superstition that fumes from boiling fruit and 
sugar bring on miscarriage, in fact she lays her last mishap to these— 
Amen who describes C’s condition as ''comme (i, comme qa** also 
neglecting his work for me, fair more interested in thriving through 
surreptitious business he is doing in love powders, conjures, etc. Seems 
to be succeeding Luigi Tramonte as most popular peddler among 
Negroes on River Road though with different set of wares, and whole 
thing started when drummer passing through happened to drop a 
dream book and a circular of charms which Amen picked up. 

Sept. 15, ’24. Mrs. Hathaway died of cancer this morning, maman 
went to make visit of condolence, found Cresside already there making 
herself generally useful, apparently quite without self-consciousness. 
Funeral tomorrow, Fabian will be one of pallbearers and so shall 1. 
Feel unable to refuse, but am not sorry Merry’s condition provides 
excuse for non-attendance. Continued drought. Parched fields present 
pitiful appearance. Red rot and root rot both prevalent, Rand’s dis¬ 
covery that snails cause latter made too late to save this season’s crop. 
Unless we get relief from drought fall planting useless because of dry 
ground. Nevertheless increasing numbers of planters continue to come 
here to see our cane and examine our tests in P.O.J., and I find there 
is widespread study of experiments being started by Office of Sugar 
Plant Investigations and reports on successful efforts made in other 
sugar-producing territories to meet same prices Louisiana is facing 
today. This intelligent interest is naturally very gratifying, but I get 
the biggest lift of all from the Negroes. It really does something for 
me every time I hear that chant of “Please Oh Jesus” in the fields. 

Nov. 1, ’24. In spite of continued drought have gone ahead with 
fall. planting, not knowing what else to do. Have decided to start 
grinding what cane we have. Lord knows not much. Hathaway shut 
down, no planting, no grinding, Tremaines away for indefinite ab¬ 
sence. Looks like beginning of end there. Hackberry also shut down, 
but think Charles will stage comeback since he has the money to lose, 
but says he won’t butt his head against a stone wall any longer. Be¬ 
lieve he is not sorry to get away too, and his manager, Seaver, is the 
right sort and will look after everything in the owner’s absence, which 
is more than I can say for Blood. River Road almost deserted now 
except for us. Not enough interested in national election Tuesday to 
take my mind off my own troubles. I shall vote for Davis, of course, 
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but hope Coolidge gets in, of which there is very little doubt. This is 
the first national election in which women play a part. Merry can’t 
get out to vote and naturally maman did not even register, but Cresside 
says she will go to the polls as often as she can talk men into letting 
her do so. Fabian apparently still enjoys her persiflage more than I 
ever did. 

Nov. 20, ’24. Hurry call to Big House, Merry taken sudderly in 
labor. Did not stop to wash syrup off my hands before going t) her 
room, she saw these still dripping, cried out she hoped no son oJ hers 
would ever be a sugar planter. U:terance wholly unlike her, dou )tless 
due to shock of pains which came abnormally hard and fast. I very- 
thing soon over, and though badh torn by rapidity of birth M. ij now 
resting quietly after tearfully tel mg me how deeply she regret; her 
outburst. We have another fine Urge boy, are naming him Fn agois 
Estrade after first owner of B. H. but shall probably call him Frai chot.* 
Wish prospects of supporting large family now have were somt ivhat 
brighter but outlook could hardl/ be worse. Predicament of pk nters 
acute. 1920 hit us with a lead pipe and 1923 stuck a knife into u» but 
1924 has blown us up with dynamite, and terrible as it is, the dre ught 
won’t keep us from high water next January, so I’m thankful the 
Levee Board down in New Orleans is getting busy on a spillway below 
the city. Maybe that will teach the rest of our people and the people 
in Washington some sense, especially Ransdell, who still clings to the 
‘levee only” theory of flood control 

Dec. 15, ’24. Finished grinding today, again no celebration, even less 
cause for it than last year. Campaign lasted only 38 days. Acreage 
planted to sugar has been steadily decreasing. Nevertheless am amazed 
to find from records that more than 2,000 planters have visited B. H. 
this year to sec our experiments and I realize that our general standing 
in State has never been higher. Too bad our financial status cannot 
compare favorably with this unexpected prestige, but Merry insists it 
will yet. Franchot thriving. Other children devoted to him, but Merry 
failing to recover her strength and slight operation may be necessary 
to repair damage done at baby’s birth. Fear we shall not have a very 
merry Christmas this year, though I have succeeded in purchasing a 
radio for Merry, which she greatly desired. Unfortunately the New 
Orleans stations do not come in clearly, though we have no difliculty 
with other parts of Louisiana much further away. Vida Pelayo, one 
of our Baton Rouge girls, has been crowned the most beautiful coed 
at L.S.U. Wish Merry were well enough to do the honors for the 
family, but have asked maman and Cresside to attempt them in her 
place. Charles has invited me to the camp he has acquired in the 
marsh below Lake Arthur for duck hunting during the holidays and 
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Merry insists I should accept invitation pn account of valuable contacts 
with other guests. However, much as 1 should enjoy it I hesitate to go, 
partly because I do not think I should leave home just now and 
partly because I do not feel I can afford high stakes at poker games 
which I know will actually occupy more time than shooting. 

Mar. 27, *25, Cloudy, showers. Stalks of P.O.J. now Vz to 2 feet high. 
Whole field of this now planted next to field of native cane, cultivation 
and fertilization exactly same, but looking down rows, striking differ¬ 
ence between two immediately evident. Native cane shows pale dotted 
line, P.O.J. thick green line. Also stubble of new varieties much thicker, 
more uniform and taller in growth than plant cane of old varieties, 
remarkable showing. Two-yearold stubble of P.O.J. has amazing 
growth, indicating heavy harvest. Row of two-year-old stubble of old 
variety left alongside test piece does not show a single sprout. Still 
feel Fabian is most forebearing not to say “1 told you so!” and am 
thankful for Frances Belle’s opportune appearance on scene for my 
sake as well as his. 

April 15, ’25. Fair. No change in temperature. Experimentation in 
connection with disease- and pest-^limination work now well under 
way. At suggestion of Dr. R. D. Rand, am making tests with dichlor- 
benzehc to see if it will not destroy snails causing red rot. If this does 
not do trick, we will try something else. Also making studies of 
other tests and fungus growth. Laboratory costing $7500.00 paid for 
by sugar industry will shortly be erected. Have placed 52 acres at B. H. 
at disposal of Dr. Brandes’ dept. In this tract will be tried canes evolved 
at Canal Point and imported varieties to see if they will produce well 
under Louisiana conditions. Work has already begun, 200 varieties 
have been received and are being closely watched. Most have already 
indicated unsuitability for Louisiana conditions, but several have pos¬ 
sibilities. P.O.J. has now been distributed in limited amounts to lead¬ 
ing planters throughout state, selling for $110 a ton as against $5 for 
ordinary cane. All this will be used for seed plots throughout sugar 
parishes and resulting seed should permit cane to be planted on com¬ 
mercial basis next year. Sylvestre back at Hathaway, Charles at Hack- 
berry, both apparently ready to go on again now I have proved it can 
be done. Seaver has kept Hackberry in good shape but Blood has let 
everything run at Hathaway while running round himself with 
those Renos. 

Sept. 22, ’25. Cloudy. Everyone Is looking forward to cooler weather 
after steamy days. Objections arc being raised to new types of cane 
because these are smaller in diameter and have thicker fiber than old 
types. Do not feel these objections valid, as tonnage is there, new cane 
being considerably taller than old, and sugar content is there, as 
proved by figures. After all, it is sucrose wc arc after, not geometrical 
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proportions. Granted new cane may be harder than old to crush, this 
problem has been met in Puerto Rico and Argentina, so believe wc 
could meet it here. At worst, it only involves minor mill changes in¬ 
cluding installation of knives ahead of crusher. Miss Mittie has opened 
up old schoolhouse and started Sybelle and Vail with regular lessons, 
Phil of course tagging along after them. It seems good to sre old 
building in use again and I don’t believe children could have a better 
teacher. Mrs. Randall now as devoted as maman to all of thei i but 
especially to Joyeuse and Franc hot who of course need her most. 
Merry is right, things do have a way of working out. 

Nov. 15, *25. Wakened from ^ound sleep last night by loud roar, 
jumped out of bed, as I was rushi'ig out of doors met Plauche wh ) said 
everything o.k. at our factory b .t feared long-expected acciden : had- 
occurred at Hathaway. Joined by Sance and Dupuy, drove down River 
Road and into alUe top speed in pouring rain, could not see an) :hing 
at first as place was in darkness except for glimmer of flashlight. and 
torches used by workers searching in wreckage, but could hear N( groes 
wailing and shouting above esc; ping steam. Eventually came ip to 
mixed throng surrounding entrance to mill, met Blood cominj out 
who told me about casualties, which include two poor little darkies 
carrying midnight lunch to their father, a bagasse burner, seriously 
injured along with several others. Five deaths altogether. Boiler shell 
had gone through roof of factory, landed on tc')p of cane pile. Most hor¬ 
rible catastrophe I ever heard of in this wretched business. Asking for 
Sylvestre, was told I would find him in office, went there to offer 
assistance and found him frantically looking for insurance records. 
Just like him, thinking of his miserable dollars instead of worrying 
about poor devils burned to death because of his criminal negligence 
and of their bereft families. Naturally said I would finish Hathaway 
crop at Belle Heloise, but this will not give work to all Sylvestre’s 
hands, much less cure the injured or bring dead back to life. Home at 
4 a.m., found Merry waiting up for me with hot coffee. Bet Sylvestre 
is catching hell from Regine right now instead of having sympathy and 
support with which I’m blessed. 

Nov. 19, ’25. Sylvestre here today on return from New Orleans, 
greatly upset because insurance company denies claim, referring him 
to letter written in July canceling boiler policy until installation of new 
valves. S. admits receiving and ignoring letter, got no sympathy from 
me. Father of two little children who were instantly killed has now died 
of burns himself, leaving widow and three other children whom I shall 
find ways to befriend though with Hathaway crop as well as my own 
to look after I’m hard pushed. Sylvestre and Regine leaving imme¬ 
diately for Europe to spend rest of winter, Blood in charge again, 
heU to pay. 
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Feb. 11, *26. Partly cloudy, rising temperature. Fabian and Cresside 
have gone to New Orleans for Momus Parade, opening Carnival 
season, will probably remain there several weeks as F. insists C. should 
have change and relaxation after devoting year and a half to baby 
tending. Merry has now spent six years in this way without respite 
and is beginning to show it, but she still insists she is all right and I 
can still see no way to make things easier for her. Don’t know what we 
should have done without Mrs. Randall and Miss Mittie after all. 

Feb. 26, ’26. Fair, warmer. Jack Frost arrived as scheduled Fri. nighljf 
and left thick white covering which dissolved in sun early Sat. a.m. 
Beautiful sight. Great excitement in quarters over Cato who “died” 
in current epidemic of flu which has hit us all but without exciting 
results except in his case. He had been growing steadily weaker after 
hard bout, then lost consciousness and was laid out in his funeral 
clothes by relatives who had been watching him all night. We have had 
many curious wakes at Belle Heloise but never one equal to this, for 
some 6 hrs. later he suddenly surprised mourners by coming to and 
thanking his lucky stars he had managed to rise up in time to tell them 
he wasn’t dead after all. Believe they regard his recovery with mixed 
emotions as plans were already under way for elaborate funeral which 
some of them would undoubtedly have enjoyed. Amen taking great 
credit Jor Cato’s cure, insists it is due to his charms and he has gained 
much added prestige as medicine man. 

March 16, ’26. Recent cold snap still unabated, light winds. Never 
have felt so much like giving Vail a good thrashing as I did today. 
Luigi Tramonte tactless enough to bring Riccardo out here with invita¬ 
tion for twins to take part in St. Joseph’s day celebration, helping to 
trim altar and remaining to eat at Saints’ table, Sybelle impersonating 
Blessed Virgin and Vail St. John. I naturally refused to let them do 
this, whereat Sybelle burst into tears and Vail was downright mutinous, 
saying he and S. would ride their ponies to town if they could not 
get there any other way. Seems Cresside made initial mistake in 
taking them to see this display on St. Joseph’s day last year, and they 
were entranced with fancy foodstuffs, decorated candles, elaborate 
bouquets and all other paraphernalia of this fantastic Italian celebra¬ 
tion. So the Tramontes promised them that they might take part in it 
this year. To make matters worse, I can see that both Cresside and 
Fabian think I am unreasonable in not indulging their whim, but I 
have got to put a stop to this childish infatuation somewhere or there’s 
no telling where it will end. 

May 11, *26. Fair and colder. 1926 session of legislature began yes¬ 
terday. Devoted striedy to routine business except for election by ac¬ 
clamation of Clark Hughes of Bossier Parish as Speaker House of 
Representadves. No other candidates. Senate and House both ad- 
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journed early. Governor’s message, read today, refers to sugar planters’ 
plight by saying ‘Vhatever can be done to help and strengthen our 
fellow citizens of the sugar district in the great disaster that has over¬ 
taken so fair a portion of our beloved state, I feel sure will be cheer¬ 
fully done.” Wish I shared his conviction. Ancient game of lobbying 
already in full swing, a number of prominent women among those 
moving about Capitol working both for and against Mothers’ Pcision 
Bill. Went to Ferd Claiborne’s cimp on False River for fish si pper 
with entire Senate Committee on Conservation. Caught last ferry back 
from Port Allen, after very hilai ious party. Ate 10 sac-a4ait n yself 
well washed down with cold bee r and did not begin to stow iway 
as much as many of my compa nions. Some discussion of per ding 
bills but conversation centered n.ostly on Long’s latest antics v hich 
are getting under everyone’s skin and on Richard Byrd’s feat in r :ach- 
ing pole by airplane. 

June 23, ’26. Partly cloudy. Laying by crop, find Sance has ^een 
careless in plugging quarter drains. Will get him to ride down each 
cut with me to show him drains not properly cleaned out. Don*: see 
how the fool expects to save crop this grinding, should we aave 
another rainy season like that of ’23. Neglecting work on plantation 
for duties at Capitol which are riding me. House killed luxury tax but 
will reconsider tomorrow due to change of one vote. As it stands calls 
for 10% tax on all forms of tobacco, cosmetics off. Cresside has been 
wisecracking about this, but general political situation does not pre¬ 
dispose me to much levity. Long continues his clowning, renting 
Community Club pavilion for purpose of holding public meeting to 
discuss Watson-William and Chef—^Rigolete bridge proposition only 
one of his innumerable freakish and extravagant gestures. He has 
repeatedly attacked Highway Commission and present state adminis¬ 
tration for stand on this bridge question but has now come in for his 
share of attack. Charges being hurled that he has made thousands 
of dollars from the blood of workingmen under present Accident 
Compensation Act. Fine fishing in barrow-pit now, took Vail down 
there with me about 4:30 Sunday, caught 6 bass before sundown, but 
lost biggest one which would have weighed at least 5 lbs. Vail caught 
2 himself, came home proud as punch, and had Lou Ida fry them 
separately for his supper and Sybelle’s. 

July 17, ’26. Summer resort weather still prevails, cool mornings 
and evenings. Largest number of laws ever enacted at session of 
legislature will become effective on 28th, i.e. 20 days after adjourn¬ 
ment. President of City National Bank has come out with this state¬ 
ment: “If a sugar planter when approaching my institution for a 
loan could show me that he is trying to carry out the practices of 
seed selection and thus guarding against root rot and mosaic infec¬ 
tion, as the University Sugar Experiment Station is doing, he would 
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find my bank in a receptive mood.” As this is exactly what I am doing 
it ought to facilitate extension of my notes, and in view of the fact 
that it is now almost impossible for the majority of Louisiana sugar 
planters to negotiate new loans, this statement should prove most 
significant to those who have doubted wisdom of my ways and 
should also act as inducement to many to attend field-day meeting at 
University Sugar Station on 20th. This evening Amen brought me 6 
frogs he caught last night with his own gig, never tasted anything 
better in my life than the legs, though as usual I had great difficulty 
persuading Lou Ida to cook them. She still insists they jump out of 
the pan. Have decided to go on a frog hunt myself tomorrow night 
and try my own luck, so I took my hip Boots in town today for patching 
and got additional batteries for my flashlight. 

Aug. 27, *26. Trying hard to stagger back on my feet after another 
knockout blow which has hit thousands besides myself. Wednesday 
weather bureau ordered area to take every precaution in view of 
hurricane advancing out of Gulf to East Louisiana and Thursday 
storm hit us hard. Miraculously Baton Rouge emerged with only 
minor injuries—^roofs lifted, trees uprooted, poles down, windows and 
doors smashed, etc. All Ill. Cen. trains New Orleans-Hammond under 
water, country around Port Alleh deluged. Many roads impassable, 
but Fabian got out here yesterday a.m. to tell me he and Cresside 
wcre^.k. and to report conditions generally and today I got to town 
myself. 5 known dead, several missing, property worth millions de¬ 
stroyed. Morgan City apparently faced hardest hit, virtually wiped 
out and farmers between B.R, and Hammond still fearful Amite 
River will overflow and flood their land. Cotton crop in north badly 
damaged, corn everywhere stripped and laid flat, pecan crop virtually 
destroyed, acres and acres of cane hopelessly flattened. With re¬ 
appearance of sun, however, P.O.J. has straightened itself up and 
shows every sign of surviving. Believe last remaining skeptics will 
be convinced by this spectacle and even that attitude of Federal Loan 
Bank towards planters may undergo change. This time Merry is the 
one saying I told you so and has gone out in the fields with me to 
look at extraordinary sight of upright rows gleaming in evening 
light. We sure have cause for thankfulness which few others around 
us possess and I am not unmindful of this in spite of general dis¬ 
couragement. 

Nov. 20, ’26. Temperature moderating but cloudy. Cato’s eldest son. 
Rush, went to work today as water boy. This is his first job and he 
is very proud of riding on the wagon and distributing buckets. 
Went deer hunting in the Morley swamps last Sunday, left Belle 
Heloise at 2 a.m., drove down River Road halfway to New Orleans, 
then went into swamps about 9 miles back of Blind River by boat. 
Placed on stand just before daylight, very tiresome as I could not 
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smoke or shoot the black squirrels I saw in trees. Two bucks killed that 
day, but neither driven over my stand. Hard walk back to boat, 
stepped in hole and went up to my shoulders in icy water. Like to 
freeze to death before I finally got home. 

Dec. 14, ’26. Temperatures all over South have tumbled sharply 
last 24 hrs. In and near Baton Rouge it is cool and cloudy. Lowest point 
of production in 60 years but upward swing seems in sight a last. 
Fabian and Cresside driving to New Orleans this week end for t le re¬ 
ception being given at the Orleam Club by Mrs. Syms for her dai ghter 
Marie Louise and will probably si ly over for the Airy dinner in ! onor 
of L. O. Broussard’s little girl Be ty. She was at Belle Heloise a good 
deal during her uncle’s attendan :e at the Constitutional Conve ition 
five years ago. It is hard to realize she has grown up. Wish Merr and 
I could go with C. and F. but it i < still out of question for us to ; aend 
money on pleasure. Merry canne: leave children anyway and I have' 
had no diversions either this year for even my bird hunting has ; ailed 
me. ’Possum hunts with Amen have constituted my only amusei lent, 
Lord knows not much of one, 

Apr. 15, ’27. Good Friday. Maman insisted on going to town for 
3 hr. service against my advice for though high winds of early morning 
had much abated before noon and levees are holding around here 
heavy rains continue and news that Plaquemine locks have caved in 
indicates serious situation. Sandbagging has brought about quick 
results but with water at new maximum almost 2 feet in excess of that 
in 1922 we must expect further trouble. 

Apr. 25, ’27. Weather bureau predicts 48.5 feet water at Baton Rouge 
by May 18 which by far shatters all previous records. Plans being made 
here for emergency. Red Cross appeal to be announced. Committee 
of 8, myself among them, named as result of conference when all civic 
and commercial organizations and Parish and city government repre¬ 
sentatives met last night. Secretary Hoover and Maj. Gen. Jadwin, 
Chief of Army Engineers, arriving at Memphis last night on way 
South, outlined plans of relief and announced all resources of Fed¬ 
eral Government were at command for stupendous work ahead. Sure 
hope we can regard this as a literal promise. Known deaths in Missis¬ 
sippi Valley floods now exceeds 60. Thousands of refugees are in peril 
on levees, knolls, housetops and in trees. Property damage likewise is 
increasing as additional plantations are inundated and more towns are 
flooded. No telling when our turn will come as sand boils have already 
begun to appear and I do not know whether we can continue to control 
them though Cato showed great courage and forethought in sandbag¬ 
ging a small one which he discovered near ditch on side of levee on 
returning to quarters after day’s work there. Am beginning to realize 



all previous troubles insignificant compared with present danger of 
losing our home. 

April 29, ’27. Herbert Hoover and James Fieser, National Director 
of Red Cross, arrived in Baton Rouge last night to confer with officials 
here on Mississippi flood-relief work. Left B.R. at 11 this morning for 
Vicksburg after viewing operations and conferring with Ex-Governor 
Parker whom he has appointed director of situation. Of course, I feel 
he could not have chosen a better man for the job. Hoover himself 
shows no disposition to mingle informally with local workers and to. 
get our views which is disappointing to many of us but we all recog¬ 
nize his ability as an executive and his public statements are reassuring. 
In the latest one he says: “Louisiana needs some help from Federal 
Government and from American Red Cross. Whatever is needed, 
whether from the Government or from the Red Cross, we shall go to 
the limit of our governmental responsibility to supply it.’’ Again I hope 
this may be considered as a literal promise but doubt it. 

May 10, ’27. Crest of flood rapidly moving south from Vicksburg 
area, situation here becoming more acute hour by hour with 5 ft. rise 
reported along stretch of cmbankpcients. Approximately 1000 square 
miles already under water according to statement issued by Army 
engineers. Water going steadily over top of dyke, all schools and stores 
closed in Big Bend area of Bayou des Glaizes, entire population 
either isolated or evacuated. Hoover and Davis, Sec. of War, arrived 
early Sunday morning by boat from Natchez and after a number of 
conferences at some of which I sat in, left by auto for New Orleans. 
Authorized State Farm Rehabilitation Committee to proceed with 
loans for purchase of seeds up to $50,000. They will return Wednesday 
and I hope authorize funds for further relief work. Am patrolling 
levee myself during late shift, fearful of monkey business from west 
side, unable to keep from thinking what it will mean if there is a 
crevasse between Baton Rouge and Belle Heloise, though house will 
stand anything except direct break. Merry supervising work in kitchen, 
coffee made by bucketsful, sandwiches by basket for men on the levee. 
Maman praying constantly before Spanish statue, keeps Vail and 
Sybelle beside her there as much as she can. Cresside tried to get V. to 
town but he would not go, stoutly maintaining his place was here with 
me, pretty good for 7. Could not help feeling proud of him myself and 
C. did not insist when she saw how he felt. Sybelle also begged to re¬ 
main, she and V. never willingly separated, but C. has taken three 
younger children. House servants standing bravely and efficiently by, 
quarters paralyzed by fright, women and children removed to bluff for 
safety, taking shelter with kin in cabins there, Sance and I have had 
great difficulty getting men on levee to fill sandbags, not enough lead¬ 
ers among Negroes themselves to insure sufficient teamwork, so I have 
got to keep going come what may. 



May 14, ’27. YesVerday flood waters charged through two crevasses 
in Big Bend area relieving pressure on levees between Belle Heloise 
and Angola. If river does not rise in next 24 hrs. I believe we are safe 
but do not dare bank on this yet. Patrol still continuous, National 
Guard taking charge where Charles and I, both deputized, leave off, 
as Blood has passed out of picture on one of his tears and Sylvcstre as 
usual in case of emergency is oil on a pleasure trip. Maman si ys she 
has made vow of votive offering if we are delivered, still spend s most 
of her time praying in front of Spanish statue but now occas onally 
leaves stairway to pace back and forth on gallery looking at Ian I or to 
go to attic where she watches ri^ er from windows. Merry still c ci con- 
stant duty in kitchen, do not sec how she stands up under the strain, 
Sybellc and Vail have learned to make sandwiches and are helpij g her, 
neither one the least frightened and both exceptionally well-bc laved. 
Cheers me to see them and to realize that whatever else I lo3e shall 
have a great deal left with such a family. 

May 30, ’27. Fall of river continues steadily, danger point fi »r our 
region now definitely passed. Sandbags still in place on levee and patrol 
continues but less intensively so. National Guard has been able to ex¬ 
tend area under its supervision and I have been relieved. Hoover to tell 
story of flood in radio talk from New Orleans tonight, will leave 
immediately afterwards for Washington to confer with President but 
will return next week. Provision of additional capital was most impor¬ 
tant object of his visit and he hopes to obtain national subscriptions 
which will at least equal state subscriptions. Slept 12 hrs. on end 
last night. Today Fabian came out bringing back younger children, 
all well and happy and glad to be home again as we are to have them. 
Later F. and I went in his car to swamps west of Port Allen. Unique 
experience for beyond lay area 45 miles wide and 150 miles long com¬ 
pletely inundated. Extraordinary sight included fences festooned with 
moccasins wrapped around wires for miles on end which of course was 
most repulsive feature of scene to me. F. and I fished for black bass 
from running board, came back with catch of 60, averaging 3 pounds. 
On return found maman in bed in state of complete collapse which did 
not surprise me and I must give her credit for keeping up and about 
as long as emergency lasted. Merry delighted with reunion of family 
and still shows no sign of going under, though I suppose we must 
look for let down sometime and no woman could stand what she has 
forever. 

June 12, ’27. Perfea summer day. Took maman into town today so 
that she could fulfill her vow of making thank offering for our safe 
deliverance from flood. She has given up some of her finest old jewelry 
to do this, which means there will be less for Sybelle and Joyeuse, as I 
shall never be able to get them anything comparable to the Spanish 
heirlooms; but I could not bring myself to find fault with her. 1 
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realized how she felt when I went out into the fields for the first time 
after the flood and saw the cane on which all our hopes for the future 
are based rising fresh and green all around me. I knelt down between 
the rows and thanked God it was still safe and prayed that it might 
come into its own this fall. I have faith that my prayer like inaman's 
will be answered, and if anyone had found me on my knees in the 
field I should not have been ashamed though naturally I did not 
mention it to anyone. Only wish I felt as hopeful about the flood- 
control situation as I do about the sugar situation. Hoover has just 
left here after another brief visit in course of which he met with our 
local committees in Senate chamber. He had long discussion regarding 
details of financing operations which most of us felt should be com¬ 
prehensive enough to cover a year’s period. Hoover, however, says 
these problems will have to be met when they are reached and that the 
current plans were only for immediate present. Beginning to feel he 
does not realize how far-reaching problem is and this causes me grave 
concern. Partially reassured by report Senate Commerce Committee 
and House Flood Control Committee at present in St. Louis declare 
control of greater Mississippi flood waters a national problem to be 
solved by Federal Government. Also by fact that at Flood Control 
Conference called by mayor in Chicago Secretary of War assures 
hearers President is for flood conttoL 

Julj^ 30, ’27. Generally fair. More and more concerned about flood 
situation. Louisiana ofiicials have presented formal request to National 
Government for federal funds to repair levees as local boards have no 
more resources for obtaining money but so far these petitions have met 
with no results. Not unnaturally our poor people who are going back 
to water-soaked, mud-caked homes and ruined crops are looking to 
Washington for help but so far none is forthcoming and editorial in 
today’s issue of State-Times has urgently called on Coolidge to act, 
while Governor Simpson has sent lengthy telegram calling for Special 
Session of Congress for emergency appropriations. Evidently trip 
made by Hoover to Rapid City in order to confer with Coolidge has 
been without results that will help us at present for he is reported to 
have told the President that though immediate general aid was neces¬ 
sary to help flooded areas, reconstructing levees and rehabilitating 
homes, he thought all this could be cared for at regular session. Evi¬ 
dently his definition of immediate is different from mine. Splendid 
showing made by Java cane at this point most helpful in taking my 
mind off these worries, as is health of children and their general 
development, all as good as I could wish. Cresside has been out daily 
functioning with usual cfiiciency while Merry has been laid up after 
at last submitting to slight operation indicated ever since Franchot’s 
birth. Glad to say her convalescence is proceeding satisfactorily though 
slowly for she did not seem to have much reserve strength. No one 
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realizes better than I how severely all her resources have been taxed 
No man ever had a more loyal, loving and courageous wife. 

Aug. 19, ’27. Fair and cooler. Saw Fabian in town this afternoon, 
asked him what he thought of his great friend John Sullivan now. It 
developed into quite an argument. F. dislikes Huey Long as heartily 
as I do but said Sullivan had just as much right to back h m for 
Governor as John Parker, Ruffin Pleasant and J. Y. Sanders had to get 
their crowd of has-beens togethc r in support of as stiff a stuffe 1 shirt 
as Riley Wilson. I told him Ri ey Wilson was at least a gent eman. 
He retorted that Huey Long co aid at least play with alphabet blocks 
without guidance, and between an honest dunderhead and a c ipablc 
rascal, there wasn’t much to ch* ose. I must confess I was not iecply 
impressed with Congressman W Ison on the one occasion when I met 
him, but that does not warrant P ibian in charging that “we half baked 
amateur Warwicks were driving i lot of people to vote for what vould 
be potentially the most vicious influence in the public life (E thi^ 
state.” At this point both of us tealized that we had completely over¬ 
looked the fact that Governor S mpson is himself a candidate, 5 nd in 
the laughter over this ridiculous situation our quarrel was forgotten. 
This does not mean however that I shall forget the blatant bi nners 
inscribed every man a king but no one wears a crown and Huey’s 
clowning at the so-called “Peoples’ Convention” and the ridiculous 
inference that Wilson was to blame for flood conditions drawn from 
Huey’s statement, now in everyone’s mouth, that “Wilson has been in 
Congress fourteen years and this year the water went fourteen feet 
higher than ever, giving him a flood record of one foot of water per 
year.” 

Nov. 2, ’27. Fair and cold. Merry and I in New Orleans to participate 
in official welcome by Mayor and Members of Council to first sugar 
made in Louisiana from P.O.J. cane. Our first outing together since 
1921. Several bags of raw sugar itself will be sold at auction at Sugar 
Exchange today for benefit of New Orleans Community Chest and 
flood sufferers in Lafourche Parish. Four girls riding on float pre¬ 
sented Mayor and Members of Council with small bags of new sugar 
and Mayor responded with greetings emphasizing vital importance 
of new stimulus given sugar industry of Louisiana through advent of 
P.O.J. cane. Mayor and Members of Council were also presented with 
samples of new cane itself taken from huge collection of stalks with 
which float was decorated. The cane to be auctioned at Sugar Exchange 
is our own produced at B. H. This is a great day for us. Tide has 
really turned and better days are ahead. The Negroes will have to 
start a new chant. They don’t need to say Please Oh Jesus any more. 
We can say Praise Our Jesus instead. 
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PART VII 

^Bloody M.ondaf* 

Mar h 1929 




CHAPTER XXVII 

“I OUGHT TO have known better t:ian to have let your husband exliaust 
himself like this, Mrs. Tremaine. I can’t tell you how sorry I am.” 

“Oh, please, Mr. Gayland, don’t give it another thought! He’ll be all 
right in the morning. I’m sure he will. And it isn’t your fault anyway.” 

“But it is. We didn’t get in from the Club until nearly three! He can’t 
have had more than two or three hours’ sleep! I shouldn’t have planned 
a guinea hunt the day after the dance—especially for a guest who’d 
spent the previous day climbing all over the sugar mill and riding 
through the fields. Your husband came down here for a vacation. He 
didn’t come for an endurance test!” 

Roger Gayland, the personable manager of the Central Sama Cata¬ 
lina, lifted his wine glass and hastily tossed off a drink. He was genu¬ 
inely concerned about this extraordinary guest who had excused him¬ 
self from the dinner table when the meal had progressed no further 
than mango cup and black bean soup, on the plea of extreme fati^e. 
A number of extra guests had come in by track car from neighboring 
centrals, the women in pretty filmy dresses, the men in white linens; 
the evening promised to be a festive one, with bridge and dancing later 
on. Meanwhile, the table, decorated with scarlet hibiscus blossoms float¬ 
ing in a silver bowl among small lighted candles which floated too, was 
beautiful to behold; and the dinner itself was worthy of the best efforts 
which Anunciata, the Gaylands’ mountainous and inspired cook, could 
put forth. Fargo almondine, roast suckling pig and guanabana ice 
cream were all scheduled to follow the mango cup and the black bean 
soup; and the only peer Anunciata had in the preparation of these 
typical Cuban delicacies was the head chef at the Jockey Club in 
Havana. Gayland had felt, with reason, that Sylvestre Tremaine was 
bound to be impressed with such a feast, and to compare it favorably 
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with the one at which they had met. And here he was, fading out of 
the picture, before the colors in it were even set, so to speak! 

The Tremaines were new acquaintances of the Gaylands. The 
capable manager and his pretty wife, Laura, were extremely popular 
with the American colony in Havana, and the last time they had gone 
into town, they had been introduced to the vacationists from Louisiana 
at a dinner which Sidney Wade, a member of the Consular staff, and 
himself a Louisianian, was giving for them in one of the elaborate pri¬ 
vate dining rooms of the Club. The Tremaines were themselves the 
owners of a fine sugar plantation on the Mississippi River, Wade had 
told Gayland—at least it had once been a very fine plantation, though he 
was afraid Sylvestre Tremaine had let it run down since taking 
nominal charge of it, when he married Regine Hathaway. Sylvestre 
was an Orleanian who did not know anything about sugar then and 
had never learned anything since, though somewhat belatedly he 
seemed interested in trying. Gervais d’Alvery, the owner of Belle 
Heloise, the next place from the Tremaines* on the River Road, had 
made quite a name for himself through some successful experiments 
with Java cane; it really had begun to look as if the sick industry of 
the South were about to revive, largely through his efforts. At all events, 
Tremaine’s pride had been pricked by the sudden reclame of Belle 
Heloise, which Hathaway might have had just as well, since soil and 
climatic conditions were identical on the two plantations. The Hath¬ 
away fortune, into which Tremaine had so advantageously married and 
which was in consequence available for investment, was far more sub¬ 
stantial than the d’Alverys’ and had nowhere nearly as many drains 
upon it. Therefore Tremaine had decided to look around himself, 
through the West Indies and Central America, to see if he could not 
find some adaptable improvements. That was why he and his wife 
had come to Cuba this year, instead of going to Europe. They were great 
travelers—possibly that was one of the reasons the plantation was not 
doing so well. Anyhow, they were going on later to Puerto Rico and 
Jamaica. Regine Tremaine was rather silly, but she was easy to look 
at. Sylvestre’s mother and Sidney’s had been friends all their lives. 
The Consul would greatly appreciate ... 

Roger Gayland nodded understandingly over his liqueur and acted 
on the hint with promptitude. He hoped the Tremaines weren’t going 
to hurry in and out of Havana, tourist style, he said to Sylvestre, as 
the two sauntered side by side after dinner from the private dining 
room to the private gambling rooms which adjoined it. They really 
ought to see something of Cuba, while they were about it. Of course, it 
was as trite to say that the capital wasn’t the country, here as anywhere 
—but it was also as true. The highway which Kaiser was building 
through the center of the island was still only under construction, of 
course; but it was finished as far as Matanzas, and if the Tremaines did 
not have a car of their own with them, he, Gayland, would be delighted 
to send a company car for them. The central he managed, Santa 
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Catalina, was just the other side of Matanzas, and they would pass 
a number of other pleasant places on the way, Central Soledad and 
Central Espaha among them, where they could drop in and look 
around. The managers of nearly all of these places were Americans, 
and they were always delighted to see people from home. The Tre¬ 
maines needn’t be afraid of primitive living conditions—the casa de 
viviendo was really very comfortable. What did Mr. Tremaine think 
of the idea? 

Sylvestre thought very well indeed of it, and said so, his hat dsome 
blue eyes fixed on the roulette wheel. It was very kind of Mr. G lyland 
to suggest it. Of course, he woul I have to ask Reginc, but he w s sure 
she would be delighted. He fell more secure in saying this tl an he 
usually did, in making similar statements about his wife, wl d was 
becoming more and more captic as with time. But she was ger ainely 
enchanted with Havana—with tneir beautiful tiled suite overL oking 
the harbor, with the bars and sh( ps and clubs, with the Consul’s atten¬ 
tions. She had been effusive in lier admiration of the private lining 
room where they had just feastc d—^the distinctive drapes, the j eedle- 
point chairs, the baroque glass, the wild orchids which formi d the 
centerpiece. By the time she had drunk two Daiquiris and two Cuba 
Libres, she was giggling and gushing almost uncontrollably, and 
her enthusiasm had increased with each course. Later on, after she had 
consumed innumerable glasses of champagne flavored with fresh 
pineapple, she would have consented to almost anything. Of course, 
by and by, when the effects of all these beverages were beginning to 
wear off, she might berate Sylvestre for dragging her off into the 
country, when she was having a little fun at last and forgetting all her 
troubles. But he did not think so. He thought that life on a Cuban 
central would present enough novelties to keep her satisfied, for a few 
days at least. He glanced in her direction, decided that nothing would 
be gained by consulting her at this stage anyway, and agreeably accept¬ 
ing Gayland’s invitation, concentrated again on the roulette wheel. 

Regine put on the indicated show of outraged dignity because he 
had acted “high-handedly” in neglecting to refer the matter to her; 
but as a matter of fact, she was as much pleased as Sylvestre by the 
Gaylands’ proffer of hospitality, and hastened to pronounce every 
attribute of the central “too romantic for words.” She applied this 
description to the double avenue of palms which in typical Cuban 
fashion led respectively to the sugar mill and to the manager’s home, 
adding that a single alUe of oaks, leading to a plantation house, would 
never seem adequate to her again. She applied it to the casa de viviendo, 
which was comfortable and rambling, with high ceilings, bare walls, 
tiled floors, and a succession of lofty rooms which all led into each 
other and into a central patio. She applied it to the carved mahogany 
furniture, made on the central by dexterous local carpenters, to the iron 
grill work ornamenting the long windows, and to the inlaid tables and 
trays, patterned of various native woods, which were scattered at 
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random about the house. She applied it to the oxcarts used instead of 
mule teams to draw cane in from the fields, to the costumes worn by 
the different comparsas at the annual fancy-dress ball of the employees 
in the central and to their performance of the danson, the conga, the 
rumba and other dances. Finally she applied it to the guinea hunt 
which had proved so exhausting to Sylvestre, but from which Regine 
had returned, after the better part of a day in the saddle, still as 
fresh as when she had started. 

The strange part of it was, she now reminded her host, that Sylvestre 
had not seemed at all tired when they first came in. She recalled to 
Mr. Gayland that while they were in the patio for tea, Sylvestre had 
shown no signs of fatigue. Later, when they had gone back to their 
rooms, he had dawdled a long time over their mail, which had come 
in while they were out hunting, and she had been slightly surprised, 
because there really was not much of it. In fact, upon inquiry, he had 
told her there was no special news in any of it, just a letter from Sidney 
Wade, saying he had written to his mother that they and the Tremaines 
had met, and enclosing the letter she had sent in reply. She was very 
pleased at the renewal of the old family friendship, she wrote enthu¬ 
siastically. Probably Sidney had forgotten, but she and Mrs. Tremaine 
had often made up picnic parties together when their children were 
small, spending the day with them “over the Lake'’ or in the Pearl 
River woods. To refresh his memory, she was sending him a snapshot 
of Sylvestre that she had taken on one such occasion. Sidney had sent 
on the snapshot along with the letter, and Sylvestre, at her request, had 
shown them both to her. She thought it was terrible, the way poor little 
boys had been dressed, twenty-five years ago, in those stiff pique 
sailor suits that would stand alone, there was so much starch in them. 
The idea of taking children on a picnic in clothes like that . . . 

She had dismissed the snapshot, readily enough, after one glance at 
the white pique suit. But Sylvestre had looked at it for so long that 
she finally asked him what he saw in the funny old thing, and he had 
put it back into the envelope, and said he thought he would take 
another shower. She had gone into her own room for a little nap, and 
when she went back to his, lo and behold I he was looking at the picture 
again. This time she thought he acted a little nervous. He glanced 
in a queer way from the picture to a bag that was standing in a corner, 
and then back at the picture again. She wasn’t interested in either one, 
and she didn’t see any reason why Sylvestre should be. Anyhow, it was 
dinner time by then, and she could hear the other guests beginning to 
arrive. So she had told Sylvestre to come along and- 

“You don’t suppose he could have had a slight heart attack, do you?” 
Roger Gayland inquired, at last managing to get in a word edgewise, 
and speaking with genuine anxiety. 

“Goodness, no! There’s nothing the matter with Sylvestre’s heart. 
He’s never done anything to strain it” 



“Fd fed easier if you’d let me call a doctor. We’ve got a very good 
one, right here on the central” 

She shook her head and effectively put an end to the argument by 
turning to the man on her other side and beginning a long breathless 
story with no particular point. In the end, Roger Gayland prevailed— 
“spoiling everyone’s evening for nothing!” as Rcgine pettishly put it. 
The slim, suave young Cuban medico could find nothing tt e matter 
with Mr. Tremaine beyond fetigue and indications of slight nervousr 
ness. He prescribed a sedative^ said there was no reason why Vir. Tre¬ 
maine could not continue ius journey, and bowed his uncti ous way 
out. . . . 

Regine and Sylvestre had n )t shared a room, from choice, ^:or some 
time, and one of the aspects li their visit to Santa Catalina specially 
pleasing to Rcgine was the sp iciousness of the apartments w lich had 
been assigned to them. She vent to bed, after her disappoir ing eve¬ 
ning, witho\^t speaking to h r husband, and the next mor ling she 
had finished her coffee and cl idled down for one more snoo ;e, when 
he came into the room, fully dressed, and looking considera Ay more 
purposeful than was his wont. 

“Good morning,” he said. “Do let me thank you for all ti e tender 
care you gave me last night. I don’t suppose there’s one man in a 
hundred with such a solicitous wife.” 

“Oh, for goodness sake! I knew there was nothing the matter with 
you. That silly little doctor said so himself, didn’t he? I don’t know 
just what kind of an act you were trying to put on, but whatever it 
was, it was a damn poor one, if you ask me. And I might remind you 
for the ’steenth time, that I don’t care very much for your brand of 
irony, especially the first thing in the morning.” 

“I’m delighted to hear you’re not worried about me. Because if you 
were you might think I was unable to travel, and then we’d be held 
up here for several days. But that silly little doctor, in whom you have 
so much confidence, said that I could, you know. And I’m going to. 
I’ve been quite busy on the telephone while you’ve been asleep. I find 
we can get passage back to New Orleans on the Heredia, sailing 
tonight. Wade’s been very helpful about the reservations and Gay- 
land’s kindly offered to drive us into town himself. We can have one 
more dinner at the Jockey Club before we leave, if you like.” 

“You must be stark raving crazy! Why, the Gaylands invited us for 
two weeks and we’ve only been here four days! Besides, we’ve got 
passage from Santiago to Kingston on the nineteenth.” 

“You mean we did have. I’ve cancelled it. We’re going straight back 
to Louisiana. I’ve been recalled by very urgent business.” 

“You dirty liar! You never did a stroke of work in your life! You’ve 
invented this just to spite me.. You saw I was having a little fun at last, 
and you made up your mind it shouldn’t keep up. If you’re going back 
to New Orleans tonight you can go alone.” 



“I can t think of any arrangement that would suit me better. FU 
call Wade and tell him I don’t need the suite de luxe after all, that any 
old kind of a cabin will be all right. Shall I tell Gayland you’d like to 
stay here? Or will you come along back to the Sevilla Bilimore?” 

In the end, of course, she went with him, mutinous, sullen and 
abnormally silent. He made no effort to conciliate her, and throughout 
the trip they hardly spoke to each other, except in public. Shortly before 
they landed, however, Regine remembered that her jewelry, which as 
usual had been left with the purser for safekeeping, had not been 
reclaimed and that Sylvestre had the receipt for it. She tried the door 
between their cabins, and to her amazement and indignation, found it 
locked. Banging on it, she angrily demanded admittance. 

“What do you mean, locking me out like that? Let me in this 
minute, you louse 1” 

“Fm busy right now. What do you want?” 

“I want to get in. Never mind whatever else I want.” 

Sylvestre made no reply, but Regine could hear a faint noise that 
sounded as if he were handling something that rustled. Mystified now, 
and increasingly provoked, she began to bang on the door. 

“If you don’t let me in this minute, I’ll go to the purser and have 
him break open the door.” 

“I advise you not to do that. I think you’d find you’d made a great 
mistake. Especially as by the time you got him here, he’d find the door 
unlocked. Fll be ready to open it very shortly.” 

Regine, still raging, was now aware that her rage was futile. The 
mysterious sound of rustling continued a few minutes longer, then 
stopped abruptly. Sylvestre opened the door and confronted her calmly. 

“What can I do for you?” he inquired with cold politeness. 

“You can refrain from locking your door in the future. After all, 
Fm your wife.” 

“I don’t have any chance to forget that, worse luck.” 

“And incidentally, you can go and get my jewelry out of the safe. 
I hadn’t thought of making the purser a present of it.” 

“I have it here for you. I got it the first thing this morning. I didn’t 
need to be reminded of that either.” 

His tone implied that her relationship to him was comparable in 
significance to some trifling commission. She snatched at the leather 
box which he ceremoniously handed to her and flounced out of the 
cabin, slamming the much discussed door after her. They did not see 
each other again until it was time to go on deck, and Regine, watching 
her husband like a cat for some sign to explain his extraordinary be¬ 
havior, noticed that he moved with a strange stiffness utterly unlike his 
usual easy grace. He continued to walk in this way while they passed 
through the customs and went on to his parents* house. But this was 
one of the places where separate rooms had never been offered them, 
and where both had hesitated to suggest such an arrangement; the 
great connubial guest chamber, gloomily furnished in marble-topped 
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black walnut, assigned to them in the Tremaines’ old-fashioned house 
on Esplanade, did not even have a private bathroom, and without 
giving grave offense, they could not go on to Hathaway before the 
next day. For the next twenty-four hours, they were condemned to 
intimacy. Having accepted this fact, Sylvestre was placed in a position 
where he was automatically obliged to satisfy at least part of Reginc’s 
curiosity. 

“Look here,” he said, as his mother’s retreating footstep assured 
him that she was on her way downstairs, “IVc got to let yoi in on a 
secret, because I can’t help m\ self. But if you breathe a wore of it to 
anybody. I’ll choke you.” 

“I’m not interested in your stupid secrets. I don’t care whe her you 
tell me or not.” 

“Well, you seemed to, a short while back. Anyway, it doesn’' happen 
to be the sort of secret you have to tell. It’s the sort where vccing is 
believing.” 

Without saying anything further, Sylvestre began to unfo^ten his 
trousers. Regine, watching him with reluctant curiosity, saw ir amaze¬ 
ment, as these slipped to the )or, that Sylvestre’s legs, from h s knees 
almost to his ankles, were encased with stalks of sugar cane. He sat 
down on the sofa, and began to detach these, sighing with relief. 

“I can tell you I’ve been pretty darn uncomfortable for the last few 
hours,” he said. “Not that I suppose it matters to you. But I couldn’t 
have gone around with those things strapped to my legs, the rest of 
the day, to save my skin. Now listen. You know all the hullabaloo Ger- 
vais has created by getting that Java cane started at Belle Heloisc and 
on to the market. Not that any of the credit is actually due to him, of 
course. It was all Fabian’s idea. But birds can fly and so can I. There 
were some wonderful varieties of cane at Santa Catalina, kinds that 
have never been tried out in this country. I didn’t see any reason 
why Gervais should beat me out at a game that two can play, and I 
didn’t see any reason either, why I should lose time by letdng my find 
pass through two or three years’ tests at a Government Experiment 
Station. So I just picked a few stalks of cane that afternoon we were 
out in the fields, while you were raving over the oxen, and brought 
them into the house with me. Neither you nor anyone else took the 
slightest notice while I did it. I put the cane in my bag and got it to 
Havana all right that way. But of course 1 couldn’t leave it there for 
those snooping customs officials to find when they went rummaging 
through my luggage and report me to the agricultural authorities. 
So I strapped the stalks to my legs. I know plenty of people who 
smuggle liquor in this way, and that gave me the idea.” 

He paused, long enough to add weight to his next words. By some 
miracle, Regine, unwillingly fascinated, for once did not interrupt him. 

“I’ve been pretty careful to keep quiet about all this, so far, because 
I didn’t propose to have you babbling to someone aboard ship, *in 
strictest confidence/ what your smart husband had dpne. I thought 
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at last I might actually have pulled off something you’d be proud of, 
or like to pretend you were, anyway. Now that we’re through the cus¬ 
toms and I haven’t been reported, it doesn’t matter so mu^ whether 
you know. Anyhow, as I said, I couldn’t have stood going around any 
longer with those things strapped to my legs. I had to take them off. 
And thanks to mother’s quaint conviction that all married couples like 
to share a room, I had to let you see what I was doing.” 

He drew on his trousers again, picked up the pieces of cane, and 
replaced them in the bag where they had previously been secreted, 
locking it and setting it down in a corner. Then he turned back to 
Rcgine, with a satisfied smile on his face. 

“Well, that’s that,” he said. “I’ll plant those stalks myself, tomorrow 
evening, right back of the house at Hathaway, where I can keep my 
eye on them. I’ll beat Gervais at his own game yet!” 

“And what about that old photograph you kept looking at? What’s 
that got to do with this smart plot of yours?” 

“I don’t know what you mean.” 

“Oh, yes, you do. I mean that photograph of yourself, at the tender 
age of six or thereabouts, that Sidney Wade’s mother sent him, and 
that you got all hot and bothered about.” 

“I didn’t get hot and bothered about it. As a matter of fact, I threw it 
away. I didn’t even think it was worth keeping.” 

“You acted as if you did when you first got it. You acted as if you 
were pretty excited about it, for some reason. I thought that was one of 
' the mysteries you were going to explain.” 

Regine’s final remarks were addressed to a retreating figure. Syl- 
vestre was already in the upper hall by the time she had finished 
speaking. He called back to her from the stairway. 

“Some day that vivid imagination of yours is going to get you into 
trouble, Rcgine. Come on down as soon as you can, will you? Mother’s 
signaling to me that dinner is ready.” 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

Sylvestre had lied to Regine so many times, about so many different 
things, that from an ethical point of view the small circumstance of 
having lied to her about the photograph did not trouble him in the 
least. However, he was concerned that she might either find it during 
some absence of his, no matter how securely he hid it, or catch him 
again in the act of inspecting it, and he was extremely reluctant to let 
her know he attached any special importance to it, or to have her 
wonder why, 
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Since Mrs. Hathaway’s death, the second story at Hathaway Hall 
had been entirely closed off. When they were there, Regine and Syl- 
vestre occupied a suite on the ground floor in the ell, which was almost 
as large as the main part of the house, and which jutted out at right 
angles from it, back of the stairway. Both had two rooms and a bath 
to themselves, and with this spacious arrangement were very little 
in each other’s way, even with their growing rcluctanci: to be 
together. Sylvestre entered his wife’s boudoir almost as seldom as he 
entered her bedroom; but she occasionally wandered into tte apart¬ 
ment which he called his study, though he had never used it for any¬ 
thing which justified such a designation. Regine did not are for 
reading or sewing or any branch of housekeeping; neither did she 
care for gardening or outdoor sports. Therefore, from sheer b oredom, 
she was restless. She was also innately curious and innately su picious, 
and because of these traits, she watched her husband far mor closely 
than a less inquisitive and more trustful wife would have dreamed mf 
doing in her place. Sylvestre was acutely aware of both her attitude 
and her habits; this awareness served to make him doubly unea 5y now. 

He considered the possibility of embarking upon some ciemical 
experiments, real or pretended, and reopening a suite of the: closed 
chilly rooms on the second story, which had never lost its air o:: empti¬ 
ness and death, for this serious purpose. A laboratory could logically 
be locked against intrusion and accident, when it was left for the 
night; and the location of the one he visualized, at the end of a long 
uncarpeted stairway and upper hall, almost automatically precluded 
any noiseless approach to it. But if he spent most of his time in this 
remote second story, he would not be able to watch the smuggled cane 
with the closeness he considered advisable. He had set it out himself, 
as he had told Regine he intended to do; but instead of putting it 
back of the house, according to his original plan, he planted it directly 
outside his study windows, clearing a small piece of ground on purpose 
to receive it, and fencing it in with wire. Reluctantly, he had told Blood 
how he had secured the alien stalks and what he hoped to do with 
them. He knew that Blood had always resented his presence at Hath¬ 
away, and cherished no desire to further his interests there; in his turn, 
he heartily disliked and distrusted his manager. But after all, he could 
not sit at his desk all the time, looking out of his study windows, and 
the Negroes on the place were all more accustomed to taking and 
heeding Blood’s orders than his own. Besides, they, too, had always re¬ 
sented his presence, and they had never forgiven him for the explosion. 
Instinctively, they had laid the responsibility for this at his door, and 
Blood had not hesitated to throw out various hints in their presence 
about the “bossman’s” negligence, so that it had become the subject 
of widespread and continued gossip among them. They considered 
him directly responsible for the casualties resulting from it, and their 
hatred of him was the more intense because it was smothered. Sylvestre 
had overheard fragments of their talk from time to time, and although 
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these were always quickly hushed in his presence, he knew that they 
constituted a menace to his authority. He watched for his manager, 
and when he saw Blood jogging past the house on his plantation pony, 
called him over to the newly planted patch. 

“Fm trying a little experiment here, Blood,” he said with elaborate 
carelessness. “You might be interested in it, too. That mound’s planted 
with cane I brought back from Cuba with me.” 

“Is that so?” Blood inquired, tonelessly. If he really did feel any 
interest in his superior’s experiment, there was nothing in his voice to 
indicate it. He did not inquire how Sylvestre had managed to get the 
cane past the agricultural authorities, and he hardly glanced in the 
direction of the little patch. He simply sat on his horse, waiting for 
Sylvestre to go on. 

“Yes,” Sylvestre proceeded, finding this harder than he had expected. 
“I think I’ve got something there. I believe we may be able to start 
something at Hathaway Hall that’ll turn the limelight away from 
those swelled-headed neighbors of ours, after a while.” 

Blood continued to sit on his horse without saying anything. Sylvestre 
went on more and more awkwardly. 

“But, of course, we’ve got to get under way first. I wasn’t able to 
bring a great deal. I don’t need to tell you it’s important that nothing 
should happen to those few stalks. Please give orders to the yard man 
to leave that corner alone. Of course. I’ll tell him myself, but I want 
you to tell him, too. And tell him and all the other hands that they’ve 
> got to keep their kids away from the lawn around the Big House. The 
place is overrun with a pack of hoodlums most of the time. If they got 
in behind that wire and trampled that earth down there’d be hell to 
pay.” 

“All right, Mr. Tremaine. I’ll speak to Jonah and I’ll give the 
children a talking to. Was there anything else?” 

“No, there’s nothing else right now.” 

“Good evening, then.” 

“Good evening.” 

Sylvestre went back into the house feeling resentful as well as vaguely 
uneasy. There was not a little jealousy mingled with his distrust of his 
manager; he envied Blood both his unquestioned authority and his 
untrammeled existence at the rear of the boarding house. Blood was 
the real master of Hathaway, indoors and out; men were afraid of 
him and women submitted to him. Phronsie, Jonah’s “high yellow girl,” 
was one of several comely mulattresses on the place that Blood had 
ruthlessly taken; Jonah had never dared protest against his daughter's 
violation, and the girl, apparently, had accepted it without cither 
struggle or shame. Many of the “wild hoodlums” that Blood controlled 
so easily were his own children; there was a harsh parental quality 
in the ease with which he handled them. And then there were the 
Renos, those beautiful, savage sisters, “fighting fierce” before the ad¬ 
vances of every other man, but catering with the utmost compliance 
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to Blood’s sensuality. Once when Vina was leaving the boarding house, 
in a rage because Durice was threatening to supplant her, Sylvestrc 
had come upon her unexpectedly as she was swinging through the 
grove at dusk, and had tried to detain her. She had broken away from 
him, taunting him and reviling him, and then she had run like a deer 
straight back to her unhallowed and invadql hideaway. The memory 
o£ this meeting still made Sylvestre writhe. He had been im vise, to 
say the least, in trying to meddle with his manager’s paramou •. Prob¬ 
ably she had told Blood about the encounter, and if so. Bloc i must 
inevitably have despised him ibr his weakness, while resent ng his 
trespassing. Either he should h ve left the girl alone altogethe , or he 
should have gone ahead with v hat he tried to start. 

He tried to excuse himself fc r the first mistake on the grou id that 
the wild, graceful girl, runnirg freely through the woods a ; dusk, 
with her long unbound hair streaming out behind her, had been a 
sight to rouse desire in any normal man. It was easier to do this than it 
was to find excuses for the second mistake. He told himself : !iat his 
failure to take her was based ( n his reluctance to coerce her; but he 
knew that this was only partly true. If he had coveted her uncon¬ 
trollably, he would have found a way to keep her, either by cajolery 
or by force; to his own chagrin, he found that he did not so covet her. 
Sometimes his senses were momentarily stirred and sometimes he suc¬ 
ceeded in stimulating them; but neither sensation was lasting or over¬ 
powering. He had managed to sneak away to a few famous bagnios 
in the course of his European travels, and had derived temporary 
satisfaction from such experiences; but it was always shortlived. His 
marriage, as far as he was concerned, had been a fiasco from the begin¬ 
ning, though he had succeeded in meeting Regine’s requirements as a 
bridegroom. He had managed to act with sufficient urgency at first to 
permit the tearful resistance and show of shocked surprise which he 
knew she would wish to enact; afterwards, with the sympathy and 
self-abasement to which she thought her altered state entitled her; and 
eventually with due appreciation for her sacrificial attitude towards 
his gross male nature. As a matter of fact, his desire for a child had 
long been his one incentive for approaching her, and btely she had 
begun to complain, not of his demands, but of his neglect, for his 
pretense of passion had worn thin. There was only one girl whom he 
had really wanted to have and to hold, and through his own folly, he 
had lost her. 

He went slowly up the stairs, after his tantalizing encounter with 
his manager, thinking neither of Grover Blood nor of Vina Reno, but 
of Cresside d’Alvcry. He was still thinking of her two hours later as he 
continued to sit in the bare room, which he visualized as a laboratory, 
and in which he had found at least temporary isolation. He had scarcely 
seen her since her marriage and it was not in the image of the tranquil 
and secure young matron, encompassed with loving-kindness, that he 
saw her now, but as the high-spirited, uncontrolled girl, straining to 
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escape from a cheerless house and revolting against everything that 
represented an established and hateful order. But even this desperate 
mood had not been sufficiently strong to explain her impassioned sur¬ 
render or to excuse the advantage he had taken of her inexperience and 
her recklessness. Her very sensitivity had been her undoing; she had 
been deeply devoted to him as well as madly in love with him; that 
was why she had scorned to question his trustworthiness or to count 
. the cost of her prodigality. 

The realization of what this had meant to her in disillusionment and 
in suffering had come to him with slow relentlessness, gathering force 
with time. Sylvestre had always been sensual and shallow, but he had 
never been deliberately vicious; Fabian was right in saying that Syl¬ 
vestre had begun by laboring under the comfortable delusion that he 
and Cresside fitted naturally enough into the postwar scene, and that 
whatever they had said or done was merely a logical part of that pic¬ 
ture. His first regrets after jilting her were largely selfish; he found 
Regine’s frivolity, vapidity and sentimentality a sorry substitute for 
Cresside’s blitheness, courage, and unquestioning love. It was not until 
he saw her stricken, on his wedding day, that sympathy was mingled 
with his mounting sense of frustration and unwilling bondage. Even 
then, he felt no special compunction for what he had done. He was 
appalled when he saw her lying broken in body though still dauntless 
in spirit, on her great white bed and resentful because she would not 
let him stay with her in her extremity. But it did not occur to him 
that her accident was one for which he was cither directly or indirectly 
responsible. It was not until he came upon her unexpectedly, in the 
hallway at Belle Heloise long afterwards, that he began to realize how 
completely her love had turned to loathing and to wonder why. After¬ 
wards, each time she repulsed him, his bafllcmcnt, like his longing, 
increased almost unendurably, and he redoubled his efforts toward 
putting together the pieces of the puzzle which had so long foiled him. 
Now, at last, he thought he saw the complete pattern. What a fool, 
what a consummate fool he had been, not to realize from the begin¬ 
ning what had happened to Cresside, not to recognize a resemblance 
which now seemed to him so startling, not to know, instinctively, that 
he actually had begotten the son of whom he had long despaired! 

It was all clear as day to him now. Of course, Cresside had really 
fallen from the ladder; of course, she had really hurt her back. But 
why? Regine “felt faint” every time it suited her purpose to do so; but 
Cresside had always been as scornful of such attacks as. she was im¬ 
pervious to them; and then, without warning, she had fainted dead 
away. Sylvestre was an only child, and he had no close relatives and 
few intimate friends of his own age, so he had heard fewer intimate 
discussions of feminine symptoms than most young men. Even so, he 
knew the simple fact that sudden overpowering faintness was one of 
the first unmistakable signs of pregnancy. True, no one else had 
apparently given a thought to the possibility of some underlying reason 
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for Crcssidc’s disastrous vertigo—no one except her doctor, who muse 
instantly have discovered the cause of it. But then, no one else sus¬ 
pected—or so he vehemently told himself—that he had become Cres- 
side’s lover two months earlier. He alone could have connected her 
collapse with that brief, secret interlude of passionate enchantment 
under the Easter moon. 

If he had only done this as he stood looking down at her wl en she 
lay so small and helpless in her great white bed! Perhaps then it might 
not have been too late, perhaps he might still have had his on .y love 
and his only child! Some spark 1 ad passed between them as the] gazed 
at each other; perhaps she had cc anted on him to guess what she would 
not tell him; perhaps if he had r )t failed her in divination, as ir every¬ 
thing else, she might have forgi-en him after all. It was not ui til she 
turned away that she had said, ‘‘This is your wedding day, Sy vestre. 
Regine will be waiting for you.” If he had only said first, “Cress Je, it’s 
my wedding day, and it’s yours, :oo. It’s you and I that belong t ) each 
other, not Regine and I. Her vai ity will be hurt if I leave her, r >thing 
else, so she’ll get over it. Her love isn’t a vital part of her, the waj yours 
is of you. I don’t deserve to have you forgive me, but can’t you, out of 
that boundless love? I’m not mich of a man, but I might be, il you’d 
help me to begin over again.” If he had only taken her tenderly in his 
arms and summarily sent for a priest, she might not have refused, 
point blank, to repeat her marriage vows after him. He remembered, 
and cringed at the memory, how she had said to him, that other time, 
“It’s just the same as if we were married, isn’t it, Sylvestre? Because 
we’re going to be, as soon as we can, because we love each other as 
much as if we were already.” And how he had answered, with his 
mouth and his breast on hers, “Of course it’s just the same. A few 
words mumbled by a priest don’t make any difference, any more than 
a few words printed on a diploma.” She had not questioned his logic 
then, but afterwards—a long time afterwards—she had spoken of the 
matter again. She had said, “It isn’t just a few words, after all, is it, 
Sylvestre? It’s what they stand for. In the marriage service and on the 
diploma, too.” 

Poor, reckless, loving, bewildered girl! Underneath all her flippancy 
and all her flouting, her confusion and her desire, the dependence on 
basic standards, the capacity for eventual straight thinking, were still 
there. That was why she might have relented at the eleventh hour. 
She had neither wanted nor expected to be a light-of-love; she had 
wanted and expected to be his wife. And certainly she would have been 
appalled at the thought of branding an innocent child. And he had 
left her, without a struggle, to expiate a sin that was less than half 
hers, to shield their son from the stigma that was his inescapable 
heritage. 

The stratagem which had saved them both and blinded even the 
child’s own father to the truth was, after all, relatively simple, Sylvestre 
now saw. Gervais’ marriage and his sister’s seduction had been almost 
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simultaneous; their children, begotten and conceived at the same time, 
would normally be born at the same time, too, and meanwhile, Cres- 
side’s injury was explanation enough for her seclusion. The doctor, of 
course, was utterly trustworthy, and up to the limits of their capacities, 
the servants were, too. If ever there were a leak, it would almost cer¬ 
tainly be accidental, and obviously, the d’Alverys had ceased to expect 
any such accident. If any of them had feared, in the first place, that he 
himsch might guess Vail was his son, these fears must have long since 
been dulled by his own crass stupidity. He thought of Cresside as he 
had seen her standing on the stairs, the first time he had gone to Belle 
Hcloise after his marriage. ‘‘What do you think of the heir to all the 
dAlverys?” she had asked him, holding up the beautiful blue-eyed, 
black-haired boy for him to look at. Such a superb bit of bravado could 
never have been staged without a complete sense of inviolability. Later, 
when he startled her by coming on her suddenly at night, she had lost 
this sense; she had been afraid that by her defiance, she had roused 
his suspicions. She had thought he had meant to question her about 
the child, to force the fact of its fatherhood from her. Women were 
much more conscious than men of procreation as a part of passion, 
perhaps because it was they who inevitably proclaimed it to the world. 
He still had not thought of Vail as his son when he sought her out; 
he had thought only of her as his lost love, for the very sight of whom 
he yearned inexpressibly. In telling her that he had to see her, he had 
meant no more than that; it had really seemed to him that if he did not, 
his already empty and aimless life would be utterly unbearable. 

It was at the festival celebrating the close of the grinding season 
that he had first become acutely aware of Vail. Hitherto he had sub¬ 
scribed, when he thought of it at all, to the unobservant masculine 
theory that all babies look alike. But during the lengthy periods when 
the three small d’Alverys were being paraded for the admiration of 
the guests he could not help noticing that they did not look in the least 
alike. It was natural that Philogcne’s countenance should be nonde¬ 
script, since he was still an infant in arms, and therefore Sylvestre could 
not logically compare it to VaiPs. But twins, even non-identical twins, 
usually bore at least a family resemblance to each other, and here were 
two as different as dawn from dusk. Not only in regard to coloring 
either; they were entirely dissimilar in both form and feature; and 
though both were admittedly fine physical specimens, Vail was the 
more advanced and the more .provocative of the two. Sylvestre played 
with him until Dinah took him away and for a long time afterwards 
he was haunted by the thought of it. But between the abrupt cessation 
of festivities at Hathaway Hall and his own frequent absences, he did 
not see the child again at close range for a long time and gradually 
he forgot about him. 

The next encounter, when it came, was wholly unexpected. Sylvestre 
had stopped in at Tramonte’s fancy grocery store to get some of the 
antipasto for which it was increasingly famous, when he caught sight of 
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two small black-haired boys, one of them evidently a few years older 
than the other. They were partially hidden by hanging strips of garlic 
and rows of beautiful cheeses, and were seated at a table in the rear of 
the shop, with a lovely little blonde girl between them and a spotted 
spaniel at their feet. Both were absorbed in large platefuls of spumone 
and neither seemed to notice his presence; but after eyeing them atten¬ 
tively for a few minutes, Sylvestre walked back to the table. 

“Hello!” he said, addressing the younger boy. “Aren’t yoi Vail 
d’Alvery? And isn’t this pretty Lttle girl your sister Sybclle?” 

The pretty little girl smiled eiigagingly, showing small pearl] teeth 
and delightful dimples. She nodiied a friendly reply and then g anced 
down at her plate, archly, rather than shyly. The little boy look d up, 
swallowing a spoonful of spumone before he answered. Som thing 
in the expression of his big blue eyes sent a strange shiver tb ‘ough 
Sylvestre. 

“Yeah,” he said at last, uncon. ernedly. Then, as if eager to ( Drrcct 
an oversight, Vail added, “And th s is Riccardo Tramonte. He’s m y best 
friend just now.” 

The little Italian instantly slid from his seat and held out his hand 
politely. “I’m glad to meet you, sir,” he said. “Won’t you sit down? 
I’ll get some more spumone right away.” 

These damn Dagoes teach their children better manners than we 
do, Sylvestre thought to himself resentfully. Aloud he said, “Thanks 
very much, Riccardo. I’d like to, if I wouldn’t be butting into your 
party. . . . Aren’t you and Sybclle a long way from Belle Heloise, 
Vail, all by yourselves?” 

“We’re staying with Aunt Cresside. She always lets us come here 
and have spumone with Riccardo. He comes to have dinner with us 
first, except when he’s in school.” 

“I see. Well, that sounds like a very pleasant arrangement. Is this 
your dog or Riccardo’s?” 

“She’s mine.” 

“She’s a very nice looking little dog.” 

“You bet she is. Uncle Fabian’s dog, Belizaire, is her daddy. Uncle 
Fabian says none of Belizaire’s puppies is ugly.” 

“What’s her name?” 

“Maud.” 

“Isn’t that a rather queer name for a dog?” 

“I don’t think so. I think it’s a swell name for a dog. Maud used to 
belong to Aunt Cresside. But when she went around the world she 
gave Maud to me. Belizaire stayed with us, too.” 

Vail put his partially emptied saucer down on the floor and Maud 
began to lap up the remains of the spumone with avidity. Riccardo, 
emerging from a door at the rear of the shop, again addressed Sylvestre 
with extreme politeness. 

“This is Mr. Tremaine, isn’t it?” he said. “Mama says, won’t you 
come into the dining room to eat your spumone? I’m sorry my father 

379 



isn’t at home, too. He’s in Hammond, opening a new branch store,'* 

“How many branch stores has he now?” 

“This’ll make four. And he has six trucks. . , . Shall I tell mama 
you’ll come in, Mr. Tremaine?” 

“Yes, if you and Sybelle and Vail will come with me.” 

Riccardo picked up the saucer which Maud had effectively emptied, 
and held open the door at the rear of the store, ushering his guests into 
the kitchen beyond, where Netta was waiting to welcome them. She 
was now frankly forty, and as she had never made any effort to curb 
her enjoyment of macaroni, ravioli, gnocchi and other substantial food¬ 
stuffs, her figure was beginning to look full rather than rounded; in 
places her dark cloth dress, no longer suggestive of a peasant costume, 
seemed about to burst at the seams. But her beautiful brown eyes still 
gave distinction to her pleasant face, and her glossy black braids, still 
unflecked with white, formed a crown of glory for her well-shaped 
head. Moreover, the plainness and gracelessness of her clothes were al¬ 
most startlingly relieved by the fine diamonds she was wearing, both in 
the long lobes of her pierced ears and on her roughened hands. She re¬ 
garded all the children with a beaming expression and held out her 
arms to Sybelle, hugging her ecstatically, while Maud circled around 
them, barking in a joyous tone. Then, releasing the little girl, Netta put 
her arm affectionately around Vail’s shoulder, while she nodded her 
greeting to Sylvestre. 

“Howdado, Mr. Tremaine, howdadol” she said amiably. During the 
years while she had been gaining weight she had been losing her 
painful shyness, and her manner, though properly deferential to an 
important customer, was entirely self-possessed. “Won’t you come-a 
right along into the dinin’ room, please? We goin’ to have-a leetla 
party, everythin’ alia ready. Verra nice you come-a, too.” 

She led the way, not without unmistakable pride, through a spotless 
kitchen, where, Sylvestre noticed in passing, the equipment was far 
more modern than at Hathaway Hall, to a dining room furnished in 
golden oak, and hung with highly colored lithographs of saints and 
martyrs surrounding a large framed crucifix. The religious note was 
accentuated by a similar gilt crucifix and some small plaster statuettes 
which stood on the mantelpiece, but slightly relieved by two large 
tinted photographs in oval frames, one of Luigi incongruously clad in 
full dress so ill-fitting as to suggest rental, the other of Riccardo in a 
blue serge sailor suit, with a ribbon dangling from his hat. Netta had 
retained her predilection for paper flowers, and a multi-colored bouquet 
of these ornamented the center of the lace-covered table, which as usual 
was heavily laden, this time with small spicy cookies, covered with 
pink and white icing, little crescent-shaped pies filled with fluffy cream 
cheese, and numerous other delicacies which were new to Sylvestre, 
as well as the spumone and fig newtons with which he was already 
familiar. Sybelle clapped her hands with delight as she looked at the 
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display, and then rushed back to Netta for another hug before wrig¬ 
gling into her seat. 

“Oh, Mrs. Tramonte, you’re the nicest lady! You’ve got my own 
favorite set of dishes out for me again! But why didn’t you tell me we 
were having viscotta and cassate before I ate so much spumonc in the 
store? You know they’re my favorites! I won’t have room for half as 
many as I want!” 

“Now, now, you havc-a plenty room, Sybelle. Mr. Tremaine, please, 
you sita here, side-a Sybelle? Wc leta lectla boys sita other side. What 
you wanta first? You ain’ta had spumonc yet at all, better you begin 
witha that. Takc-a leetla glass v'ine, too. Luigi, he havc-a goo I luck 
with his wine this year. Zinfandel grapes, they verra, verra n :e for 
wine.’’ 

She began to fill glasses and t <» heap plates, still conversing 'W ithout 
self-consciousness or restraint. The two boys, stuffing themselves con¬ 
tentedly and slipping occasional tidbits to Maud, who crouch'd ex¬ 
pectantly beside them, did very little talking as the feast progitssed; 
Riccardo occasionally contributed a brief remark, but Vail seernee com¬ 
pletely indifferent to such amenities. Sybelle answered sweetL and 
softly when Sylvestre spoke to her, but Netta, to whom she was 
obviously much attached, absorbed most of her attention; she rose 
repeatedly to embrace her hostess again, or to murmur words of 
affection and appreciation in Netta’s willing ear. Sylvestre, liberated 
from conversational effort both by Sybelle’s preoccupation and Netta’s 
volubility, and more and more arrested by Vail, studied the child, 
who was seated directly opposite him, with increasing attention. Some 
time elapsed before Sybelle roused him from this scrutiny by making 
a startling request. 

“I’ll burst if I eat any more, Mrs. Tramonte, truly I will. Couldn’t 
I play with the crucifix a little bit now?” 

“Sure you cana play with him alia you wanta, Sybelle. Geta the 
crucifix down from the mantel for Sybelle, Riccardo.” 

Riccardo rose, and reaching for the gilt crucifix which stood between 
the statuettes, placed it proudly in front of Sybelle. Now that he could 
observe it more closely, Sylvestre saw the image was hung with various 
miniature utensils, representing the implements associated with the 
crucifixion—a sponge, a spear, a ladder, a lantern, a scourge, a hammer 
and so on—and that all these were detachable from the central figure 
and those which surrounded the cross. Gravely, Sybelle began to move 
these miniature utensils from one position to another, while Netta sat 
helpfully beside her, offering an occasional suggestion, and making 
small pious sounds under her breath. Vail had risen at the same time 
as Riccardo, and taking a sheriff’s badge and a B-B gun from the side¬ 
board, had gone into the living room. Obviously, the crucifix did not 
hold his interest; but Riccardo continued to linger on the threshold, 
manipulating a lasso with considerable skill, and glancing every now 
and then towards Sybelle, as if to determine whether she were appre- 
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dating his performance. Sylvestrc, after watching this by-play with 
amusement for some moments, thanked Netta for her bounteous hos¬ 
pitality, and excusing himself from the table, also went into the living 
room and approached Vail, who had somewhat inconsistently added 
a belt, a bowie knife and a red bandanna to his sheriff’s badge, and 
was taking aim at various gaudy but otherwise inoffensive ornaments. 

“What on earth are you doing, Vail?” Sylvestra inquired, more and 
more intrigued. 

“Nothing,” Vail answered, once more allowing an interval to elapse 
before saying anything at all. Riccardo again stepped into the breach. 

“We’re going to play stagecoach after a while. Like in the movies. 
Vail’s practising. Sybelle’s the one who gets rescued. Mostly I’m the 
bandit chief and Vail’s the sheriff. But sometimes Vail’s the bandit and 
I’m Sybelle’s father. Except when papa’s here. When he’s here, he acts, 
too. He’s grand.” 

“I should think he might be. . • . I’d like very much to watch you 
two boys play stagecoach.” 

Again he looked at Vail expectantly, and this time Riccardo waited 
for his friend to answer. The reply, when it finally came from the 
desired quarter, was anything but cordial. 

“We’re not going to play stagecoach right away. Sybelle always wants 
to play with the perfume bottles after she gets through playing with 
the crucifix.” 

“The perfume bottles ? ” 

Sylvestre was still looking at Vail, but as he was obviously unin¬ 
terested in continuing the conversation, Riccardo was finally forced to 
do so. 

“Yes, the bottles with the perfume mama uses on her paper flowers. 
When they’re most empty, she saves them for Sybelle. Then Sybelle fills 
them up with water, and goes around sprinkling things,” 

“I see.” 

“And next she dresses up in some old shawl of mama’s and some big 
old comb and fancy stuff like that.” 

“I see,” Sylvestre said again, though this time he was not so sure that 
he did. Momentarily, he wondered if Gervais and Merry realized how 
much time the twins spent with the Tramontes when theoretically they 
were with Fabian and Cresside, and whether Sybelle’s prattle had 
ever disclosed her status as Netta’s petted darling and Riccardo’s heroine 
of high adventure. But after all, it was none of his affair, and he was 
far more interested in Vail, who was certainly no prattler. He made 
another attempt to draw the little boy out. 

“If you and Sybelle are going back to your Aunt Cresside’s after you 
get through playing stagecoach, Vail, I’ll be glad to wait for you and 
walk around to Somerulos Street with you.*" 

“Wc’rc not going back there. Aunt Cresside’s coming here to get us 
after a while. She’s going to take us home in her new car that Uncle 
Fabian gave her. It’s a knockout.” 
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Vail opened the door leading from the living room into a small 
gallery, and with Maud at his heels, ran down the steps into the back 
yard. Riccardo, abandoning the lasso after one more backward glance 
at Sybelle, whose attention was still evenly divided between his mother 
and the crucifix, again made the appropriate gesture which Vail had 
neglected to supply. 

“Do you want to come out, too, Mr. Tremaine? You could l)ok at 
the rabbits and the chickens. I take care of those. We’ve got a arden 
and an orchard.” 

“What kind of an orchard?” 

“Well, we’ve got a chestnut tree, cherry trees and fig trees. W : have 
bay trees and Grand Dukes, too.” 

“I’ll be glad to come with you. [ had no idea there was so muc i land 
behind the house. That’s a fine k. xhen garden you’ve got. It lool s as if 
you had nice neighbors, too.” 

Sylvestro’s eyes wandered pas:: the fruit trees and the cooj ; and 
runs where the white chickens i nd brown rabbits were confine 1. He 
could see rows and rows of rid. green vegetables rising above well-* 
weeded ground and beyond them several neat well-located co tages. 
The entire scene was one of plenty and unostentatious prosperit/. 

“Yes. Those houses belong to papa. ... I think I’ll feed my rabbits 
now, if you don’t mind, before Vail and I play in our mine.” 

“Your mine?” 

“Yes, sir. We’ve got a mine over yonder behind the Grand Dukes. 
We keep our pretend treasure in it. That’s fun.” 

“I reckon it must be. I’ve never been much good at pretending I had 
something when I didn’t. . . . Vail’s over there already, isn’t he? I 
haven’t seen him for the last few minutes.” 

“Yes. Vail don’t like to wait.” 

“And do you two boys let Sybelle dig for treasure with you?” 

“Well, sometimes she comes and watches. We wouldn’t let any old 
girl hang around, but it’s different with Sybelle, because Vail’s her 
twin. Anyway, she’s not like those other old girls. She’s all right to 
have around. And you could stay, too, if you want to.” 

Sylvestre hesitated He was terribly tempted to remain, to see what 
would happen if Cresside found him there talking to Vail when she 
arrived. In the end he dismissed the idea, partly because he was actu¬ 
ally ashamed of it, and partly because Vail himself gave him so little 
encouragement to remain. Something about the litde boy’s attitude 
towards him seemed actually antagonistic. He rode out of town, 
obsessed with this thought, and with the strange notion that he had 
been looking at his own double, in miniature. It was absurd, he said 
to himself; no man knew what he really looked like; anyone could 
have black hair and blue eyes and a ruddy skin. But when he reached 
Hathaway Hall, he locked himself in his bathroom, and stood for a 
long time, staring at himself in his shaving mirror. 

He went on telliAg himself it was absurd to imagine a resemblance, 
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and then reflected on other resemblances which he had found or 
fancied. He had seen married couples who had grown to look like each 
other, especially after they had lived together a long time; he had seen 
adopted children who resembled their parents. But after all, such re¬ 
semblances were largely those of expression. This was different. He 
wished he knew exactly what he had looked like when he was Vail’s 
age. . . . And then, a few weeks later, he had found out. 

It was fantastic that a faded old photograph, received from a com¬ 
parative stranger on a remote Cuban central, should have clarified a 
mystery and explained an attraction which had baffled him for years. 
But it was also true. Sitting in the one broken, straight-backed chair 
which remained in the bare, second-story room, Sylvestre took the snap¬ 
shot from his pocket and scrutinized it carefully for the hundredth time. 
That was Vail’s tousled black hair which his own mother had never 
successfully slicked into place, that was Vail’s sturdy form undis¬ 
guised by the stiff pique suit, those were Vail’s big clear eyes relent¬ 
lessly staring into his own. “The heir to all the d’Alverys” was actually 
his own heir, bone of his bone, flesh of his flesh, begotten under an 
Easter moon, born in a locked chamber on a bitter winter night. And 
he himself, during the secret travail of his child’s mother, had been 
basking on the warm sands of the Riviera with the simpering fool he 
had chosen to marry in her stead! 

It was too late to think of that now, he told himself bitterly, while 
still wincing at the thought. But a man did not have to act like a 
fool or cad forever, merely because he had once played the part; he 
could profit by his past mistakes, he could retrieve his lost ground. . .. 
At least there was a well-established theory to that effect. But reviewing 
his own problems from a practical angle, Sylvestre saw no way in 
which he could solve them. How could he possibly prove that Vail 
was his son? The d’Alverys had safeguarded the child and his mother 
at every turn. And granting for die sake of argument that he could 
prove it, what would the revelation of such a secret accomplish? 
Nothing except to tarnish the good name of the woman he loved and 
to stigmatize as a bastard the boy who could never belong to him. He 
C 0 uld not marry Cresside now, he could not acknowledge and legitima¬ 
tize Vail. He was doomed to stand helplessly aside, while another man 
encompassed his own lost love with tenderness and devotion, and his 
own child grew to manhood under a name that was not his. 

Out of the chaos and resentment in his wretched mind, only one 
clear and comforting thought emerged: sooner or later Vail was bound 
to discover the truth, and conceivably, once this had happened, some 
diancc encounter between father and son might bring about mutual 
acknowledgment of their relationship. Sylvestre realized that Vail 
adored Cresside; every reference the child made to her revealed the 
love and harmony between them. Consequently he would inevitably 
begin by despising the man who had brought such suffering and shame 
upon her, and—judging from Vail’s conduct at the Tramontes’— 
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there was apparently an instinctive antagonism to combat besides. 
Nevertheless, or so Sylvestre tried to tell himself with conviction, all 
close kinships had definite claims upon those bound together by ties 
of blood, and were possessed of hidden strength to enforce ^em; 
however reluctant Vail might be to admit that he knew Sylvestre was 
his father, eventually he might be persuaded or impelled to do so; 
and once this had happened, Sylvestre was hopeful that he h mself 
might extenuate his wrongdoings, emphasize his repentance, an I win 
his son’s consent to occasional secret but intentional meetings. If he 
could do this much, he would try to be satisfied, since he knew or iy too- 
well that it would be the utmc st to which he could look foi vvard. 
But even the admission of the hidden bond between them woi Id ia 
some measure assuage his broken spirit and alleviate the lonelir !ss of 
his childless existence. 

As he persistently dwelt on ’he idea that Vail would ultii lately 
acknowledge their relationship, sylvestre told himself that if th : boy 
did not make the eventual discovery until he, too, had committed some 
hotheaded act of folly, he would judge his father less harshly t .an if 
he still regarded him through ti e uncompromising eyes of blai .leless^ 
youth. But this thought did not bring much consolation with it. in the 
first place, Sylvestre knew that he could not classify the seduction of 
Cresside tolerantly and simply as a hotheaded act of folly. It had been 
nothing of the sort. It had been a crime blasphemously committed in 
the name of love. In the second place, it did not in any way gratify 
him to think that Vail might inherit his weak traits instead of Cresside’s- 
strong character. He was proud because the boy looked like him, but 
he honestly hoped that the resemblance between them was only skin 
deep. In the third place, he felt he could not possess his soul in patience 
much longer; the sooner the showdown came, the better he would be 
pleased. Therefore, far from hoping that Vail’s conduct would help 
to bring about a rapprochement between them, Sylvestre tried to con¬ 
jure up ways through which, by his own present prowess, he could 
induce his son to think more leniently of his past sins. Any number 
of worthwhile men—^so ran the specious argument he was preparing— 
began by frittering away their time, marrying for money, and living 
incontinently. But as they grew older and wiser they turned their 
talents to good account and became exemplary husbands and fathers. 
He would call upon Vail to observe the splendid rehabilitation of 
Hathaway Hall under his supervision—the rehabilitation which he 
had just begun by the introduction of the smuggled cane, and which 
his fond fancy already depicted as having reached remarkable heights 
by the time this imaginary conversation could take place. He would 
demonstrate his extraordinary patience and forebearance towards his 
tiresome and exasperating, wife, and his blameless conduct as far as 
all other women were concerned. He would invite his son to come to 
him for the little favors which perhaps, under the circumstances, Vail 
would hesitate to ask of Gervais d’Alvery, but which he, Sylvestre, 
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would be only too glad to grant, and with the little problems to which 
possibly Gervais did not have time nor inclination to listen. Of course, 
Gervais d’Alvery had always been a fine fellow, one of the best, and he 
had now become a very substantial citizen as well. But after all, he 
had a large family; he had to divide his attention among five children, 
which was very diilerent from lavishing all his affection on one; and 
his existence was further complicated by his political duties, and by 
the financial worries which, though now greatly lessened, were still 
something of a burden. Sylvestre, on the other hand, with only the 
plantation to consider, had any amount of leisure and any amount of 
money, both of which were entirely at Vails disposal. 

'7 dont want your money, I dont want your advice, I don't want 
anything to do with you, Hathaway isn't yours, it's your wife's, and I 
don't want anything to do with her either, 1 don't want her wondering 
what's become of you, if you sneaf^ off to see me on the sly, and finally 
ferreting out the reason you do it, 1 certainly don't want to go to her 
house. She was a false friend to my mother, just as you were a false 
lover. Suppose you are my father? Well, that's my hard lud^. Suppose 
you would li\e to be with me? Well, that's yours, 1 can't help the fact 
that you got me. But 1 can J^eep away from you, most of the time, and 
I'm going to," 

Sylvestre would gladly have given ten years of his worthless life if, 
after all his specious arguments, this did not still seem to him the in¬ 
evitable retort. He tried to change it, or at least to soften it, as it came 
echoing back to thwart him and mock him, but without success. In 
imagination he continued to see the future Vail standing before him, 
ruddier and sturdier and older than the little boy at the fancy grocery 
store, not only alien and antagonistic now, but accusing and con¬ 
demning. . . . 

Someone was coming up the uncarpeted stairway and down the 
long hall. The bare boards creaked under the advancing footsteps, and 
to Sylvestre there was something eerie about the sound; it was like the 
weird noise attributed to the uneasy ghosts which allegedly prowled 
through haunted houses at night. Annoyed with himself for enter¬ 
taining such a nonsensical idea, Sylvestre slipped the snapshot back 
into his pocket, pushed the broken chair against the bare wall and went 
to the door. Regine met him on the threshold. 

“What on earth are you doing up here all by yourself?” 

“Just looking over the premises. Fm thinking of rigging up a labora¬ 
tory here, if you wouldn’t object.” 

“What good would that do?” 

“I might make chemical experiments here, the way Gervais d’Alvery 
does at Belle Heloise.” 

“I thought it was that cane you brought in fastened to your legs that 
you meant to experiment with.” 

“Well, there’s no reason why I shouldn’t do both, is there?” 
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“No, except I don’t sec how you can keep your eye on that cane if 
you stay up here much.” 

This was exactly what Sylvestre himself had feared, while endeavor¬ 
ing to^dismiss his anxiety as absurd. But he answered sneeringly. 

“You didn’t expect me to sit and watch it all day, out of my study 
window, did you?” 

“It might not be a bad plan, if you really want to keep an eye on it.” 

“I’ve put a fence around it. r\ e told Blood that Jonah’s to let t alone 
and that the kids are to stay out of the yard from now on.” 

“Well, evidently Blood hasn: hurried about relaying your orders. 
Anyway, one of Phronsie’s chil Iren has climbed over your sil y little 
fence and is squatting down th re in the dirt, picking the eyes out of 
the stalks. I just thought mayb^. you’d like to know.” 

Instead of simpering, as usual Regine spoke with malicious tr umph. 
Sylvestre pushed past her, and swearing under his breath, ton down 
the stairs and out of doors. A plump little pickaninny, dre; 5 ed in 
calico, was seated squarely in the middle of the new plot with . small 
spade beside her, her beribbon d head bent over an obvious’ ^ con¬ 
genial task: she was digging hei small blue nails deep into the tender 
young stalks which she had just uprooted and plucking froir them 
the tiny eyes which formed the seed for future shoots. Sylvestre 
swooped down and slapped her hands hard. Then he picked her up 
and shook her with all his force. Her head was bobbing back and 
forth on her shoulders and her eyes bulging from their sockets when 
he finally set her down. 

“You come along with me,” he commanded. “I’m going to take you 
straight to your mother and^tell her to whip you to within an inch 
of your life, you devilish little brat!” 

“Ah ain’t done nothin’, Mr. Tremaine,” the child whimpered, trying 
to draw away from him. “Ah was jes’ playin’ in de yawd wid my spade 
lak Ah alius does.” 

“Well, you’re not to play in the yard any more, you hear? If you 
do. I’ll whip you myself, and it won’t be within an inch of your life, 
either. I’ll sure enough kill you. Come on now, you can’t get away 
from me. You needn’t think you can.” 

The child’s whimper had risen to a wail by the time they reached 
Jonah’s cabin, where his two daughters, Phronsie and Meme, also 
lived with their respective broods. It was one of the pleasantest and 
tidiest on the plantation. Flowers bloomed profusely in its tiny yard, 
clean clothes flapped perpetually from a line hung between two china- 
berry trees beside it, and only one harmless old feist wandered aim¬ 
lessly among the fluttering fowl which surrounded it. The children 
playing on tJie small gallery were well-dressed and looked well-fed; no 
doubt Blood saw to it that they should be, Sylvestre thought savagely, 
recoiling from the unwelcome thought, which had just struck him, 
that the little girl he was dragging after him was probably his man- 
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ager’s daughter as well as Phronsie’s. However, the realization of this 
did not prevent him from speaking harshly to the child’s mother, 
when she lifted the hanging cloth from the open doorway and came 
out on the gallery. 

“Flail this little hellion till she remembers to keep her damn paws 
off the plants in my garden,” he commanded harshly. 

Phronsie regarded him thoughtfully before answering. She was neat 
looking herself, like her children, and she was extremely pretty besides. 
Her figure was slight and graceful, and her skin was golden rather 
than brown. Both her neck, which was completely bare, and her arms, 
which were bare to the elbow, looked firm and warm against her thin 
white dress. Her hair was parted in the middle and braided closely 
around her shapely head. She looked more like some of the lovely 
East Indians whom Sylvestre had seen during the course of his 
travels than like a Louisiana Negress. The children on the gallery 
came crowding up to her, and she caressed them, smiling while she 
hushed them. Her composure was complete. Resentfully, Sylvestre 
recognized the fact that he could not frighten her or even hurry her. 

“Ah sho’ sorry she been bad, Mr. Tremaine,” Phronsie said at last. 
None of the Negroes had ever paid him the compliment of calling 
him Mr. Sylvestre; they liked to sjiow that, after all these years, they 
still considered him an outsider. “Most generally, Minta she’s a right 
good little girl. What you been doin’, honey, to worry de bossman?” 
Phronsie went on, in her gentle pleasant voice. 

“She’s been digging up my new cane,” Sylvestre said vehemently. 
This time Phronsie answered so quickly that her reply was almost an 
interruption. 

“Mus’ be a misconvictlon somewheres. Ah doesn’t ever let mah 
young ’uns go out to de fields, Mr. Tremaine.” 

“I didn’t say anything about the fields. This is a very special kind 
of cane. I planted it in the yard myself, right by the Big House. I told 
Mr. Blood that the children were to be kept away from there, and that 
Jonah wasn’t to do any weeding around there either. Mr. Blood prom¬ 
ised me he’d see that my orders were carried out straight off. And the 
first thing I know, here’s this brat of yours right in the middle of my 
patch, destroying my seeds.” 

“Ah sho’ is sorry, Mr. Tremaine,” Phronsie said again. “Minta’s 
sorry, too, ain’t you, sugar? She ain’t gwine do it no mo’, Ah promises 
you dat. But you has to excuse her dis time, please suh.” 

Phronsie smiled down at her little daughter and stroked the child’s 
hair reassuringly. Minta had finally succeeded in wriggling out of 
Sylvestre’s grasp and was clinging to her mother, regarding her accuser 
with frightened and reproachful eyes. She was even lighter than 
Phronsie, Sylvestre noticed, now that he had a good look at her; and, 
quickened to the consciousness of such things, he saw, or fancied he 
saw, a marked resemblance to Blood’s gross countenance in her small 
features. Curse it, he would never get anywhere, with this lay of the 
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land I He muttered something that was still wrathful and that was 
meant to be threatening as well, and then he strode off, bent on hurry« 
ing back to his desecrated cane and finding out how much damage 
had actually been done. In his haste, he almost ran into Jonah’s other 
daughter, Meme, who was advancing towards the cabin with a large 
basket on her head, and who was either unable or unwilling to change 
her course when she saw him coming. Meme had the sense of | erfect 
balance which enabled her to cat ry such burdens with grace an I ease 
and she walked freely and firmlv; but she was several shades ( arker 
than her half sister, and she had lone of Phronsie’s inescapable c larm* 
Blood had never bothered her, ai d she had been genuinely devc ed to 
her husband, the poor Negro wl o had died from burns after t le ex¬ 
plosion, and to the two children who had been instantly killed while 
happily carrying their father h s lunch. Now she was pathe ically 
loyal to the memory of all thre . She still wore the dingy bla :k in 
which she had persistently drapeci her spare frame from the begii ning,' 
and she seemed to take no com ort in her remaining children, who 
were left in the care of their auit while she worked at the boa 'ding 
house. She never smiled and seldt);n spoke, but she brooded perpet aally, 
and little by little a sinister expiession had crept into her lack.uster 
eyes. When she finally glanced in Sylvestre’s direction, the looic she 
gave him was one of such thinly veiled hatred that he veered away 
from it, and hurried on without saying anything to her except good 
evening. He had meant, when he went to the cabin, to speak sharply 
to Jonah as well as to Phronsie. But somehow Phronsie had thwarted 
him and now Meme had upset him. He would not have put it past 
her to connive with Amen, the rising “medicine man” who had begun 
life as the d’Alverys’ yard boy, and “put a conjure” on Hathaway. Of 
course, there was nothing in these silly tricks and primitive beliefs. 
Nevertheless, he had not liked the look of the funny little bundle of 
string, feathers, and miscellaneous rubbish which he had found on the 
gallery that morning. . . . 

He was relieved, on approaching the new cane patch, to find that 
the damage wrought by Minta was, after all, relatively slight. Most 
of the eyes were gone from the two stalks which she had dug up, but 
the others were undisturbed and intact; he could still count on plenty 
of seed with which to carry on his experiment. He replaced the earth 
and smoothed it down again with mingled hopefulness and relief, when 
Blood came up and spoke to him with unaccustomed civility. 

“Phronsie’s just been over to the boarding house to see me, Mr. 
Tremaine. She’s very sorry for the accident, and so am I. In a way, I 
feel to blame for it. I did speak to Jonah, right after I saw you early 
this evening, and cautioned him about letting the mound alone. And 
Pve put the fear of the Lord into most of the kids already. But 1 
hadn’t got around to Phronsie’s and Meme’s. I meant to go over to 
the cabin later on ... I told Phronsie you’re right, that Minta ought 
to be switched. But she’s so frightened already from the. shaking and 
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scolding you gave her that I really don’t believe it’s necessary. I don’t 
believe you could bribe her to go near that cane patch again.” 

Sylvestre noticed that the manager did not say, “Minta will have to 
be switched,” pnly “Minta ought to be switched.” But he decided that 
after all it was better not to press the point. Doubtless Blood was 
correct in saying that he himself had already given the brat a whole¬ 
some lesson. 

“Well, I hope you’re right,” he said shortly. “Still, I don’t intend 
getting another scare like that. You’ll have to put two" or three of the 
older boys to watching that mound in shifts, during the daytime. I 
don’t suppose there’s any danger that one of the kids will walk in his 
sleep and start digging up the cane by moonlight, so there’ll be no 
need of keeping up the watch at night. But I can’t sit and stare at 
the patch out of my study window all day.” 

This was the second time he had said that now, he realized, and 
the thought had been running persistently in his head before he put 
it into words. At this rate he would be going off his base pretty soon, 
over a half-dozen stalks of stolen and smuggled cane. And yet, of 
course, it was not the half-dozen stalks of cane themselves that counted; 
it was what they represented, what they might mean to him in the 
future. Cresside had reminded him how much some trivial thing could 
mean, long ago in the moonlight. isn't just a jew words after all, is 
it, Sylvestre? It's what they stand for. In the marriage service and on 
the diploma, too." Those stalks of cane represented the ultimate tri¬ 
umph which was to help him redeem his past sins in his son’s eyes. 
He did not intend to let anything happen to them. Not even if he 
actually must sit and watch the place where they were planted out of 
the study window. . . . 

“You sure can’t, Mr. Tremaine,” he heard Blood say in. a conciliatory 
way. “Don’t you worry about that though. I’ll get hold of a couple of 
trustworthy boys. I’ll attend to everything. I’m just as interested as you 
are in having this experiment succeed and taking those stuck-ups at 
Belle Heloise down a few pegs. Well, good evening again.” The man¬ 
ager walked away, his self-assurance obviously restored. He was ap¬ 
parently well satisfied—almost too well satisfied, his employer thought 
—with the interview, and Sylvestre resented the ease with which it had 
been carried off by his manager; but after a final survey of the cane 
patch, he partially dismissed it from his mind and walked slowly up 
the curving stone steps that led to the gallery and across this to the 
house. It had been an unusually warm day, and probably that was the 
reason his head had felt hot all afternoon—that and the fact that the 
cursed brat, and her smooth-spoken slut of a mother and her old black 
witch of an aunt had all got under his skin. When it came to that, not 
only his head felt hot. He felt hot all over. But he could fix that. He 
would go in and take a shower. It was almost dmner time anyway. 

He went into his study, looked out of the window at the mound, and 
walked on to his bedroom. He had been a fool to wear a tweed suit 
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on a day like this, whatever the calendar said. He would get into 
Shantung or seersucker straightaway. He took off the offending coat, 
the creation of a famous Lx)ndon tailor, and hung it over a chair. Next 
he unbuttoned his vest, laying his watch and chain on the table beside 
him. Then he decided to take one more look at the faded old photo¬ 
graph before he got into the shower. He reached into the pocket where 
he always kept it and it was not there. 


CHAPTER XXIX 

He stood perfectly still, the pe rspiration with which he was di pping 
changing to cold sweat. He was bathed in it, as he had been on) / once 
or twice before in his life, when he was recovering from a long illness 
but still very weak; it produced i sensation of debility so extrem J as to 
verge on helplessness, and this time it was accompanied by a , eeling 
of great constriction. His heart was no longer in the right place, but 
midway down his throat, and his hands were numb. He tried to reach 
for his handkerchief, to mop olf the worst of the sweat, and at first 
his fingers merely twitched, refusing to function. He went through a 
period of ineffectual misery which seemed to him endless, while the 
lump in his throat continued to grow larger and larger. At last, how¬ 
ever, he succeeded in wiping his face and in rummaging through his 
pockets. But afterwards the cold sweat poured out of him more pro¬ 
fusely than ever. The search was futile. The photograph was nowhere 
to be found. 

He slipped hurriedly into his clothes again, trying to figure out, 
while he did so, where and when he could have lost it and how he 
was going to recover it. He certainly thought he had put it back into 
his pocket when he heard Regine coming along the uncarpeted hall; 
but he had done this so hastily that the picture might conceivably 
have fallen out because it was not far enough in. He groped his way 
upstairs again, peering around him as he went. It was getting dark 
and there were only a few inadequate lights on the second story. It 
was hard to see anything in the dusk, and there was an eerie quality 
to the dimness and emptiness, just as there had been to the sound of 
Regine’s footsteps when she came over the bare floor. He jumped when 
he heard her calling to him now from below. 

‘‘Sylvestrel Where on earth are you?” 

“I’m upstairs. What do you want?” 

“Dinner’s ready. Micah’s looked everywhere for you. Why did you 
go upstairs again, for heaven’s sakes?” 

For the first time, he felt bitterly sorry that he had lied to her about 
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the picture. If he had only refrained from telling her he had torn it 
up, he could say, quite casually, that he had mislaid it, and that as 
Mrs. Wade wanted it back again, he was hunting for it so that he 
could send it off. Of course, that would not explain why he had at¬ 
tached enough importance to it himself to carry it around in his pocket 
for ten days; but at least it would not be nearly as awkward as to con¬ 
fess that he had never destroyed it, and to try to justify his falsehood. 
Under the circumstances, his safest course lay in saying nothing at all, 
at least for the present, and throughout dinner he maintained a stub¬ 
born silence in the face of Regine’s persistent curiosity. He could not 
eat, but he managed to sit still until she had finished; then he walked 
out onto the gallery and down the steps leading into the yard, while 
Regine continued to pursue him with her fretful questions. 

“Why don’t you speak to me? Where are you going now?” 

“I haven’t anything special to say to you. I’ve got to go out for a few 
minutes. I won’t be long.” 

“But why do you have to go out?” 

“Good God, Regine, do you want an explanation every time I walk 
across the yard?” 

He strode away, increasingly angry not only with Regine but with 
himself. He did not see why on earth he had put the photograph in a 
small leather traveling frame by itself, instead of among the papers 
and potes in his billfold. If he could have said he dropped his wallet, 
and set everyone searching for that, the chances were at least even that 
when and if it were found, it would be returned to him unmolested. 
But the little picture frame was a single one with an open face; the 
first person who looked at it might easily see the same resemblance 
that he had. To be sure, Regine had not done so, but then she had 
barely glanced at it, and she had been more intrigued by the queer 
clothes than by the child’s features depicted in it, which was typical 
of her. If she saw it again, however, she would inspect it more closely, 
searching for the clue to her husband’s interest, and very likely she 
would discover it. She had seen Vail almost as often as he had, which 
was not very frequently, to be sure, but enough for her to put two and 
two together, once her suspicions were aroused. As for Blood, he had 
probably seen a good deal of the little boy. The d’Alvery children rode 
their ponies on the levee, visited the family tomb in the cemetery, played 
with the little pickaninnies from the quarters, and ranged freely up 
and down the River Road. Considering the proximity of the two plan¬ 
tations, the common interests of the two and the surface friendliness 
between the overseer at Belle Hcloise and the manager at Hathaway, 
it was inevitable that Blood should have run into Vail over and over 
again. Besides, after the explosion, while the Hathaway cane was 
taken to Belle Heloise for grinding, Blood had been there every day, 
and doubtless the little d’Alverys haunted the sugar house, after the 
habit of their kind. Probably Blood had already noticed Ae telltale 
likeness; probably he was only waiting for the chance to put his con- 
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jccturcs to the best use. The photograph would give him just such a 
chance. As for the Negroes, they seemed to have a sixth sense about 
such things anyway. Phronsie, whose child he had just manhandled; 
Meme, who held him accountable for the hideous death of both her 
husband and children, had far more reason than Blood to wish him 
ill; if their suspicions were backed by evidence, they might make deadly 
use of it. 

Sylvestre had taken a flashlight with him when he went Dut, but 
conscious that Regine was wati hing him from the gallery, he did not 
dare to use it. He scuffled al» »ng the grass, cursing the ina Icquate 
starlight. As he approached J( nah’s cabin, he began to mo’ e more 
cautiously; lights shone from v^ithin it and he could hear sou ids that 
seemed to come from the galle y, even before he could see the outline 
of figures; someone was croon ng a lullaby and someone wa: strum¬ 
ming a banjo. Probably Phron ie was singing to Minta to so the the 
child after her fright and Jon h was playing the accompanh lent. It 
was quite possible that Blood 1 ad gone back there; Sylvestre remem¬ 
bered that the manager had s..id he intended to visit the ca^in that 
evening anyway, even before ^he disturbance created by Mi ita. He 
always did these things brazenly, so secure in his place a “head 
beater” that he was indifferent to the scandals he constantly created. 
And Durice Reno was too fearful of the menace personified by D^tte 
to risk losing him to her sister, as Vina had lost him to her, through a 
tempestuous display of jealousy. 

When Sylvestre came close enough to the cabin to see, though still 
indistinctly, that four persons were seated on the gallery, he stopped; 
and while he hesitated about going on, he heard a car drive into the 
dlSe, and saw its lights go off in front of the stone stairway. Appar¬ 
ently he and Regine had callers; if he did not put in an appearance 
presently she would begin to call him, thus proclaiming the fact that 
he was prowling about the grounds for some unexplained purpose. 
Feeling more thwarted than ever, he went slowly back to the Big 
House, still scuffling as he went. He realized now that he could not 
find the photograph that night, that he would have to try again in 
the morning, and meanwhile someone else might come upon it acci¬ 
dentally. Fortunately, Regine was a late riser, and thanks to the ar¬ 
rangement of their rooms, she would be none the wiser if he were up 
and about by daybreak. He was generally a late riser also, and his ap¬ 
pearance on the grounds at an early hour would inevitably be a source 
of surprise to the servants. But that much of a chance he would have 
to take. He must find the photograph. He must—he must—he must.... 

The urgency of this possessed him. He was still terribly hot, still 
' intermittently bathed in that awful cold sweat, and his head had begun 
to ache, too, so badly that it stupefied him. The loss of the photograph 
was still all too clear in his torpid mind; but he took in only the 
general drift of conversation. His callers were two old friends from 
New Orleans, Ray Tucker, now a member of the legislature and Fred 
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Snell, an habitual hanger-on, and both were in a state of extreme ex¬ 
citement. Apparently the House of Representatives had been a scene 
of wildest disorder that evening. The Speaker, John Fournet, had ig¬ 
nored the demand of Representative Cecil Morgan of Caddo to speak 
on a point of personal privilege. Morgan had stayed on his feet, shout¬ 
ing, “I have in my hand an affidavit that the Governor has tried to pro¬ 
cure the assassination of a member of this House!” and the Speaker 
had ordered the Sergeant-at-Arms to seat Morgan. But three of his 
fellow members had formed a human barrier around him, and the 
entire legion of Long sycophants and paid goons had not been able 
to shout him down. Amidst the outcry, however, Fournet had recog¬ 
nized the ostensible motion of Cleveland Fruge, one of Long’s floor 
leaders, to adjourn. This would have meant the end of the special 
session, blocking any effort to impeach Long. Fournet had made out 
that he was putting the motion, and opened the voting machine, and 
without regard to the plain fact that no real vote was being recorded, 
had declared the House adjourned. Thereupon a free-for-all fight had 
developed, which reached unimaginable proportions. Representative 
Sayes’ forehead was laid open, while other legislators piled on top of 
each other in the bull-ring yelling and swearing . . . 

“The worst nigger brawl you ever saw couldn’t compare with it,” 
Tucker declared, with an enthusiasm which he evidently expected his 
host to share. Sylvestre, who had not heard more than half of the 
dreadful details, tried to put some show of interest into his reply. 

“It must have been some fight. How did it end?” 

“Well, in the end Mason Spencer called a voice roll and it stood 
seventy-two to six against adjournment. Huey’s in for impeachment 
now, sure as shooting. By the way, I suppose you realize that no one’s 
worked harder for it than that next door neighbor of yours, Gervais 
d’AIvery. He and Huey never did get along, and ever since that 
Standard Oil tax came up they’ve been fit to tie. D’AIvery hasn’t lost 
a chance to get in his licks. I wouldn’t like to be in. his shoes if Huey 
ever gets out of this hole.” 

“Gervais is usually able to look after himself pretty well.” 

“He’ll sure as hell get a chance to fix Huey’s clock if the House 
puts in an impeachment resolution tomorrow, like they say they’re 
going to do. Huey’ll be tried by the Senate, and Gervais has one damn 
big vote there now.” 

“Can’t people talk about anyone but Long in Louisiana nowadays?” 
Sylvestre burst out irritably. 

“He’ll do big stuff unless they impeach him,” Snell replied. “If that 
happens, you won’t be hearing of him so much. We only thought 
you’d like to hear the news. Looks like nobody’s going to bed in 
Baton Rouge tonight. The whole town’s standing around in the middle 
of Third Street till yet, and the newspapermen have already christened 
the day ‘Bloody Monday’; the moon’s red all right and it’s my guess 
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this is only, the beginning of trouble. But if you want to talk about 
something else. . . . Where have you been keeping yourself?” 

“Well, weVe only just got back from Cuba. We’ve traveled a good 
deal lately, you know. And when I’m home, the plantation keeps 
me pretty busy.” 

Even to Sylvestre, this sounded inane. The plantation had never kept 
him busy, and Tucker must be aware of this; everyone kmw that 
Grover Blood was the real master of Hathaway. But Sylvestre could 
not think of anything else to sa\. His headache was getting wo se; his 
temples were throbbing now, ..nd another wave of cold sw( at had 
drenched him. He wished Tuck^x and Snell would go home an 1 leave 
him in peace, so that he could hu nt for the photograph again. Nc damn 
it, he couldn’t hunt for the ph »tograph again until daylight, aut he 
could lie quietly in the dark tryi ig to figure out where he had d ‘opped 
it. Of course, before he went to »ed, he would look out of the v indow 
and make sure the Cuban car.e was still all right. He had almojst 
forgotten about the cane, in his worry about the photograph, x .Imost, 
but not quite. If Tucker and Si:.dl would only go. . . . 

“Well, we better be pushing along,” Tucker said at last, tardily 
sensing a lack of cordiality. “There’s likely something fresh a-itirring 
in old Red Stick by this time. . . . But why don’t you come in to 
Izzy’s some night and have a snack with me and some of the boys? 
We’ve got a good crowd—you ought to get in with it.” He shook hands, 
looking at his abstracted host more attentively than before. “You’re 
O.K. these days, aren’t you, Sylvestre?” he inquired, with a touch of 
solicitude. “I mean, you’re feeling all right? You look sort of peaked 
to me.” 

“Of course he’s all right,” Regine interposed, answering for him. 
She did not have a headache, but she, too, had found the conversation 
hard to follow, besides being deadly dull. Her distaste for the dis¬ 
cussion of any political question amounted almost to a mania, and her 
contention that all men in public office were either boors or crooks 
had so far successfully separated her husband from many of his youth¬ 
ful cronies. She did not propose to let the garrulous Mr. Tucker and 
his vulgar associate, Mr. Snell, get the idea they were welcome at 
Hathaway Hall, thus late in the day. She hoped they had seen the 
significance of her failure to offer them drinks. “He is dreadfully busy 
though,” she went on coyly. “I know you’ve all got the habit of thinking 
that Gervais d’Alvery’s the only planter on the River Road who ever 
accomplishes anything, but you’re wrong. If it wasn’t a deep dark 
secret, I could tell you something-” 

Somehow Sylvestre succeeded in shutting her off, by leading the 
way into the hall and talking himself, more volubly than at any pre¬ 
vious point in the evening, as he attempted to usher the callers out. 
But the door into the White Ball Room was open, and as they went 
past it. Tucker asked if Snell, who had never been at Hathaway Hall 
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before, could have a look at it. Sylvestre obligingly lighted the gas, re¬ 
vealing the vast apartment in all its glacial splendor, and the two 
visitors stepped inside on the slippery floor. 

‘*Nothing to touch it, anywhere around here,” Tucker remarked 
with gratifying admiration. “Don’t use it much though, do you?” 

“No, just for weddings and funerals. We’ve had one of each in the 
last ten years, that’s all.” 

“Maybe you’re about due for one or the other again then,” Snell 
remarked jocosely. Regine, who had quickly rejoined the group, 
looked at him with unconcealed contempt. 

“I’m afraid I don’t think that’s very amusing, Mr. Snell,” she said 
frcezingly. “Besides, my husband seems to forget that when I was 
a girl we often had balls in this room and that I made my debut in it. 
I’m very proud of it and I have a great deal of sentiment about it. 
We have forty rooms in this house and the White Ball Room’s my 
favorite. Mr. Tucker’s right in saying there’s nothing around here 
to touch it. So, of course, we don’t use it indiscriminately. We keep 
it for occasions of real importance.” 

“Well, you’d call weddings and funerals important, wouldn’t you 
now, Mrs. Tremaine?” 

The impossible creature seemed bent on being offensive to her. She 
turned and walked back, to the living room without another word, 
holding her head very high. When Sylvestre returned there himself, 
a few minutes later, he confronted her with unconcealed rage. 

“You sure were the gracious lady throughout that conversation,’* 
he said furiously. “I haven’t got so many friends left—you might at 
least be civil when one of them bothers to look me up. And that 
doesn’t mean you need to go around shooting off your mouth, either. 
Do you happen to remember that I said you weren’t to tell, or even 
to hint, about that httle experiment of mine?” 

“Oh, yes I I remember all right I But I reckon I can speak if I want 
to. ... I didn’t tell anything, anyway.” 

“You would have, if I hadn’t shut you up. And you may find I’ll 
do it more forcibly next time.” 

“Is that so? Well, you listen to me, Sylvestre Tremaine. . . .” 

She followed him into his room, still haranguing him, and she did 
not leave him until he had told her, three times, for God’s sake to clear 
out, each time speaking more roughly than before. He extinguished the 
gas, went over to the window, and looked down at the mound where 
his cane was planted. The starlight was brighter now, and he could 
see it clearly. If only it did not look so much like a gravel he thought, 
with an involuntary shudder; a place where hopes were buried, not 
revived. The involuntary comparison depressed him, and the depres¬ 
sion only deepened when he forgot the cane again in his concern 
about the photograph. His temples were still throbbing, and when 
he pressed his cold, wet hands against them, instead of relieving the 
pain, this made it worse. Tucker must be right. He probably did look 
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peaked; he certainly felt like hell. He’d hardly ever been ill in fxis 
life and of course he wasn’t ill now; just the same, something must 
be wrong. If he could only find that photograph, he’d feel better. If 
he could only be sure no one else had found it. . . . 

He woke to find himself sitting on the sofa, still fully dressed. He 
went and looked at the mound again, and then he relighted the gas. 
It was two o’clock in the morning, four hours to go before d lylight. 
He got out of his clothes and to( k the shower which he had aba idoned 
in the afternoon; but it require 1 such an effort to do this that he did 
not even try to dry himself. 1 le lay down on his bed, nak id and 
exhausted, and fell into another stupor, which was troubled by Ireams 
this time. He was searching, sea*-ching everywhere for the phot ‘graph, 
but he could not find it. And ;ie was looking for it in such Grange 
places—^all the places where he and Cresside had been togethc •. First 
The Willows and the levee and the cypress grove where they hi d been 
when they were in love with each other. Then the hallway wh ere she 
had turned on him with such loathing and the cemetery wh re she 
had told him she would not marry him if he were the last n an left 
on earth. He kept begging her, in these dreadful dreams, to he Ip him 
with his search, and she kept scornfully declining to do so. And after 
all, he could not blame her for that, since, of course, she would not 
wish to be confronted with the likeness that would help him to prove 
Vail was his son as well as hers. But he pleaded with her, and finally 
tried to catch her, and when he did that she disappeared and every¬ 
thing was dark and he had to search blindly and alone. . . . 

At last he woke again, and this time his head was clearer, though it 
still hurt him unmercifully. Daylight was just filtering into the room, 
and he jumped up, remembering that there was not a moment to be 
lost, that he must find the missing photograph at once. He pulled on 
his shirt and trousers, discovering that this required an effort, too; 
however, his sense of urgency drove him forward and presently he 
forgot his weakness. He did not put on his shoes, but this was only 
because he knew he could move more noiselessly without them; if he 
did not find the photograph on the stairs, or on the second story, he 
would come back for them before he went outdoors. 

He went up the stairs one at a time, panting, and scanning every 
inch of the floor space. He was relieved to find that he could move so 
noiselessly, that his painful progress was not marked by any of those 
eerie sounds he had heard the evening before. He stopped for breath, 
when he reached the second story, and wiped the sweat from his face 
with his shirt. Then he crept along again, still carefully scanning tbc 
floor. At last reaching the room at the far end of the hall which was his 
destination, he saw, with some surprise, that the door was slightly ajar. 
He could have sworn that he bad closed it the night before as carefully 
as if some priceless treasure might be hidden there—^as he now knew 
that indeed it might be. But the latches on old doors were unreliable; 
often you thought they had caught firmly, only to discover afterwards 
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that they had sprung open again. With no fresh feeling of concern, 
he leaned against the jamb, resting for a moment before he swung it 
wide. Then he cried out in fear and in fury. Regine, clad in a white 
dressing gown, was standing in the center of the bare room, an evil 
expression on her beautiful face. 


CHAPTER XXX 

For a moment he stared at her stupidly, too dumbfounded to believe 
his eyes. Then he sprang towards her, clutching her arm. 

“What are you doing here?” he demanded roughly. 

“The same thing you’re doing here, I reckon. Haven’t I got as 
much right here as you have? After all, this is my house.” 

Ordinarily he would have made a stinging retort to her last state¬ 
ment. This time he did not even hear it. 

“What do you mean by the same thing I’m doing here?” he de¬ 
manded, still more roughly. 

“Oh, I know you think I’m a simpleton, but at least I’m not a 
congenital idiot! I realized when you came back here last evening 
there must be some special reason for it. Of course, I didn’t know 
what the reason was, but I thought perhaps you were hunting for 
something you’d lost and were worrying about. When you went 
scuffling around outdoors afterwards I was pretty sure that was it. 
I was pretty sure you hadn’t found it, too, because you acted mighty 
jumpy all the time those men were calling. So I figured you’d come 
back to look for it just as soon as it was light again. I guessed right, 
too, didn’t I? But you see your poor silly little wife had the same idea. 
And she got here first.” 

“And what good do you think that did you?” 

“Plenty, maybe ... Let go my arm, Sylvestre, you’re hurting me.” 

“I’ll hurt you a lot worse if you don’t answer my question this 
minute.” 

“Oh, I’m not afraid! You wouldn’t dare!” 

She laughed, and at the taunting sound, his last remnant of self- 
control deserted him. His head had been throbbing before; it was 
pounding now. But his thoughts, which for a long time had been so 
confused, were suddenly clear, and his strength, which had streamed 
away from him, came surging back. At all costs, he must first find out 
how much Regine knew or guessed, and then he must silence her. It 
would be easy enough to discover whether she had the photograph, 
for she was obviously wearing nothing but a nightgown under her 
sheer negligee, and she had only soft heelless slippers on her stocking- 
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less feet; there was no way in which she could conceal anything about 
her person. But she might conceivably have hidden the photograph 
somewhere else, if she had been upstairs long enough, though it would 
take some ingenuity to do it, in such a barren place; and the action, 
on the face of it, would seem pointless. Her instinct would naturally 
be to take her booty away with her. 

Moving with inescapable swiftness, Sylvestre released his h)ld on 
her arm, but immediately seized both her hands, pinning them in one 
of his. She strained away from him, screaming, but her strugj le and 
her outcry were both ineffectm.l; he was far stronger than si e was, 
and there was no one else with n hearing. All the servants sle »t out; 
and tardily remembering that t'ley would not come on duty 1 )r two 
hours yet, and that consequei.tly there was no chance of rescue, 
Regine next tried vainly to bit( her assailant, while he rummj ged in 
the pockets of her dressing go wn, shook it free from its fast inings, 
and finally stripped it off her. Then, forcing her to the flo ^r and 
dropping on one knee, he tore off her slippers, and shook the e. She 
was trying to kick now as well as to bite, but he continued to dodge 
as he ran his questing hand over her again and again, from 1 ead to 
foot. There was nothing whatsoever on her beautiful body I ut the 
filmy nightgown. It was futile to search any longer. 

Sylvestre took hold of her feet with his free hand, gripping them as 
relentlessly as her hands. Pinioned like this, she could not struggle 
against him. He leaned over her and spoke to her savagely. 

“Tell me what you’ve done up here, you hellcat!” 

“Don’t you wish you knew, you damn brute!” 

“Fm giving you one more chance.” 

“What do you mean, one more chance? You can’t keep me here 
forever.” 

“No, but I can kill you, and I will if you don’t answer me.” 

From the moment that he seized her, Regine had been furious, 
and her rage had mounted with his violence. But until this moment 
she had not been frightened. Sylvestre’s manhandling, though it 
bruised her body and outraged her dignity, had not really shaken her 
sense of fundamental security. She had always possessed the stronger 
will of the two, and she had bent him to it, when and as she wished; 
over and over again, she had made him pay for the slightest show of 
resistance, and all the time he was searching her, she had been sus¬ 
tained by the vindictive thought that she would take rich revenge 
for this insulting treatment. Now there was something about his 
flushed, distorted face that sent a shiver through her. She had never 
before seen that menacing look in his gorgeous blue eyes, or that 
rigid expression on his weak handsome mouth. Instinctively, she 
shrank away from him, bracing herself against the floor. 

“I haven’t done anything. I’d only just come here myself when you 
got here.’" 
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“You lying little bitch! You were gloating, not five minutes ago, 
because you’d got here first.” 

“It was just a bluff, Sylvestre, truly it was. I didn’t really have any¬ 
thing to gloat over. I was provoked with you because you wouldn’t 
tell me what you were doing up here or why you went out last night. 
It’s natural for any woman to be curious about her husband, especially 
when he acts the way you do, shutting up like a clam and streaking 
off by himself all the time.” 

The sharp bravado had all gone from her voice. It had sunk to a 
dragging whine, but it did not appease the frenzied man who was 
holding her down. Gripping her hands and feet more firmly than 
ever, he bellowed at her. 

“What in hell did you imagine I was looking for?” 

' “I didn’t know. But I really did think you’d lost something. I wanted 
to find out what it was.” 

“Well, what did you find out?” 

didn’t find out anything, Sylvestre. I realize now it was all a 
mistake, that you haven’t lost anything, and that you weren’t hunting 
for anything. I’m sorry I’ve made all this fuss. I won’t ever do it again.” 

“You’re damn right you won’t. You won’t ever have the chance.” 

The look on his face was not merely menacing any more, it was 
actually murderous. And he was no longer crouching beside her. With 
one of, his swift, unpredictable movements, he had released her feet 
and sprung on top of her, so that he could keep her prostrate while 
straddling her body and still have both hands free. These hands had 
suddenly become abnormally strong, and they were moving rapidly 
towards her throat. Regine’s whimper rose to a scream again. 

“Oh, don’t—don’t—don’t! I’ll do anything you say, but don’t treat 
me like this! I can’t bear being hurt so, I can’t stand-” 

“If you don’t tell me what you’ve done with that photograph. I’ll 
strangle you. I give you two minutes to decide. One of them’s almost 
gone already.” 

The clarity of his thoughts had long since been swallowed up in 
frantic determination; the pounding in his head had become a tumult, 
the confusion in his mind a chaos. At first he had realized he must not 
give himself away by referring to the photograph until he was certain 
Regine either possessed it or knew its whereabouts. He had adroitly 
avoided any mention of it. Now he had completely forgotten the neces¬ 
sity of such precaution in the deadliness of his purpose. He was im¬ 
pelled to force Regine to speak or to silence her forever. His lapse was 
his undoing. Regine’s wits were sharpened by desperation and the 
wording of his threat indicated a last chance of escape. It did not 
take her two seconds to seize upon it. 

“I’ll show you, Sylvestre, if you’ll let me up.” 

“No, you won’t. You’ll tell me, lying right where you are.” 

“But you can’t go and get it while you’re holding me down like 
this. And I don’t think I can explain exactly. I wedged it in— Oh, it’s 
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terribly complicated. You know it isn’t easy to hide anything in a bare 
room like this, Sylvestre.” 

It had suddenly dawned upon her that perhaps fear and rage did 
not wholly account for her husband’s horrible behavior. His skin 
had a mottled, poisonous look and madness was mingled with the 
menace in his eyes. She remembered his collapse at Central Catalina, 
the increasing strangeness and secretiveness of his conduct cvei since. 
The fainting fit which the Cuban medico had dismissed so ightly 
might have been the first sign ci some serious derangement afier all; 
probably Sylvestre was feverish and delirious now and such syn ptoms 
might account for a great dea;. The possibility did not roc ;e the 
slightest sympathy for him, but it did suggest that cunning a id pa¬ 
tience might work wonders. V^hen she saw him looking a ound, 
vainly trying to locate a possible hiding place, and felt his hold n her 
slacken slightly, she was doubly confident that her guess might mean 
her salvation. But after a momei t’s hesitation, he disappointed 1 er. * 

“You’ll have to explain. And it you don’t lie still while I’m lo )king. 
I’ll come back and knock you down again. I’ll knock you out I’m 
going to be sure you’ve told me the truth before I let you go. I know 
what a damn liar you are.” 

“Oh, Sylvestre, how can you be so cruel to me! I won’t try to get 
away, I won’t lie to you. But-” 

“I said, two minutes. I think they’re about up.” 

His transfigured hands were creeping closer to her throat. She 
screamed again. 

“I put it back of the mantelpiece when I heard you coming. There’s 
a little crack between the shelf and the wall.” 

Jumping up, he rushed across the room to the fireplace and saw that 
at least part of what Regine had said was true: the mantel did not fit 
closely to the side of the room; it was conceivable that a small thin 
picture might have been slipped between the marble and the wall; but 
there was nothing in sight. He turned furiously back to Regine. 

“You are lying to me! The crack’s there, but the picture isn’t.” 

“It must have fallen down inside. You can see that the crack’s big. 
Maybe you can pull the shelf away further, if you try.” 

He grasped the heavy mantelpiece with both hands and tugged at 
it. But apparently the crack was an old one, for the shelf seemed 
securely settled in its present position. Its immobility maddened him 
still further. He tried to shake it, stopping every now and then to see 
if the crack had widened and to glance in the direction of Regine to 
make sure she had not moved. When he saw that she was still prostrate, 
and motionless and that he had made no impression whatsoever on 
the crack, he attacked the mantel with redoubled fury, and presently, 
when he stopped shaking it, it was only to glare at it with increasing 
intensity. Realizing that his attention was at last thoroughly diverted, 
Regine cautiously raised herself to a sitting position. Then, watching 



him closely as she did so, she silently got up, and putting one bare 
foot softly before the other, began to tiptoe across die floor. 

She had almost reached the middle of the room when the marble 
shelf suddenly gave way, falling forward with a loud crash amidst 
chunks of cement and clouds of pulverized plaster; and as Sylvestrc 
sprang over the wreckage, and bent down to examine the yawning 
space behind it, Regine saw her chance to slip through the door, which 
was still ajar. In another minute, she would have gained the hallway 
and with it her freedom; with so good a start, she could have outrun 
her captor, even if he had missed her then. But a puff of wind, wafted 
through the open window, blew the door to just as she reached it. 
Startled by the sound, Sylvestre looked up, and the next instant he 
had pounced upon her. 

“So you thought you’d get away! Well, you can think again! And 
I shan’t let you off so easy this time. This time you’ll really get what’s 
coming to you!” 

He tried, without success, to throw her as he had done before. She 
had managed to get her hands behind her before he reached her, and 
without holding them in his grip, it was harder to force her down. He 
grasped her around the waist and shoulders, grappling with her, but 
she managed to keep her footing. All he could do was to force her 
further and further backwards, until they were nearly to the window 
which he had so carelessly left open the evening before. Then as he 
pressed her against the sill, he gave her a quick shove. With one last 
terrible scream she toppled over and fell. 

Sylvestre watched her hurtling through the air and heard the thud 
of her body on the ground, his befuddled brain clearing again. Then 
everything was still. He had not really meant to kill her, only to 
frighten her into telling what she knew and what she had done. But 
if the fall had broken her neck, as he believed from the stillness it 
must have, he would not be sorry. No matter how little she knew, it 
was too much. He realized now the fatal mistake he had made in 
asking her what she had done with the photograph. If she had not 
known before that the photograph was in existence, she knew it 
afterwards, and, out of revenge for his abuse, she would have been 
spurred on to make vicious use of her knowledge. Only death could 
silence her effectively, and therefore he hoped she was dead. In a 
minute he must go and make sure. Meanwhile, he must think out his 
wisest course of action. He had no naiind to hang for murder. And he 
still had not found the photograph. 

He left the window, picked up the fallen dressing gown and slippers^ 
and looked carefully around the room. It was still completely empty,' 
except for the broken chair and the rubbish on the floor by the 
fireplace. He went over to the mantel and examined it with the utmost 
attention. The photograph was not there, and it could not possibly 
be hidden anywhere else. So Regine had made up the story about 
slipping it between the mantel and the wall, lying to the last as she 
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had lied from the beginning and as he had always lied to her I In¬ 
voluntarily, he thought of an old German saying which Cressidc, who 
was surprisingly good at languages, had often quoted to him: 
^'Zwischen uns set WahrhaY '—^let truth be between us two. There 
would have been truth between him and Cresside if he had only 
allowed it, for she, at least, had passionately desired it; there had never 
been either the will or the attempt for it between him and Begine. 
But he could not blame her for this last lie. All the responsibil ty for 
that lay at his door. He had ten ified her and enraged her, and then, 
while he was frantic with fury himself, he had given away the secret 
which he could not trust with h ir. She had slyly taken advant ge of 
him, and now she had paid for This with her life. 

Holding the dressing gown < ver his arm and the slippers n his 
hand, he went out of the room- -purposely leaving the door aji r this 
time—down the stairs and through his apartments to Regine’s, vhich 
were back of the ones he occup *d. There was a bay window ; i her 
bedroom, similar to the one in h s study. He looked out of it an 1 saw 
Regine lying on the ground bcs.de the main part of the house from 
which the ell they occupied jutted at right angles. He did n)t go 
outside, for though it was very dry, he did not intend to take the risk 
that his footprints might show in the soft ground. Moreover, though the 
quarters and all the outbuildings were on the other side of the Big 
House and at considerable distance from it, he did not intend to have 
some stray Negro, passing by on a chance errand, catch sight of him 
bending over his dead wife’s body. For he was positive now that she 
was dead. She had not stirred since he had looked down on her from 
upstairs. 

He folded the dressing gown, laying it across the foot of her empty 
bed, and placed her slippers neatly beside it on the floor. Then he went 
back to his own room and walked over to the bay window there. The 
mound beneath it was undisturbed, and it no longer suggested a 
grave to him. Instead he seemed to see the tender stalks which he had 
planted pushing up from it and quivering slightly in the soft breeze, 
their color clear and beautiful, like the color of jade. Sylvestre con¬ 
sidered the mirage with relief and satisfaction, telling himself that his 
cane was safe and thriving and that in due time he and his son would 
together enjoy the fruits of his enterprise, undisturbed by any alien 
presence. 

But first he must find the photograph, first he must explain Regine’s 
death, first he must get rid of this damn headache and these damn 
sweats. It was hard to decide with which of these attempts to begin, 
especially as his strength was streaming away from him again. But he 
believed that in spite of his returning confusion he had finally thought 
out the best course to pursue. He took off his shirt and trousers, put 
on his pajamas, and went back to bed, lying there quietly until he 
heard Micah, the butler, and Jinny, the cook, stirring about in the 
kitchen. Then he reached for the old-fashioned bell pull which hung 
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under the canopy, and tugged it hard three times. This gave Micah’s 
special signal, and though the butler had never served his master with 
that special type of alacrity which betokened genuine respect and ad¬ 
miration, he appeared with reasonable promptitude. As he opened the 
door, Sylvestre spoke to him querulously. 

“Where in hell have you been all this time?” he said. “Hereafter 
one of you niggers has got to sleep in the house, so I can get hold of 
you if I want anything. As it is, I might die before any of you came 
around—^you’re later and later all the time getting to work. I’ve been 
sick as a dog all night. I tried to call Mrs. Tremaine and I couldn't 
make her hear me. Then I tried to get up and walk across the floor and 
I fainted. It was all I could do to get back into bed. Tell Mr. Blood 
to send someone into town for Dr. Champagne straight off. I beheve 
Tm a dangerously ill man.” 


CHAPTER XXXI 

Actually, Sylvestre did not believe anything of the sort. But Dr. 
Champagne had hardly looked at him when he made the same observa¬ 
tion mentally. 

The physician’s arrival at his patient’s bedside had been greatly de¬ 
layed, and he reached it in a state of much perturbation. He was a man 
full of years and wisdom, and his long and varied experience as family 
physician to half the countryside and coroner of the Parish had made 
him almost impervious to surprise and shock. He knew that something 
must be radically wrong when he found Phronsie standing at the en¬ 
trance to Hathaway, with the unmistakable air of being stationed 
there to waylay him; but he naturally assumed that the message she 
had been told to give him concerned Sylvestre. He was speedily in¬ 
formed of his error. 

“Please, doctor, Mister Blood say, will you come round to de side 
ob de house, back ob de ell, befo’ you goes in to see Mr. Tremaine.^ 
Dey’s been a mighty bad accident dere.” 

“What kind of an accident, Phronsie?” 

“Miss Rcgine, she’s a layin’ on de ground, right outside de dinin’ 
room. Looks lak she done fall out ob de window upstairs.” 

“Hasn’t she told you herself how she got hurt?” 

“No, suh, she ain’t said nothin’. Looks lak she cain’t.” 

“You mean she’s too badly hurt to talk?” 

“Yas, suh, dat’s what Ah means. Looks lak she done broke her neck.” 

“You’re not trying to tell me you think she’s dead?” 

404 



‘‘Yas, suh, Ah is. Mister Blood, he say, wasn’t none of us to tctch 
her till you get here.” 

Dr. Champagne opened the door of his car and motioned Phronsie 
in beside him. As usual she looked tidy, calm and lovely; neither her 
voice nor her manner betrayed the slightest agitation. The physician 
had occasionally observed Negroes who seemed to gloat over a catas¬ 
trophe, when their affections were not involved; but usually, n the 
case of close connection with a tragedy, like the present one they 
grieved openly and sincerely. Phronsie’s composure struck him is ab¬ 
normal. He continued to ask questions as he drove rapidly ip the 
allee. 

“You’ve spoken twice about Mr. Blood. What about Mr. Tren aine? ' 
Is he too ill to take charge?” 

“Yas, suh. Us done tol’ him about Miss Regine layin’ on de g ound 
with her neck broke and he dondo nothin’ but thrash around in de 
bed, and say he wish he had a t :‘oke neck hisself, ’stead of a s{ ittin’ 
head. Don’t seem lak he takes rothin’ in. Leastways, Mr. Bloc i, he 
thought-” 

“Who found Miss Regine? Hew long ago did all this happen^” 

“Micah, he jes’ natcherly happened to look out ob de dinin’-"oom 
window when he was a passin’ through dere. He say he don’t Imow 
what made him. He’d been through de dinin’ room three-four time 
already dis mornin’, without seein’ nothin’. Mr. Tremaine, he done 
ring his bell to tell Micah to have Mr. Blood send for you, and den he 
ring it agin to ax had Mr. Blocxl sent, and Micah, he hadn’t never 
looked out ob de window, goin’ back and fo’th to Mr. Tremaine’s 
room. But bimeby he jes’ natcherly-” 

“And then he called Mr. Blood immediately?” 

“No, suh, he done called Jinny de firstes’. She come and she see Miss 
Regine layin’ on de groun’ with her neck broke and she scream and 
scream-” 

Dr. Champagne decided that, in her own quiet, collected way, 
Phronsie was gloating after all. At all events, it was clear that she 
could not be hurried in acquainting him with the complete sequence 
of events, and they had already reached the Big House. He parked his 
car in the driveway, picked up his bag, and hurried around to the side 
of the building, Phronsie following close behind him. 

Before he saw anyone else, the sound of voices reached him. For the 
most part these were awestruck and subdued, with only an occasional 
shrill or strident note. Strangely enough, no one seemed to be sobbing. 
As he rounded the ell, he came upon a cluster of Negroes encircling 
a spot which they effectually concealed, and so absorbed in gazing at 
it, and in muttering to each other, that only two or three of them 
glanced in his direction as he approached. But Blood had obviously 
been watching for him. The manager, who was standing a little apart, 
talking with the Chief Engineer and one or two other men whom 
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Dr. Champagne did not recognize, detached himself from this group 
and came forward hurriedly. 

“I’m sure glad to see you, doctor,” he said earnestly. “This is bad 
business.” 

“Very bad. I must hear all you know about it as soon as possible. 
But IVe got to get to Mrs. Tremaine first. Stand back, boys.” 

With Blood at his side, he pushed his way through the circle and 
knelt down beside the lifeless figure on the ground. The Negroes 
watched him fixedly, but the murmur around him suddenly ceased, to 
be followed by a deep hush; not one of the onlookers stirred or spoke 
while his expert hands performed their grim task. Regine was lying 
as she had fallen, in a crumpled heap, and in his determination that 
nothing should be done until the arrival of the doctor, Blood had not 
even covered her. The lovely body, the long soft hair, the flawless face, 
were all unconcealed; but the eyes were staring, the posture grotesque, 
and rigor mortis had already set in. The Negroes shuddered as they 
gazed at her. It was only a moment before Dr. Champagne looked 
up, speaking with stern authority. 

“She’s been dead several hours,” he said. “You did right not to move 
her. Blood, until I got here. But I want to get her into the house now. 
Fetch me a sheet and something we can use for a stretcher. And send 
one of your boys for the sheriff—She’ll have to be in on this, too. The 
others better go on about their work now.” 

Murmuring again, the Negroes began to move away, many of them 
with backward glances. Blood, having given the requisite orders, re¬ 
mained with the doctor, awaiting the arrival of the stretcher and the 
sheet. Without further questioning, he began to volunteer additional 
information. 

“I couldn’t help this ghastly delay, doctor. Micah didn’t discover the 
accident until after Bart had started to town for you.” 

“Phronsie told me that much. And that he and Jinny just stood 
and screamed, at first. Perhaps you’ll go on from there.” 

“They tried to get Mr. Tremaine up, and they couldn’t. Then they 
went over to the other side of the house and yelled till they made Jonah 
hear them. He came for me. Micah was afraid to stay here without 
Jinny, and Jinny was afraid to stay without him; so neither of them 
would come. They were scared stiff as it was, what with a raving 
maniac in the house and a corpse on the ground outside. I got here 
as fast as I could. There w^'asn’t any doubt in my mind that Mrs. 
Tremaine was dead, from the moment I looked at her, though, of 
course, I don’t know enough about such things to guess how long 
before that she’d been killed. But she was cold when I touched her, 
so I reckoned it was quite some time. I’m glad I did the right thing, 
not moving her. It seemed sort of heathenish, leaving her there on the 
ground. But I figured that until a coroner-” 

“As I said before, you did right. But as you said before, this is a 
bad business. And we’re still a long way trom the bottom ot it. I’ll 
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be thankful when the sheriff gets here. . . . Well, here come the boys. 
Let s get this part over with, anyway.” 

Leaning over, he lifted the dead woman himself, laid her gently 
down on the shutter which served as a stretcher, and covered her care¬ 
fully with the sheet which the men had brought. He had never cared 
for Regine Hathaway, as he had cared for Cresside d’Alvery; but after 
all, he had brought her into the world, as he had all the children in 
the great houses along the River Road, and he had always retain d the 
feeling of intimacy with her and responsibility for her typical c t old- 
fashioned family physicians towar ds their life-long patients. It w is ap¬ 
palling to him that she should h. ve met an untimely death in } ach a 
horrible way. He walked silentl, beside the stretcher, with a leavy 
heart and a troubled mind, and when the small procession rc iched 
her room, he again lifted her up, and placed her carefully in he own 
bed with the same gentleness whi- h he had shown in laying her < n the 
shutter. Then he dismissed the tw ) bearers and turned again to 1 lood. 

“There’s nothing more either c us can do here at the momei t. Of 
course, nothing should be distu: oed in the bedroom until M. son’s 
seen it. But somebody ought to s ay here. What about Phronsie. She 
seems a good deal more intelligeni and collected than Jinny.” 

“She is. ni get her straight off. I told her to wait in the kitchm to 
see if she was wanted.” 

“Good, ni tell her what little I have to say, and then I’ll go in to 
see Mr. Tremaine. I’d rather you didn’t leave the house either, Blood, 
until Mr. Mason’s been here. You can stay in the library and let me 
know when he arrives, if I’m still with Mr. Tremaine then.” 

Sylvestre was apparently unaware of the physician’s presence for 
some moments after Dr. Champagne had entered his room. He was 
lying on his back with his eyes shut, breathing heavily, and he neither 
moved nor looked up when Dr. Champagne spoke to him softly and 
laid a quiet hand on his shoulder. His face was terribly flushed, his 
skin hot to the touch through his sleeve. The doctor spoke to him a 
second time, and a third. At last he rolled over, “thrashing about the 
bed,” as Phronsie had said, for a few minutes, and afterwards muttering 
something unintelligible under his breath while he stared at the 
doctor. Then he closed his eyes again and relapsed into immobility and 
silence. 

The doctor felt his pulse, which was racing, and took his temperature, 
which was a hundred and four. Sylvestre made no resistance while his 
wrist was held and the thermometer was placed under his arm, but he 
did not rouse again either, and he seemed equally oblivious of the 
stethoscope’s passage over his chest and of the thumping administered 
to his abdomen. Having examined him as thoroughly as possible 
under the circumstances, Dr. Champagne regarded him gravely and 
at some length; then he went back to the library and spoke to Blood, 



who was sitting on the sofa with a half-emptied glass of whiskey 
in his hand. 

“Better lay off that for a while yet,” he advised. He had often been 
called on to treat the manager during one of Blood’s periods of 
abandonment to corn and chloroform and he had no delusions about 
what would happen, once Blood was really started on a drinking 
bout. “WeVe got a very sick man here. You’ll have to send another 
boy to town to bring out a nurse. But I can’t wait for her to get here 
to have help with him. I need it right away. Is there anyone on the 
place who could give it to me?” 

“No one but Phronsie and Durice. You’ve seen for yourself what 
both of them can do, when I’m having one of my own spells. But I 
don’t have to tell you Phronsie can’t be in two places at once. And I 
don’t know how you’d feel about having Durice at the Big House.” 

The manager did not speak either defensively or apologetically; he 
simply made a statement of fact, and, to the doctor’s relief, his voice 
was clear and steady as he did so. Evidently the half-emptied glass 
of whiskey in his hand was his first, and he had set it down without 
argument at the doctor’s suggestion. “I’ll get another boy on his way 
straight off,” he said, rising. “And I’ll send Durice over at the same 
time, if you say so.” 

“Send her, by all means. Mr. Tremaine mustn’t be left alone for a 
minute. I’ll stay in there with him until Mr. Mason gets here. Then 
I’ll probably have to leave long enough to go over the ground with 
him. Tell Micah to watch for the sheriff while you’re out on your 
errands. He ought to be ablo^Q^o that much without having the 
heebie-jeebies.” 

The doctor walked back to the threshold of Regine’s room, observed 
Phronsie sitting quietly and respectfully at the bedside, and himself 
returned to Sylvestre’s, where Durice, looking strangely subdued, 
presently joined him. He gave her a few simple instructions, telling 
her to call him instantly if the patient should rouse, and then he 
went hurriedly upstairs, passing quickly through a succession of great 
empty rooms and not stopping until he came to the one at the rear, 
with the open window and the fallen mantelpiece. Even here there 
was nothing to detain him, because neither of these provided a fresh 
clue to the mystery; he had already seen, from the outside, that the 
window was open, and the heap of rubbish on the floor had no con¬ 
ceivable connection with Rejgine’s death. After an absence of only a few 
minutes he returned to the sick room and sat down, considering the 
different aspects of the baffling situation while he continued to watch 
his unconscious patient, and trying to focus his attention on the living 
rather than on the dead for the moment. He regretted that he lacked 
the necessary equipment for a blood test, but he did not feel at all sure 
that even if he could have made it, this would have helped him to 
recognize Sylvestre’s symptoms. He remembered that the Tremaines 
had just returned from Cuba, and that they had been traveling 
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tensively through the West Indies and Central America before that; 
it was entirely possible that Sylvestrc had picked up some obscure 
tropical disease which was known only by hearsay to most general 
practitioners in Louisiana, and which he himself had never treated. 
Presently he decided that as soon as he got back to town he would 
telephone New Orleans, and summon a specialist for consultation; he 
felt increasingly sure, as he continued to watch the sick man, that there 
was no time to be lost in pursuing such a course. But he coi Id not 
start back to town immediately : he must await the arrival of ivlason. 
He began to worry about several other patients whom he h id not 
seen yet that morning, to whom he had not even telephoned, ind to 
whom he could not telephone from this isolated place. There 'vas an 
old man with double pneumon a, a young girl whose append x had 
burst before he could operate. They were both as badly off Tre¬ 
maine. . . . 

“Please, suh. Mister Mason done come. He done look aroun*»outside 
already, and say ain’t nobody to leave de place. He tell me to find out 
where does you want he should go nex’?” 

“I’ll come right away. I warn him to go straight to Miss R-igine’s 
room with me.” 

Dr. Champagne rose with a sigh of relief. He and Mason were fast 
friends, though their mutual acquaintances had always been somewhat 
puzzled by their congeniality. The doctor, who was paunchy, stooped 
and careworn, came of a distinguished family, and might have made 
a great name for himself as a specialist in a large city if he had not 
honestly preferred a general practice among his own people. The 
sheriff, young, slim and alert, was a product of “catfish town’s’* worst 
slums. He had climbed rapidly through his own efforts to his present 
position of prominence and responsibility and he was ambitious to go 
further. His entire record was creditable to him, and the fact that he 
had kept his office clear of graft had won him the regard of the 
community. Since he was likeable as well as honest and able, he got 
on well with almost everyone; but the elderly physician was one of 
his few intimates. They not only trusted and respected each other; 
they were extremely fond of each other. Dr. Champagne felt as if part 
of the heavy burden he was trying to carry was already lifted by 
Mason’s mere presence. He greeted his friend in much the same way 
that he himself had been greeted by Blood, while they shook hands 
gravely. 

“I’m thankful youVe here at last. We’ve got an ugly situation on our 
hands.” 

“Suicide?” 

“I’m afraid so. Of course, maybe it’s just a hideous accident. But 
what would Regine be doing upstairs at daybreak unless she went 
there with suicide in mind? ‘The second story isn’t used, never has 
been since her mother’s death. And even if she went up there, why 
ffiould she perch on a wdndow sill and topple off it?” 
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“She wouldn’t. I think I’d dismiss the comparatively comfortable 
theory of an accident. But would she have any mptive for suicide?” 

“None that I know of. But obviously her neck was broken by a 
fall from that open window.” 

“Evidently but not obviously. You haven’t thought of murder?” 

“I’ve thought of it, of course, but I couldn’t account for that either. 
Who would go upstairs looking for Regine at such an hour in the 
morning—even suppose someone wanted to murder her, and I don’t 
see why anyone should. She wasn’t overburdened with sense and she 
could be pretty tiresome, but she wasn’t the sort to stir up violent 
enmity.” 

“You say the second story hasn’t been used for years. Have you 
been up there this morning?” 

“Yes, I’ve just come from there.” 

“Well, suppose you go again. Suppose we go together. By the way, 
the colored boy who came in to get me—Bart, I believe his name is— 
says Tremaine himself hasn’t appeared at all so far. Claims he can’t 
get out of bed.” 

“That’s correct. He’s unconscious. He’s a very sick man.” 

“You’ie sure of that?” 

“Of course I’m sure of that. I, assume you want to see him for 
yourself though. Come on in.” 

They went back to Sylvestre’s room together. He was still lying 
on his back, still breathing stertorously, his face mottled, his body 
inert. Mason, who was by no means squeamish, underwent an over¬ 
powering feeling of revulsion as^he looked at him. Turning away from 
the bedside, he beckoned the doctor to follow him into the hall. 

“I reckon he’s out of the picture all right. Anyway, he and his wife 
were on pretty good terms, weren’t they, as far as you know?” 

“Yes, pretty good. I wouldn’t have called them an unusually devoted 
couple, but they seemed to get along as well as most married people 
I’ve come across.” 

Mason nodded, smiling a little grimly. Like the doctor, he had suf¬ 
fered his disillusionments on that score, and no longer took them too 
seriously. “You don’t suspect the manager or any of the sugar-house 
staff, I suppose?” he asked. “When Blood’s drunk there’s no telling 
what he’ll do, and the mechanics at a mill take their tone from the 
man who runs it.” 

“I know that, but Blood’s cold sober this morning and I don’t need 
to tell you that except when he’s on one of his tears, he’s 51s level-headed 
as they come. Besides, it’s all to his interest to have Regine live; as 
long as she was the owner and nominally in control, he could do what 
he pleased; she never interfered with him and neither did her mother 
before her. He always has resented Sylvestre’s presence though, I know 
that. I’d be a good deal more suspicious if he’d been the one to fall 
out of the window. Well, that’s beyond the point. Blood’s shown re¬ 
markably good sense and good management about everything and the 
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men under him are all a pretty good sort right now—^there was a 
thorough house cleaning among the staff members after the explosion. 
I wish he’d got rid of his women, too, but I’ll say this for him, he 
knows how to handle them. He had Phronsie waiting at the gate for 
me and she’s watching Reginc now. You’ve just seen Durice for 
yourself.” 

“Yes, and she still looks more like a whore than a ministerin'^ angel 
to me,” Mason remarked, his smile growing even grimmer. He leaned 
against the newel post of the stairway and spoke reflectively. ‘How¬ 
ever, that’s not saying she looks like a murderess. And I’ll gra it that 
Phronsie’s quite remarkable in her way. I think we can disn iss the 
women on the place. None of them would have had the { hysical 
strength to drag Mrs. Tremaine all the way upstairs and down a long 
corridor, let alone to pitch her < ut of the window. But a man might 
have. And it isn’t just a mill th it takes its tone from a mana^ tr; it’s 
a whole plantation. The hands on this place haven’t got too jood a 
name either. I’ve been sent for more than once to settle rows, if one 
kind or another, and some of tiiem have been pretty ugly.” 

“I know that, too, but I haven’t the slightest reason to thiik this 
accident was the result of any kind of a row. None of those youVe 
been called to settle was connected with the Big House in any way— 
I don’t know a place where that’s more remote, in every sense, from 
the quarters.” He drew up a chair and sat down. Apparently Mason, 
who was young and strong, did not mind standing indefinitely; but 
he himself was beginning to feel his age and the incidents of the 
morning had affected him, personally, far more deeply than they had 
the sheriff. If they were to go on talking this thing over, he would 
have to get off his feet. “We can check and see if there was any 
sort of a disturbance here last night, but even if there were, that 
wouldn’t prove anything to me^” he went on. 

“No, it wouldn’t prove anything, but it might indicate something. 
And there could have been a murder without a row. I just mentioned 
rows to remind you of Hathaway’s general character.” 

“I don’t need reminding. I’ve been called out here, too, after those 
rows were over, to patch up the rioters. And I’ve already admitted 
murder may have been done this morning. But supposing a man could 
have been able to drag Mrs. Tremaine upstairs when a woman 
wouldn’t, why should he? It doesn’t stand to reason, when it would 
have been so much easier to get rid of her some other way.” 

“No reason except that a fall from a window would look more like 
an accident. But if I know anything at all about Mrs. Tremaine, she 
would have fought like a tiger if she’d been attacked. Any signs that 
she had been?” 

“Of course there were some bruises. But not more than could have 
been caused by her fall.” 

“What about her clothes?” 

“She didn’t have anything on but a night dress. That wasn’t cither 
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tom or stained. Her dressing gown was folded across the foot of her 
bed and her slippers were on the floor beside it, just as if they’d been 
neatly placed there by the maid who got her mistress’ things ready for 
the night.” 

‘‘I may be getting you all wrong, Doctor, but everything you say 
sounds to me as if you weren’t very eager to have me push my in¬ 
quiries. How about it?” 

The doctor did not give a direct answer. Instead he spoke as if he 
were thinking out loud. “Of course I want justice done,” he said 
slowly. “But I don’t want to get some poor nigger in trouble by 
casting suspicion on him when I’m convinced he’s never been near 
the house. I’ve seen too much harm come from charges of that sort. 
And I don’t want to stir up a family scandal either. I’ve also seen too 
many of those. It’s my honest belief that Regine .Tremaine committed 
suicide, though I don’t know why in the world she should have. And, 
of course, there’s just the thousandth chance that she may have been 
a sleepwalker, though I never heard that she was. In that case her self- 
destruction wouldn’t necessarily have been deliberate.” 

“In other words you don’t want her death laid to anyone else’s door?” 

The doctor brought out his direct answer at last. “No, I don’t. 
Mason. I’ll go further than that—^I’ll say I hope very much you’ll feel 
you can report that her death was accidental.” 

They exchanged a long look of mutual understanding. Then the 
sheriff turned away, jiggling his watch chain. 

“Well, if that’s the way you feel about it, I reckon I shall, too, in 
the end,” he said reflectively. “But as a matter of form. I’ll have to 
talk to Blood and at least two or three of the other men and go over 
the premises pretty thoroughly. And, of course, I’ve got to take a look 
at Mrs. Tremaine.” 

Retracing the steps the doctor had ^Jready taken, they went up the 
stairs and down the long corridor together into the room at the rear. 
At the sight of the fallen mantelpiece, a gleam of fresh interest came 
into Mason’s observant eyes. 

“What about this, Doctor?” 

“Well, what about it?” 

“Marble mantelpieces don’t fall down by themselves, do they?” 

“No, but we don’t know how long since that one fell down. And 
I can’t see any connection betvveen a fallen mantelpiece and a suicide 
or a murder—at least not this time. Regine hadn’t been hit with a 
heavy slab—^there’d be marks of it if she had and there weren’t.” 

“Just the same. I’m going to question the Negroes. Bound to, on the 
face of that. Ill begin with the house servants.” 

Micah and Jinny were still cowering in the kitchen; they had not 
dared to creep away to their own cabin, and neither could anything 
have persuaded them to go into the front of the Big House. When the 
doctor and the sheriff approached them, they looked at each other 
instead of at their caller^ and their expressions were stubborn as well 
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as terrified. Evidently they had taken some sort of council together, 
and decided on a course of action in case they were hard pressed at any 
point. Mason spoke to them reassuringly. 

“Don’t look so frightened. I haven’t come to arrest you. I only want 
to ask you a few questions.” 

“Us doesn’t know nothin’, Mr. Mason, suh. Ain’t no use to ask us 
no questions.” 

“You can tell me which of you does the sweeping in this house can’t 
you?” 

“Us helps each other, Mr. Mason, suh. Us doesn’t never try tc do it 
alone. It’s a mighty big house to sweep, you can see dat.” 

“Yes, I can see that. . . . Wed, if you help each other, the i you 
both ought to be able to tell me why neither of you cleaned u • that 
mess on the second floor, the last i ime you were sweeping up diej s.” 

Again the two servants exchai.ged glances. “Us ain’t seen nc mess 
on de second floor. Us don’t know what you means by dat mess, they 
said almost simultaneously. 

“All right. Then perhaps you can tell me how long it is since ] ou’ve 
swept up there.” 

“Us disremembers, exactly, Mr. Mason. Mought be some time back, 
mought be jes’ a few weeks.” 

“I’m sure Mrs, Tremaine must have been particular about having 
the house kept clean. I’m sure you must have had some regular day 
for sweeping.” 

“No, suh, us hasn’t, not since Mis’ Hathaway done died. Mis’ 
Hathaway, she done make us clean de whole house good every Friday. 
But po’, po’ Miss Regine, don’t seem lak she ever cared wuz de house 
clean or not. She lak’d everything round her person nice and pretty, 
clothes and sheets and de lak ob dat, but she didn’t care nothin’ ’bout 
no ole empty second story, no, suh I Oh, po’, po’ Miss Regine! Ain’t 
ever gwine hab nothin’ pretty round her no mo’, after she be’s laid 
in de grabe,” 

As if controlled by unseen springs, the Negroes both suddenly sat 
down on either side of the kitchen table. Jinny, putting her apron over 
her head, began to wail, while Micah ejaculated, “Save us, please Lord!” 
at intervals which he apparently judged to be appropriate. Mason, ad¬ 
dressing them somewhat more severely than before, said they had 
better try to search their memories, as he might want to question them 
again. Then he turned to Dr. Champagne, the grim smile twisting his 
lips again as he started across the room. 

“That’s like what my wife calls trying to sew with no knot in her 
thread,” he remarked. “Just the same, I think that fireplace has some 
connection with this business and I’ve got to go on trying to find out 
what it was. I believe I’ll go over to the boarding house next.” 

“Please, sir, I think Mr. Tremaine’s waking up. He may be just talk¬ 
ing in his sleep, but anyway he’s muttering to himself, so- I thought 
I’d better let you know. You told me to come for you if he roused.” 
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Duricc Reno was standing in the doorway, her bearing alert, her 
expression self-important. The doctor barked out a brief word of 
commendation, but neither he nor the sheriff stopped to question her; 
^they hurried away together while she stood looking after them with a 
quizzical expression in her mocking green eyes and a half smile on 
her full red lips. Micah and Jinny, cutting their lamentations short, 
rushed upon her. 

“What he done say, Miss Durice?” 

“Plenty. But I ain’t telling what. Leastwise not now. I can’t stop to 
talk to no niggers. I got to get back to my patient, ain’t I?” 

The house servants had always treated her with the unique type of 
contempt reserved by Negroes for the persons whom they considered 
poor white trash. This was her chance to take revenge. She sauntered 
slowly away, shrugging off their importunities, and re-entered the 
sick room tiptoe. Dr. Champagne, who was slightly deaf, and who 
was already bending over the bed, did not look up. But Mason, who 
was standing near him, wheeled around and spoke to her sharply. 

“That’ll be all for the moment, Durice. I’ll call you if you’re needed.” 

She turned reluctantly, debating whether she might possibly see or 
hear something more if she lingered near the keyhole; but the sheriff’s 
manner did not encourage her to do this. She decided that he was 
quite capable of flinging the door open at any moment, and that if he 
did so, and found her there, he might deal with her harshly. He was 
no doddering old softie, like the doctor, as she knew from previous 
unpleasant experiences. She went on to the library, where she picked up 
a movie magazine, and began to turn its pages in languid interest. 
Nodiing that had ever happened in Hollywood could compare, in her 
opinion, with what was happening at Hathaway right now. . . . 

Her suspicions in regard to the sheriff were quite correct; he made 
sure that no eavesdropping was taking place before he returned to the 
bedside. But the doctor had momentarily forgotten the very existence 
of Durice, for the first ^vord he caught when he leaned over Sylvestre 
had been “Cresside.” It was mumbled indistinctly, and it was followed 
by a long interval of silence; but eventually it was repeated as part of 
an incoherent sentence. The doctor, startled by this unexpected and 
ominous reversion to a long-buried secret, took Sylvestre’s hand and 
tried to speak soothingly. 

“Cresside isn’t here, Sylvcstxc. She’s never been here, you know. You 
mean Regine,.don’t you?” 

“No, I don’t mean Regine. I mean Cresside. I want to speak to 
Cresside d’Alvery.” 

His voice was suddenly firm and forceful. He opened his eyes and 
looked at the doctor, his dull gaze clearing. 

“If she isn’t here, you’d better send for her. There’s something I 
want to tell her.” 

“Very well, I’ll send for her. But just in case she can’t come, suppose 
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you tell me what you wanted to sav to her. Fll be glad to give tier 
the menage.” 

“Why in hell should I tell you? What are you doing in my room?^ 

“This is Dr, Champagne, Sylvestre. You know me. I’m an old 
friend of yours. I’m in your room because you’re sick, and because 
I hope I can help you to get better. You can tell me anything you’d 
like to have Cresside know. I’m an old friend of hers, too.” 

He had often found that if he spoke to a delirious person as f the 
man were rational, it helped him to become so. He hoped tha this 
might happen now, and he also hoped that he might be able to < ivert 
Sylvestre’s thoughts and words into some other channel. He gl; need 
towards the sheriff, but Mason was still standing near the door, v atch- 
ing the entrance while listening intently to everything that was eing 
said; the doctor could not catch his eye and signal to him that he too, 
could be spared for a few minu'es. Dr. Champagne had no r< ason 
to suppose that Mason had ever ;)ossessed the slightest inkling, antil 
this minute, that Cresside d’Alveiy and Sylvestre Tremaine had ever 
been anything but agreeable and casual acquaintances. If Syhestre 
could only be sidetracked, Cressid’s secret might still be guarded and 
others might be disclosed. He tried a new approach. 

“Did you want to tell her Regine had been hurt? Of course, she’d 
want to know that, they were such old friends. Ill see to it that she 
does. She’ll be very sorry.” 

Sylvestre gave a short guttural laugh ending in a snort. The sound 
was ugly and unnatural. But his answer showed that he had under¬ 
stood the question. 

“No, I wanted to tell her that Regine couldn’t hurt her. You can 
tell her that if you like yourself, since you’re such an old family 
friend. You can tell her I fixed Regine so she can’t do any more mis¬ 
chief. She’s done plenty already. But I’ve put a stop to that.” 

“How, Sylvestre?” 

“Why, I pushed her out of the window! I don’t mind telling that 
to an old family friend. She lied to me and I put a stop to her lying. 
The only trouble is, I didn’t find where her cache was first. I tried 
hard enough. She said it was behind the mantelpiece so I tore that 
dov/n. But there wasn’t anything there. The damn dirty lying little 
bitch- 

He became increasingly profane and increasingly incoherent. For a 
few moments the doctor continued to question him, patiently and 
adroitly. But the effort was futile. Sylvestre had relapsed into his coma. 
There was a long silence. Then Mason crossed the room quietly and 
stood beside the doctor’s chair, putting his hand over the back of it. 

“Well, that’s that,” he said briefly. “At least you don’t think he was 
just raving, do you?” 

“He was raving, but I think he was telling the truth, too. I think 
did kill his wife. I think he imagined she knew something or had 

something that might injure someone else, and in his fevered state .” 
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‘'Then he could have got out of bed, early this morning? He wasn’t 
too sick after all?” ^ 

“He must have been, by all the standards we know how to set. Bii 
sometimes a man with a deadly purpose has a strange spurt 
strength.” 

“It won’t last though, will it? He’s going to die, isn’t he?” 

“I don’t know what to say. I might be mistaken again. I told yS ' 
before he couldn’t have gone upstairs. But he did. He tore downj^:'' 
heavy marble mantelpiece and pitched a strong, active young woma ^ 
out of the window. However, if I weren’t afraid of guessing wro^ 
again, I’d say he couldn’t live till night.” 

“I reckon you won’t guess wrong again. I reckon one of the reaso 
you guessed wrong before was because you wanted to. We all do t| 
sometimes. . . . No need for me to send in my report straight off. 
can wait twenty-four hours and see what happens. If he does die. 

That was Mrs. Fabian d’Alvery he was talking about, wasn’t it? Slj 
a fine woman, one of the best. And Fabian’s always been a migh 
good friend of mine. If Tremaine dies. ... Well, I still don’t see w| 
we couldn’t report an accidental death. Hell, it’s some kind of an ac 
dent, isn’t it, however you fall out of a window? I’ll just forget abj 
the boarding house and the quarters, for the present anyway. I’d bed 
push along to town and see if I can get that nurse of yours on her ' 
out ]iere, so that you can get on to your other patients. I suppose yeS 
like to have me drop in at the undertaker’s, too. Anything els| 
can do?” 

The doctor appeared to ponder. “Relations aren’t any too cor| 
between Hathaway and Belle Heloise,” he said finally. “All the saij 
the d’Alverys and the Tremaines used to be pretty good friends 
they’re still near neighbors. If we could get Merry d’Alvery over * 
it would help a lot. I’ve seen her before in an emergency, and s|^ 
good. Anyhow, I think it would be just as well if you took time to^?, 
over and have a short talk with Gervais about what’s happened. Hot( 
be getting some kind of news through the Negro grapevine, and hIJI 
better have a straight story.” 

“Right. It won’t take me five minutes to run over there. Perh^r^ 

I could even bring Mrs. d’Alvery back with me.” 1^3 

As the sheriff went out of the front door, he noticed that a long sptey 
of white flowers had already been attached to it. The gallery 
empty, but at the foot of the curving stone stairway a little girl 
cream-colored skin and neat braids was standing, clinging to 
wrought-iron railing. She looked up at Mason expectantly. 

“Hab Mr. Tremaine done died?” she asked. | 

“No. Mrs. Tremaine died, I’m sorry to say. But Mr. Tremaine’s V 
ill. You mustn’t make any noise.” 

“Ah ain’t gwine to make no noise. Mr. Tremaine, he cain’t get < 

^ de bed, can he?” 

“He sure can’t. I just told you, he’s very ilL*^ 
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Mason got into his car and started for Belle Heloise, intent on rcach- 
ng there as quickly as possible. Halfway down the driveway, he 
•ncountered a tall, spare Negress, dressed in rusty black, so deeply 
^gaged in conversation with a Negro whom Mason recognized as 
fVmen, the “medicine man” of the River Road, that she dic| aot|£ven 
^ear the approach of the car. Mason tooted his horn, and .^^en 
> ized her by the arm before she looked up, startled, and jutted 
iit of the way. Ordinarily, the sheriff would have stopped to soeak 
) the pair, but for the moment he was in too much of a hurry be( ause 
i other matters that seemed to him more pressing. At the entr nee, 
! met Merry, turning into it, and put on his brakes abruptly. 

“I was just coniing after you,” he said with relief. “Dr. Champ igne 
:^ed you’d be willing to come, jmd that Captain d’Alvery wou.' i be 
Uing to have you.”* 

.'i want to do anything I can. Cervais isn’t home, but I know he’d 
el the same way about it. He started into town early, on accou it of 
Its fight at the Capitol—an impea. hment resolution’s being introd iced 
i the House some time today and the Senate is in session, toe. Of 
'mrse, he hadn’t heard, before he left, that there was troub e at 
'iithaway. But Sance went over to see Blood about something, and 
line straight back to me. And the quarters are humming with all sorts 
blood-curdling rumors already. I hope the facts aren’t quite so bad.” 
' I’m afraid they are. But I’ll leave the Doctor to give you his version 
them. I’ve got to get to town as soon as I can. I’m thankful you’re 
re to stand by, Mrs. d’Alvery.’* 

He wheeled his car around and disappeared at top speed up the 
5ver Road; Merry went on towards the Big House. She, too, saw 
erne and Amen talking together; but like Mason she was in too much 
a hurry to stop, so she did not hear what they were saying to each 
iier. 

“Ah ain’t never ax yo’ to put no conjure on Miss Regine, Amen, 
v'o’ done wrong.” 

“Ah never did put no conjure on Miss Regine, Meme. Ah done put 
ir on Mr. Tremaine, jes’ lak you say.” 

“But Mr. Tremaine, he ain’t dead. Onliest thing ’bout him, he be*s 
:k.” 

“He’s gwine be worse, you mark my words, Meme. Dat conjure Ah 
)'it on him, Ah ain’t never know it to fail. De white folks, dey gwine 
' i say he died ob a fever. But Ah knows better. Don’t yo’ heah dat 
ciath bird a-singin’ in de tree.? Death birds don’t sing for pussons 
^ t’s daid already. Dey sings for pussons dat gwine die.” 

“Effin it works, how much Ah got to pay yo’ fo’ your conjure? Ah’s 
:> <or, yo* knows dat.” 

j *'“Ain’t got to pay me no money at all. Jes’ got to let me keep dat 
;ittlc ol’ picture yo’ showed me,, what you done pick up on de path 
side ob your cabin.” 

“Pooh! Dat’s easy.” 
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^‘Sho’ it’s easy. Well, looks lak we’d better not stay here too long 
a talkin’. Yo’ be’s pickin’ some mo’ flowers, Memc. Gwinc to need 
’em pretty soon for a double funeral.” 

They parted, both well satisfied with their talk. Meme went on 
slowly up the allee and joined her little niece, Minta, who was still 
standing in an attitude of expectancy on the stone stairway. 

“Hab Mr. Tremaine done died yet?” she asked, even more eagerly 
than she had asked the same question of Mason. 

*‘No, honey chile. But he’s mighty sick lak.” 

“He couldn’t get out ob de bed and cotch me then, could he?” 

“No, sugar, he couldn’t cotch you now.” 

Meme walked on towards the garden, and soon her arms were 
filled with beautiful white flowers. Minta, after wandering up and 
down the garden paths for a few moments, turned back. Presently she 
was squatting down, contentedly, on top of the mound under S^l- 
vestre’s study window, spading up the stalks of cane which were 1^;. 
in it, and picking the eyes from them, one by one. 

She was still sitting there, humming contentedly to herself, when* 
Merry came to the window, half an hour later, and pulled down thc>' 
shades. 


CHAPTER XXXII 

Mrs. Hathaway had never invited her nieces, the Misses Wilhelmlna 
and Gwendolen Murdock, to Hathaway Hall. She had always rt* 
garded her elder sister’s marriage to a Pittsburgh industrialist as a 
mesalliance, and no visits were exchanged between the two families 
from the time it took place. The marriage culminated in a divor^p? 
which, if anything, made a bad matter seem worse, for Mrs. Hr^’-^iway 
held equally rigid views on both subjects; and these viev^^J had not 
changed when Mrs. Murdock died, leaving two grov^n daughters. 
They wired their aunt, asking if she and Regine would not attend their 
mother’s funeral; but the reply was an uncompromising refusal. Sev¬ 
eral years later, when her own mother died, Regine made no corre¬ 
sponding gesture; she had never been aware of her^cousins as indi¬ 
viduals, and she saw no reason why she should belatedly burden 
herself with their presence. But after the double tragedy at Hathaway, 
Dr. Champagne, acting on Fabian’s advice, himself wired to the 
Murdocks, and they arrived in time for the spectacular ceremonies in 
the White Ball Room. Afterwards they naturally lingered on for a few 
days, to recover from the fatigue of their hurried journey and the strain 
of the funeral rites; and before the question of their return to Pitts- 
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burgh cx>uld be pressed, they had clearly established their relationship, 
secured a judgment fixing the amount of their inheritance tax, and 
been duly recognized as legal collateral heirs of Reginc Hathaway 
Tremaine, deceased. 

Merry had hastened to offer the hospitality of Belle Heloise to the 
strangers on their arrival, but they had declined this, preferring to 
make their headquarters at Hathaway Hall from tfie beginning. Ap¬ 
parently they were excited rather than appalled by the gruesome 
aspects of the situation. Miss Mittie, with her usual bluntness, ob erved 
that they were having the time of their lives, shuddering, and other 
spectators of their extraordinary behavior were inclined to agre< with 
her. They appeared at the funtral robed in heavy mourning and 
they continued to wear this while receiving the callers who ca ne to 
Hathaway in the course of the n xt few weeks with mingled m )tives 
of condolence, curiosity and congratulation. Everyone was agreei that 
even the most conservative Crt oles in the community had lever 
appeared swathed in so much cn pe, or equipped with so many sable 
accessories. But when their faces were unshielded by black-bor lered 
handkerchiefs, the sisters’ expressions, especially in moments of r* taxa¬ 
tion, were smug rather than sorrowful, and everything about their 
bearing suggested satisfied security. Inevitably they were the siJbject 
of much discussion. 

“I believe they’re getting the first sure enough thrill they’ve ever 
had,” Gervais remarked to Fabian, voicing much the same sentiment 
Miss Mittie had expressed. “It’s a tossup which they’re enjoying most 
—the murder mystery or the fabulous good fortune of inheriting a 
white-pillared ante-bellum mansion. There’s no doubt that they have 
inherited it, I suppose?” 

“Not the slightest, that I can see. Regine was an only child, and her 
parents, her grandparents and her aunt are all dead. These cousins 
are the nearest relatives.” 

“Then there’s nothing to prevent them from settling right down 
here, if they want to?” 

“I don’t know of anything. Louisiana Isn’t one of those states that 
has long delays before an heir can be sent into possession. There’s no 
fixed period to prevent the immediate recognition of any heir at law. 
You must have known that.” 

“Yes, I reckon I did, but I was still hoping there might be a catch 
somewhere. Well, I suppose we may as well get ready to recognize 
them as neighbors, too. But it sure hurts. I think we’re about due for 
a little better luck along those lines. The River Road seems to be 
picking up about every kind of specimen you can think of these days.” 

For once, it was the male contingent which did most of the talking 
at first in the d’Alvery family. Cressidc had gone to the double funeral 
with Fabian, and afterwards had made the one requisite call on the 
newcomers and issued the one requisite invitation to them, calmly and 
courteously. Then she had retired from the scene without causing 
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curiosity or comment because she did no more. After all, she no 
longer lived on the River Road; the Murdocks were not her immediate 
neighbors and she was not bound to them by any ties of long-estab¬ 
lished friendship. The circumstances had been entirely different at the 
time of Mrs. Hathaway’s death, for then Merry’s advanced pregnancy 
had prevented her from performing the customary friendly services at 
a time of bereavetnent. But on this occasion she had taken charge of 
arrangements so promptly and efficiently that neither Cresside’s pres¬ 
ence nor her mother’s had been indicated over any protracted period. 
Madame d’Alvery had also called with proper formality, and had 
intimated that in due course an invitation to dinner would be forth¬ 
coming. She had not actually extended it at the moment, but her call 
was returned so promptly, and with such an air of expectancy, that she 
set the following Sunday. The Murdocks came early, stayed late and 
talked volubly, their sprightly expressions and assured bearing more 
than ever at variance with their gloomy clothes. As they started to 
leave, they said they would expect the d’Alverys to have Sunday dinner 
with them, just as soon as they could get that great big house of theirs 
in some kind of presentable ^ape. It was still in a terrible condition. 
They had never in all their lives seen so much dirt and such mountains 
of rubbish. It was a disgrace to let things get in such a condition. And 
on top of everything, they were having servant troubles. . . . 

Madame d’Alvcry, who had never experienced servant troubles, and 
whoMid not consider them either a genteel or an interesting topic of 
conversation, begged her visitors, rather coolly, not to think of making 
the slightest superfluous effort. She understood that of course they 
would wish to reorganize Hathaway Hall in accordance with their 
own tastes and needs, and she realized that this would take time. She 
appreciated their courtesy, but perhaps she should tell them imme¬ 
diately that she never dined out, except occasionally at her married 
daughter’s house, when there were no other guests; she was sure they 
would understand, and excuse her from coming to theirs. As for 
Gervais, Sunday was the only day in which he had leisure to share 
with his wife and children, and after Mass he always devoted it to 
them;- so naturally Merry never left the plantation cither, under those 
circumstances. The Murdocks postponed their departure to expostu¬ 
late, and as an interminable argument seemed to be impending, 
Maj^mc d’Alvcry begged them to excuse her, saying that the unfortu¬ 
nate state of her health made her dependent on a siesta, and mounted 
ihe stairs without a backward glance. 

Half an hour later, Merry came upstairs, looking tired herself, and 
sat. down beside her mothcr-in-kw^s coudi. She wanted to be sure 
Madame Mctc was aU right, she said, before going back to the 
garfmniire; she was afraid the experience of entertaining the Mur¬ 
docks had been very exhausting. Worse than exhausting, Madame 
d’Alvcry declared; it had been extremely painful. She was ready to 
assert that such obnoxious persons had never previously sat at meat 
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in the dining room o£ Belle Heloise except, of course, during the 
Yankee occupation.... 

“Perhaps the River Road’s due for another Yankee occupation, of a 
different kind,” Merry said 'svearily. “With Charles Boylston at Hack- 
berry and now these Murdocks at Hathaway-” 

"‘Chhe, I beg you not to mention Charles Boylston and these Mur¬ 
docks in the same breath. Charles is a gentleman, even if h#'. is a 
Yankee and a Protestant—^indeed, I have always heard that a great 
many persons of comparative cul urc reside in Boston. I do not know 
anything whatsoever about Pittsburgh, except that it is very ioioky 
and that steel is manufactured there. I believe I can understanc now 
why my poor friend Mrs. Hatiaway felt her sister’s marria.fe so 
keenly, though at the time I wav inclined to think she was un leces- 
sarily harsh. I have always contetided that even a mesalliance s lould 
be accepted with dignity by an offended family. After all, one it is 
a jait accompli, the new members are absorbed with those already astab-* 
lished, and often they improve very much. But I can see that 
unfortunately nothing of the kind happened in this case.” 

Merry knew that her motherdn-law was not deliberately malcious 
in referring indirectly to another case where the outcome ha*d |iven 
unexpected satisfaction; but she could not think of any response 
which might not either indicate some personal resentment of Madame 
d’Alvery’s position, or admit the premise that her marriage to Gervais 
had been a mesalliance. Very wisely she was silent, waiting for her 
mother-in-law to continue. She did not have to wait long. 

“Such clothes!” Madame d’Alvery exclaimed. “I am not referring 
ro the fact that the Misses Murdock have gone into mourning for 
their cousin, which is in itself, of course, entirely proper. I am refer¬ 
ring to the lack of restrained elegance in the garments themselves and 
the lack of savoir faire with wiuch these are put on. I am persuaded 
that these women have never worn handsome black themselves before 
this time, or even seen it becomingly worn. Nor can I believe for a 
minute that this excessive show of grief is sincere. Why should it be? 
They had never met Regine in their lives.... No, I believe they have 
heard that Creoles habitually make much of mourning, and that diey 
are striving to impress us by their inept imitation of our ways.” 

“I think you’re probably right,” Merry remarked, feeling it was 
safe, this time, to agree with her mother-in-law. 

“But it is not only their clothes that are so appalling! It is their 
voices! It is their manners! It is everything about them!” 

“I didn’t like them very well myself, and I don’t think Gervais 
did either.” 

“Certainly you did not like them very well yourself. How could 
you? And how could Gervais? J hate to say anything like this, even 
to you, my dear Merry; but still I feel forced to ask if you did not 
remark what was most shocking of all, and that was their conversa¬ 
tion. When they were not talking about Hathaway Hall as if they 
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wished to impress us that they had always been used to an equally 
elaborate establishment, they were talking about the male sex. Evi¬ 
dently they have mistaken the cool courtesy Charles has shown them 
for deep personal interest—or rather they have not really mistaken it. 
They have dehberately misinterpreted it.” 

“Em afraid they have,” Merry admitted. ‘Td noticed that, too, 
Madame Mere. At least it seemed as if I did. But I thought perhaps 
I was doing them an injustice. I hoped so anyway.. . . It’s funny, isn’t 
it, the way they both look rather Uke Regine, without being at all 
pretty? She was mighty pretty, no one could deny that.” 

“Yes, she was pretty, but she was without character and that showed 
in her face. That is what shows in theirs also, constituting a kind of 
resemblance. And it is impossible to do women of that type an injus¬ 
tice, especially women of that type who have reached a certain age 
and who are still unmarried,” Madame d’Alvery retorted with feeling. 
“It would be bad enough if they had confined their gushing remarks 
to Charles. But the inclusion of Grover Blood in their conversation, 
as if he were an intimate, is so unpardonable an indelicacy that it is 
also incredible.” 

Again Merry was silent. The Murdocks’ interest in their manager 
and their unblushing expression, of this, had shocked her quite as 
much as it had her mother-in-law; but the underlying reasons for this 
were somewhat different. It was inconceivable to Madame d’Alvery 
that the chatelaine of a plantation, at least theoretically a gentle¬ 
woman, should consider or treat her manager familiarly, whatever his 
reputation. To Merry, more conscious of a changing social order 
and herself a product of the proletariat, their lack of delicacy was 
indicated not by their liberal attitude in this respect but in their will¬ 
ingness to consort with a notorious loose-liver. A man equally corrupt 
but more subtle might easily have kept his true character a secret, for 
a time at least, from newcomers; but Grover Blood had acted with 
his usual effrontery and openly pursued his usual dissipated course 
since the coming of the Murdocks. He had begun to drink the day of 
the funeral, and his disgraceful carousal had lasted almost a week, 
creating far more scandal than any of his previous debauches. In the 
midst of it he had fulfilled his long-standing threat of supplanting 
Durice Reno with her younger sister, Deette, doing so under circum¬ 
stances even more lurid than those under which he had supplanted 
Vina with Durice; and Deette was now brazenly installed in the 
seraglio at the rear of the boarding house and boasting of her triumph 
without shame. The Murdocks could not possibly have been unaware 
of their manager’s disreputable behavior, since they must have seen 
evidences of his intoxication with their own eyes, and since Durice had 
rent the air with her screams before she had been brutally silenced 
and evicted. Yet he was hardly sober enough to stand before they 
made him welcome at their tabl^ and they were now frequently 
seen in his company. 

422 



Merry was still sitting beside her mother-in-law, turning all this 
over in her troubled mind, when Vail came in to ask, did she know 
it was six o’clock and wasn’t she going to read aloud that evening? 
She left immediately with him for the garqonniire, where the younger 
children were waiting for her; and though she continued to think 
about the newcomers with misgivings, she did not mention them 
again to her mother-in-law and Madame d’Alvery did not bring up 
the subject either. Several weeks elapsed before she saw the Ml rdocks 
again, and when their next meeting took place she was incli ned to 
feel sorry for them rather than t ritical of them. Wilhelmina, tb 5 elder 
of the two sisters, came over to Belle Heloise to say that Gwc idolen 
had been ill for some days and t hat she had become deeply dep essed; 
they would both be more grateful than they could say if Mrs. d' \.lvery 
would drop in to see her for a few minutes. Merry, whose sym ^athics 
were easily roused, and whose < onscience smote her because s] e had 
neglected a sick neighbor, volu- teered to drive back with Mi{; Wil¬ 
helmina immediately and her c ffer was eagerly accepted. She found 
the invalid still in bed, but pn pped up with pillows and ob' iously 
glad of company; and sitting down between the two sisteis, she 
listened to their joint lament, and tried to put in an occisional 
encouraging word. 

Plantation life, it seemed, was by no means all that their first fond 
fancy had pictured it; they had not dreamed that the mere mechanics 
of living would be so difficult. In the first place, the servants were 
slovenly and stupid; the Misses Murdock did not for the life of them 
see how their aunt and their cousin had ever put up with them. After 
the first week, they themselves had decided to dismiss Micah and 
Jinny and replace them with well-trained, hard-working substitutes; 
they had been informed, before they started for Louisiana, that it was 
as easy as anything to get niggers to work for you down there. One 
of their friends, who had spent some time in the Deep South herself, 
had actually said that all anyone had to do was to stand on the levee 
and shout and the darkies would come running. But they had dis¬ 
covered, to their sorrow, that this was far from being the case; they 
would either be obliged to keep Micah and Jinny after all, or have 
nobody in the house at all. And since the servants knew this as well 
as they did, and were also deeply resentful of the unsuccessful effort 
to oust them, these worthless creatures were now slacker than ever 
and insolent as well. Miss Wilhelmina had even had hard work to 
persuade Micah to serve afternoon tea. . . . 

“You know, I don’t believe he ever did it before,” Merry said con¬ 
solingly. “You probably wouldn’t have had so much trouble if you’d 
suggested coffee. And I’m afraid your friend must have been thinking 
of the good old times’ when she told you about standing on the levee 
and shouting; it isn’t all that easy any more. So far, we’ve been very 
fortunate at Belle Heloise, but I don’t know how long we shall be. 
We can see quite a difference in the new generation that’s just coming 
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up. For instance, Amen, who was the yard boy when I was married, 
thinks he’s much too good for that job now, though his father, Selah, 
is very proud of being our butler. And Lethe, the younger children’s 
nurse, can’t be compared with Dinah, who took care of both my 
husband and his sister when they were little and came to me when 
the twins were born. I don’t think we ought to blame them too much. 
I think they’re groping for something they haven’t found yet, that 
they don’t know how to find, and we haven’t helped them much, Tm 
afraid. ... I imagine there’s a little extra difficulty at Hathaway, 
too, because some of the Negroes around here are afraid of the place, 
or pretend to be. You know how superstitious they are, and when a 
double death occurs under rather strange circumstances. . . . Well, 
of course I’d be glad to have a little talk with Micah and Jinny myself 
if you’d like to have me. I take it for granted you offered them higher 
wages than Regine was paying tliem—^they always expect that from 
Yan—^from Northerners. I know Charles Boylston was up again/Jt the 
same thing that you are, but I was able to straighten that out, so 
perhaps I can help you, too. ... Is there anything else I can ^lo for 
you?” 

They would be no end grateful if she would speak to Micah and 
Jinny, the sisters hastened to assure her, and they were sure she could 
help them in other ways, too. The plumbing kept getting out of 
order, and it seemed to be practically impossible to get anyone to 
comd* out from town and fix it; perhaps she knew of somebody? 
The cistern was not anywhere nearly large enough, either; it had not 
run dry yet, but it showed signs of doing so, and Micah had assured 
them, as if he were really rather pleased than otherwise about it, that 
very frequently it did; then it would be necessary to “switch over” 
to the well water, which turned everything it touched brick red. 

“All our linen will be ruined,” moaned Miss Wilhelmina, “cur beau¬ 
tiful embroidered linen! And I suppose we shall look like Indians 
when we get out of the tub! Micah says that when the cistern runs 
dry he has to tote all the water for dish washing from the old sugar 
basins out back, and that he doesn’t know whether he’ll be able, this 
year, he’s got ‘Arthuritis’ so bad. That’s what he calls it, Axthuritis. 
Jinny is complaining, too. She says every time she raises her arms, it 
gives her such a swimming in the head that she feels faint, She says 
she’s sure she’s coming down with heart trouble, and that if she does, 
she’ll have to get a lot more rest than she’s having now. As if she 
wasn’t loafing most of the time, as it isl” 

“The cistern won’t run dry as long as the spring rains keep up,” 
Merry assured them, deciding it was better not to resume tlie subject 
of Micah and Jinny. “I’m afraid if there’s a drought this summer you 
may find the water situation quite a problem though. We all do. 
But every time I ruin a towel or get out of a tub looking like an 
Indian, I see something that makes up for it. Don’t you? I’m sure 
there isn’t any place in the world, for instance, where the flowers and 
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the trees and the birds are as beautiful as they are on the River Road, 
rd miss those a lot more, if I didn’t live where I could see them all 
the time, than I do a little water once in a while.” 

The Misses Murdock were not able to look at it just that way; an 
abundant water supply was simply one of the commodities which was 
taken for granted in civilized communities, like Pittsburgh. So, 
incidentally, were mail delivery and telephone service. They had never 
even inquired, beforehand, whether they would have these; ar d then 
to find, on the very outskirts or the state capital, within a fc\r miles 
of the state university, too. . . . 

“Gervais feels just the same way about all that as you do,” Merry 
told them. “He’s working on it, too, but I don’t know wheth x he’ll 
get very far. You see, he isn’t » n the best of terms with the >resent 
administration, and that makes quite a lot of difference—moj t than 
it ought to. About the road, tO(*. I know that’s in terribly bad shape. 
I’ve never seen the sand boils v. orse than they are this year.” 

The road was indeed in bad shape, the Misses Murdock agreed vehe¬ 
mently—so bad that it discoura^;ed visitors from coming to Ha haway 
and they found it very hard to drive over themselves. This meant 
that they got out very little, for so far they had not been jble to 
secure a satisfactory chauffeur. Neither Jonah nor Micah had ever 
driven a car, which was another unpleasant surprise; they had taken 
it for granted that every handy man about a place could drive nowa¬ 
days. And it appeared that none of the other Negroes could be spared 
from the fields just then, which seemed to them a queer way of 
running a big place. They would have thought that surely one— 
but they had talked and talked to Mr. Blood about this and it had 
done no good. And he was too busy to take them any place himself. 
Their first impression was that he would prove very obliging, but 
they were sorry to say. . . . 

“Work is very heavy on a plantation, almost all the year around,” 
Merry reminded them. “When you’ve lived on one a while, you’ll 
realize that, and you’ll get used to the isolation. In fact, you’ll like it.” 
She did not want to discuss Mr. Blood, or the lack of visitors at 
Hathaway Hall. She thought the less said about the manager the better, 
under any circumstances, and she was very much afraid that the 
Murdocks had not made a sufficiently favorable impression to en¬ 
courage a continuation of visits, now that the first curiosity of the 
countryside had been assuaged, “We don’t have a chauffeur either,” 
she went on. “And I don’t drive to town very often myself. I’m not 
an especially good driver, because I learned too late, so I don’t enjoy 
it; and then of course five small children keep me pretty busy! But 
I do go sometimes. I’ll be glad to stop by for you and take you with 
me, the next time. And I’ll try to be more neighborly. I feel terribly 
to think I’ve neglected you while you’ve been sick. Miss Gwendolen. 
I hope you won’t be again, but if you are, you must let me know 
straight off.. •. Dr. Champagne has taken good care .of you, though, 
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hasn’t he? He’s the soul of faithfulness—the roads are never too bad 
for him to get through to his patients! I don’t see how he does it 
always, but he does.” 

Dr. Champagne had been out only once, Miss Gwendolen said, 
bridling a little. He had not seemed to grasp the gravity of the case, 
and in any event, both she and her sister were agreed that he evi¬ 
dently had not kept abreast of the times. They preferred a more 
up-to-date physician. To do Dr. Champagne justice, he had seemed to 
grasp this phase of the situation, and had recommended a young 
practitioner named Dr. Leonard Manners. Dr. Manners was exactly 
the right type: he had such r pleasing personality! He was so gentle 
and sympathetic! But unfortunately his services were in such great 
demand that he could not get out on the River Road every day. The 
Murdocks were not surprised at his popularity; but it did make 
things hard for them, because, with the servants so slack and every¬ 
thing—well, it had been a trying period. They were beginning to feel 
doubtful whether they could continue to live at Hathaway Hall after 
aU_ 

“Oh, you mustn’t feel that way about it,” Merry said in genuine 
distress. Nothing that had occurred in the course of the call had 
caused her to like the Murdocks any better than she had before; but 
she was concerned because their 'first favorable impressions had not 
lasted and because she herself had done nothing to make these more 
endufing. “You’ll get used to all the little inconveniences, really you 
will. I know, because I did myself. You’ll feel, after a while, that 
nothing could induce you to live anywhere else.” 

“Possibly we might, Mrs. d’Alvery, if there were anything to offset 
the little inconveniences, as you call them. In our case, birds and trees 
and flowers aren’t enough, as they seem to be for you. You see, we’ve 
always been used to a very delightful and sophisticated society in 
Pittsburgh, and nothing ever happens on the River Road. . . 

“When she said that, I had hard work not to laugh,” Merry 
remarked, in telling Gervais about the call afterwards. “Here they are 
living in a house where there’d been a mysterious suicide before they 
got there, and since they’ve arrived, their manager’s driven one girl 
off the place and taken on another, creating a scandal all over the 
countryside. I wouldn’t call that so uneventful, would you?” 

“Not exactly. But I don’t think your new-found friends were 
completely candid when they complained that nothing ever happened 
on the River Road. I think what they really meant waa nothing has 
happened the way they wanted it to.” 

“What do you think they wanted to have happen, Gervais?” 

“They want to get married,” Gervais said bluntly. “Do you suppose 
they’d worry all that much about the plumbing and the cistern and 
the telephone if they had someone making up to them? They told 
you themselves they’d feel differently if they had anything to offset 
these little inconveniences. Their white-pillared ante-bellum house 
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doesn’t mean a thing to them unless it can be coupled with romance 
with a capital R—quite aside from the fact that they’ve reached the 
age where they’d be a little anxious and eager anyway. I should think 
you could have guessed that, from the way they talked and acted, that 
Sunday they were here to dinner. I’m sure maman did.” 

“Yes, I know she did. She spoke to me about it then. But I think 
maybe you and she are a little too hard on them, Gervais. I think-” 

“No matter what you think, I know. They came down here i o get 
married, because they hadn’t succeeded in Pittsburgh and the ' felt 
maybe they’d have better luck in a new field. They were ready :o go 
to almost any lengths in their hu iting, too. Of course Charles ^ 'ould 
have been the perfect answer to their maiden prayers. But Cl arlcs 
saw through them just as well -si did—he’s about to start o f on 
another trip, did I tell you? He’s g^^tting so he’s away almost as ; luch 
as the Tremaines used to be—I’m not sure how much of this is light 
and how much is just growing re dessness—he wanted to get ma ried, 
too, you may remember, but certa nly not to anyone like the Mui lock 
sisters-” 

“You’re exaggerating, Gervais. He couldn’t marry the Mur lock 
sisters very well, if he did want to, now could he?” 

“All right, all right! As I’ve said to you a good many times before, 
don’t be so literal!” He did not speak irritably, in the way he so often 
did when he made this accusation, but laughingly and teasingly, 
putting his arm around her and drawing her close to him. “Either 
one of the sisters. There’s not much choice between them, when it 
comes to that. If he had, he wouldn’t have run into any of the diffi¬ 
culties and delays that I did.” 

“Difficulties and delays! I married you the very day you asked me!” 

“The very day I asked you for about the ’steenth time! Well, we 
won’t go into that. What I was saying was that poor Charles had to 
run so that he wouldn’t get knockout drops in his coffee when he 
was making a neighborly call, and wake up to find himself in such 
a compromising position!—^and place!—that, being a gentleman, 
there’d be nothing he could do except make straight for the minis¬ 
ter’s.” 

“Which sister do you think would have given him knockout drops 
and dragged him off to her room?” Merry inquired, finally entering 
into his hghtness of mood. 

“I think they’d have flipped a coin. Or maybe they’d have fought 
it out, tooth and toenail, to the death, leaving the spoils to the survivor. 
Because it’s certain that they’ve both been after him. And it’s also 
certain that now they’ll do the next best thing, as they see it. Unless 
this young doctor they’re trying to get into their clutches comes across, 
they’ll both go out for Blood, and I’m not making a bad pun cither.” 

“Gervais! You shouldn’t joke over a thing like that!” 

“I’m not joking any more. I’m in deadly earnest. And I shouldn’t 
wonder if Blood fell for it in the end.” 
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“Why, that would be horrible—for a nice woman to marry a man 
like that I” 

“Honey, I don’t see why you go on thinking they’re nice women. 
They’re horrible women. It would serve them right—cither of them 
right—if Blood did consent to a marriage.” 

“But Gervais, have you heard what the Negroes are whispering 
about Blood now?” 

“You mean that when Durice wouldn’t go, he took a whip to her? 
Yes, I’ve heard and I think it’s probably true. But I don’t think 
that would stop either Wilhelmina or Gwendolen. Some women 
actually get a thrill out of a man’s cruelty. Look here, you’re getting 
all white around the gills. You can’t even stand hearing about any¬ 
thing of the kind, and Franchot’s just like you that way, do you 
know it? We’ve got to get him over it somehow—^it won’t do for a 
boy to be so squeamish. Sometimes I’ve thought—^but never mind 
about that now. And let’s forget about those next-door neighbors of 
ours for a while and think about ourselves instead. I might go so far 
as to make love to you if you’ll give me a chance. I haven’t in quite a 
while. I mean you haven’t . . 

This conversation left Merry still more troubled than the one with 
her mother-in-law. The Murdocks reminded her of her promise to 
take them into town when she next went herself, and she kept it; but 
she did so unhappily, and after that she made excuses, both to herself 
and to them, about going in again, and similar excuses about visiting 
them: her family seemed to take up all her time; she had never found 
housekeeping so hard; she was not feeling very well for some reason. 
... Miss Gwendolen recovered from her illness and both sisters came 
frequently, on their own initiative, to the gargonnibre. They were 
never invited to dine at the Big House again, and Madame d’Alvery 
and Gervais avoided them pointedly; but Merry continued to suffer 
their presence, and, once in a great while, to return their visits. No 
one else went to Hathaway now, no one else sympathized with the 
strangers’ isolation and disillusionment. She knew that if she deserted 
them, they would be utterly alone, and her kind heart contracted 
at the thought of such desolation.... 

Then, late in August, she received a letter, delivered by a smirking 
Negro, which filled her with fresh consternation. 

“Dear Mrs. d’Alvery: 

I am writing to tell you that Mr. Grover Blood‘ and I were 
raarried very quietly this morning and that by the time this letter 
reaches you we will already have left Hathaway on our honey¬ 
moon. I would have asked you to be a witness at our wedding, 
but I realized that I would only embarrass you by doing this, 
because of course I know from the way they have acted that your 
mother-in-law and your husband have both tried to keep you 
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from being my friend. I feel that they have been very unjust and 
unkind, though perhaps I should not say this to you; but so has 
my own sister, as far as that goes. She was not present at my wed¬ 
ding either, and she is now packing to go back to Pittsburgh for 
good. No dbubt you will hear from her soon, too, telling you her 
side of the story, for she thinks she has one, though I don’t. I am 
glad she is leaving, as she has shown that she is utterly unfitted 
for plantation life and there ^vould have been no peace w: lile 
she was around; but of course I could not put her out as lon| as 
she was co-owner of Hathawa\ and I have had a time with ler. 
Fortunately I have enough m )ney from my mother’s estate to 
buy out her interest in the plant tion and I shall do so immediat ily. 

I expect to be very happy now that I am married to the mar of 
my choice and I hope that wh< n I return from Hot Springs ^ ou 
will resume the visits which h ive always meant a great dea’ to 
me—that is, if you can do so ^^ithout having your mother-in- aw * 
and your husband make you uncomfortable about them. ou 
might tell them for me that rr.y husband’s background is jus: as 
good as any of the River familes’, and they had better recogrize 
this for I intend to have them. It is not his fault that his parents 
lost their place during Reconstruction and that he has had to 
earn his living on other people’s plantations. Lots of splendid men 
have done just the same thing without having to contend with 
all the prejudice that he has; but from now on he will have 
everything that he wants, for I have plenty of money to show 
the world, which I shall do. 'The time will come when Hathaway 
will be recognized as the finest plantation on the River Road; of 
course it should have been long ago, but evidently no one had 
enough spirit to make it. I have, as everybody will soon find out, 
and in my future position of prominence, I shall not forget that 
you were nice to me when I came here as a bereaved stranger 
and did not treat me like the dirt under your feet. 

Yours with affection and appreciation, 

Wilhelmina Murdock Blood.” 

News of the fresh upheaval at Hathaway had already reached 
Gervais when he came in to dinner. Merry interrupted his vehement 
arraignment of everyone and everything on the place by showing him 
the letter she had received. 

‘1 still feel sorry for the poor woman,” she persisted. “I feel sorry 
because she’s been so unhappy here, because she realized no one liked 
her, that she didn’t fit in. I feel sorry she’s married that horrible man 
in desperation. Perhaps if we’d all been a little more hospitable to her 
she wouldn’t have done it, because she wouldn’t have been so lonely. 
Now she’s got nothing but misery to look forward to. She’s quarreled 
with her only sister and presently her husband will begin to abuse 
her, and she’ll be a hundred times worse off than she ever was before. 
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That letter’s the most pathetic mixture of bravado and resentment 
and gratitude that I ever read.” 

“Good God, we didn’t as\ her to come down here, did we? I’ll 
bet she never would have left Pittsburgh if she hadn’t been just as 
‘isolated’ there as she was here—that kind of woman never has any 
friends no matter where she lives. You may be able to work up some 
pathos out of the situation, but it’s more than I can. I don’t want you 
going over there, Merry, you hear? You’ve no call to help a thwarted 
angry old maid you hardly know pack her trunks while; you listen 
to her lamentation, and you certainly haven’t any call to welcome back 
the bride and groom. Christ, when I think of that man Blood lording 
it at Hathaway! Not because he was the manager, mind you. Now 
if it were Seaver who’d made a rich marriage. I’d say good luck to 
him. But Blood’s just about as low as they come.” 

“I know he is, Gervais, and I understand how you feel. All the 
same. I’m going to help Miss Gwendolen get off. Just think how 
humiliated and abandoned the poor woman must feel, all alone in 
that big house, except for those sullen servants! Getting ready to go 
back to the place she left so triumphantly, thinking she had such a 
bright future! I won’t be making a social visit, Gervais—^you might 
object if I were, but I won’t be. I’H be performing an ordinary act of 
Christian charity.” 

Gervais continued to vociferate, but Merry quietly persisted in the 
face of his opposition; she had done this from the beginning, when 
a matter of principle was involved, and though Gervais could make 
such a course doubly hard for her, and usually did, he could not swerve 
her from it. She spent the greater part of the next two days at Hatha¬ 
way Hall doing everything she could to ease the departure of Miss 
Gwendolen, who was first hysterical, then vituperative and finally 
overwhelmed by the course of events. At last Merry took the wretched 
woman to the station and saw her comfortably installed in a Pullman 
seat which she herself had taken pains to secure. As the train pulled 
out, Miss Gwendolen pressed her face to the window for one last look 
at her only friend. Then she cevered her eyes with her black-bordered 
handkerchief. She had resumed her heavy mourning for her departui e, 
and Merry’s last impression, like her first, was of a grief-stricken 
figure. 

The newly married couple )was absent for several weeks, for the 
wedding trip was extended to include New York, Washington and 
several fashionable resorts. During the interval Merry continued to 
go periodically to Hathaway Hall, supervising the servants and 
cajoling them into getting it swept and garnished against the return 
of the bride and groom. She did not let her charitable impulses carry 
her so far as to welcome them in person on the occasion of their 
homecoming; but she did sec that everything was in perfect order, 
that the house was decorated with flowers and that the icebox was 
well stocked with food. It was hard for her to do all this, not only 
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because of Gcrvais’ continued opposition and her mother-in-law’s 
expressed disapproval, but in the face of the antagonism which her 
presence roused at Hathaway itself. Merry had never before been 
conscious of ill-will among any of the Negroes, but she was conscious 
of it now; she knew they felt she was ‘‘siding” with the woman they 
all hated and regarded as an interloper, more than ever now that this 
outsider had married their own substitute for a “bossman,” They 
blamed Wilhelmina Murdock, not Grover Blood, for the n arriage, 
and they blamed Merry for giving it countenance. The same feeling 
pervaded the factory and the )oarding house. Deette Reno . lad not 
been dispossessed from her qu-.rters, and it was freely predic ed that 
Blood would go on spending n ost of his time there. Deette h( ard the 
predictions with satisfaction, ar d smiled evilly to herself. . . . 

The day after the honeymo( ners’ return. Merry received a second 
letter from Wilhelmina, delivered, like the first, by a smirking Negro, 
and this time tied to a small package. The bride was ver; much 
touched at the evidences of Mrs. d’Alvcry’s thoughtfulness wh ch had 
greeted her on her return. She had thought of Mrs. d’Alvery, too, in 
the course of her trip, and had bought her a little present wh ich she 
was sending herewith. She hoped Mrs. d’Alvery would like it, and that 
they would be seeing each other very soon. The bride had bought 
quantities of new clothes, too, which she would like to show Mrs. 
d’Alvery, and instituted various changes on which she was eager to 
get Mrs. d’Alvery’s opinion—or now that they were to be neighbors 
for keeps, might she say Merry’s.^ And she was, always, most 
affectionately. . . . 

Merry opened the small package with misgivings, to find a diamond 
wrist watch embedded among layers of soft cotton in a satin-lined 
box. Her misgivings mounted as she recognized its value. Gervais 
would certainly protest against her acceptance of such a gift, and yet 
she could not return it without giving grave offence. She was begin¬ 
ning to see more and more involvements as a result of her single- 
hearted kindness, and momentarily, she almost wished that she had 
followed Gervais’ advice and left the Murdocks severely alone. But 
at the same time she knew that she could not, conscientiously, have 
acted otherwise than she had. When Cresside came out to Belle 
Heloise, later in the day, she confided her perplexities to her sister-in- 
law, finding her, as usual, a ready and sympathetic listener. But on 
this occasion, though Cresside was ready to lend all possible support, 
she was not as encouraging as usual. 

“The whole thing’s a mess. If Blood would only run straight, or 
something like straight, it might iron out, after a fashion—not that 
he and his bride would ever be accepted by the people they’d like to 
have for friends, but they , wouldn’t be completely ostracized by every¬ 
one. Of course, he won’t run straight though. And you know as well 
as I do by this time. Merry, that the old River families will stand for a 
lot from their own black sheep, but they won’t put .up with much 
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from outsiders. Wilhelmina’s goofy and Blood’s rotten. You could 
try from now till doomsday, and you still couldn’t make maman and 
Gervais feel any different about them. I know you meant to do the 
right thing, but you’re just letting yourself in for more and more 
trouble. You see for yourself how it works out.” 

“You don’t think I ought to go there at all?” 

“I know it’s mighty awkward all around, Merry. Heaven knows 
you’ve had enough trouble with Hathaway already, trying to walk a 
tightrope all the time Sylvestre and Regine were there. And that was 
nothing to what you’re up against this go-round. I’m beginning to 
think the Negroes are right, that the place does have some kind of a 
curse on it. Well—^since you’ve gone as far as you have, I believe that if 
I were you I would call once—^in the daytime, when Blood’s sure to 
be out in the fields. I’ll go with you, if you like. And I should think 
you’d have to keep the watch. Suppose I ask Fabian about it though. 
You don’t have to tell Gervais you’ve got it, this very day, do you?” 

“No-o,” Merry said so doubtfully that Cresside knew that even this 
temporary concealment would distress her; and in the end it was 
agreed that Merry should tell him while Cresside was still there, so 
that she would not have to bear the brunt of his displeasure alone. 
As usual, Fabian was helpful in pouring oil on the troubled waters. 
He did think that perhaps Merry had leaned over backwards in her 
efforts^to be nice to people who did not deserve it, but after all that was 
her way, and a good way, if you took your religion literally, like she 
did. Certainly she would have to keep the watch, but in thanking 
Mrs. Blood for it she had better try to discourage further gifts and 
further obligations. And certainly she should call once, in the daytime, 
as Cresside had suggested. He fdt sure that the call would be returned 
in the same way. Personally, he did not think that Blood would try 
to push anything, from a social standpoint; he was too shrewd for 
that. When he was sober, there wasn’t a shrewder man anywhere 
around. If he would only stay sober. . • • 

Taken by and large, Fabian’s conclusions were a good deal like 
his wife’s, and their temperate views of the situation seemed to be 
justified, at least for the moment. Nothing untoward occurred in the 
course of the call which Merry and Cresside made together. The 
bride, who was beautifully dressed, received them with effusion and 
insisted on showing them her trousseau and her newly appointed 
apartments. She was obviously extremely conscious, and smugly so, of 
her marital state, and made numerous intimate references* to “Grover”; 
but she gave vent to no resentful comments on the general attitude 
of the countryside, and uttered no threats concerning the future. Tea 
was elegantly served by an imported maid who had been added to 
the household staff, and when the calls were returned, as they were 
after a suitable interval, Mrs. Blood’s new Rolls Royce was driven by 
an English chauffeur, impeccably uniformed. She appeared at church 
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in the same style, and other evidences of lavish living became apparent 
day by day. Arnold Fletcher, the same architect who had precipitated 
Gervais* financial difficulties, was called into consultation at Hadiaway 
Hall, together with an outstanding interior decorator and an out¬ 
standing landscape gardener. Presently the place was swarming with 
workmen; the huge white facade glistened with fresh paint, the neg¬ 
lected grounds resumed a semblance of their original formality. 
In so far as she could fulfill her purpose in making Hathaw ly the 
finest place on the River Road by spending money upon it, th t new 
Mrs. Blood was doing so. All the outward and visible sij ns of 
supremacy were there; only the inward and spiritual grace was Is :king. 

Nevertheless, as the autumn i dvanced, the splendor in whl h the 
bride lived became less and less solitary. Though Cresside and Merry 
did not call a second time, other visitors came more and more 
frequently to Hathaway. Wilhelmina actually appeared at the g trfon- 
nihe one afternoon with the triumphant announcement th t the 
Governor had been to her house the night before. 

“He came after the servants had left for the night/* she went on to 
say, “and he had his bodyguards with him. My, but they’re a lot of 
huskies, aren’t they.f^ The Governor pounded on the door witi that 
loaded cane they say he always carries. I thought the house was coming 
down. Grover got a pistol out of his dresser drawer himself, before he 
went to let them in—of course he didn’t know who was there. Of 
course I didn’t either and at first I tried to keep him from going down¬ 
stairs. But he doesn’t know fear. He told me not to be silly and went 
straight along, and I was so frightened that I just cowered under the 
bed clothes, shuddering. Then I heard Grover saying, ‘Why come 
right in, Governor —is an honor’! And next I heard Mr. Long 
asking for whiskey.” 

“You don’t mean to say you thought it was an honor to have Huey 
Long come to your house in the middle of the night, battering down 
the front door and demanding whiskey!” Merry exclaimed. 

“Well, after all. Merry, you know the Governorship’s a great office 
in any state. I was wondering whether I oughtn’t to get up and dress, 
so that I could welcome Mr. Long myself. But when Grover came 
back to our room for the keys to the cupboard where we keep most of 
our whiskey, he told me to stay where 1 was. Then he muttered some¬ 
thing about not getting out any of the old stock, that Long was so 
drunk already he wouldn’t know the difference, whatever he served. 
But right after he went back to the living room I heard the Governor 
roaring, ‘Christ, this must be what you use for your own toots, Blood! 
I don’t water my drinks with chloroform to take away the taste. I 
want some of your real stuff, and I want it god damn quick’!” 

“And you still felt his visit was an honor?” 

“Well, I do think he expresses himself rather crudely, but he has 
force, and personally I greatly admire force in a man. Next I heard 
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him saying, ‘I’ll bet you I can smell out something better than this 
myself’l and he started to the wing where the downstairs bedrooms are. 
WeVe never slept there because-” 

“I shouldn’t think you would.” 

“But I always keep them in perfect order. I’ll say this for myself, 
I’m a model housekeeper, even if I do have those lazy niggers to 
contend with all the time. Pretty soon I heard a shout and a crash. It 
seems Mr. Long went right up to the first bed he came to and pulled 
down the mosquito bar. Grover told me afterwards that he said, ‘Jesus, 
no one sleeps under those things any more! No one but a’—^well, I can’t 
say the words he used—^‘like you. Til bet you’ve got something or 
somebody hidden in that bed, you . . 

“I know what the words are, Wilhelmina, but I don’t like to hear 
them, so I’m glad you didn’t repeat them. I’m glad he didn’t find 
anything after all that vulgar commotion, too.” 

“Well, of course, there wasn’t any one hidden in the bed,” Wih 
helmina said, a trifle sharply. “But Grover had put some of our finest 
whiskey under the mattress on account of the servants. The Governor 
acted as if he thought it was a great joke, finding it. The men all went 
back to the living room after that, and sat around for hours.” 

“Drinking?” 

“Well, naturally Grover had to drink with the others,” Wilhelmina 
retorted, speaking sharply again. “But the Governor never lets any of 
the bodyguards touch a drop. Anyway, he stopped shouting and 
storming after he got what he wanted, and grew more and more 
genial. He says he knows he can find a place for a man like Grover, 
that my husband could be very valuable. And if he gets an official 
position . . 

It was quite clear that Wilhelmina Blood was thrilled and gratified 
by this episode, that she did consider e^en such an intrusion an honor 
when instigated by the Chief Executive of the state, and that the 
prospect of being affiliated with the all-powerful Long machine im¬ 
pressed her greatly. Pending this advancement, she began to make 
club connections as well as church connections, and her generosity, in 
both directions, was conspicuous. To be sure, the bridegroom did not ap¬ 
pear in the increasingly pleasing picture, and the captious might have 
complained that there was something wrong with it for this reason. 
On the other hand, he created no fresh scandal. If he continued to 
visit the boarding house and the quarters, he did so after dark, and 
with none of his former bravado. If he drank, he did so in extreme 
moderation. The grinding season began auspiciously, with a full crew 
in the fields and excellent organization in the factory. S^nce, who had 
managed to maintain amicable relations with Blood throughout the 
crucial period since the manager’s marriage, as he had on many less 
critical occasions, brought favorable reports to Belle Heloise of the 
situation at Hathaway. There was a lot of new machinery at last; 
there was a fine crop coming along; Blood was handling everything 
434 



just right. There wasn’t a better man, in his line, anywhere in the 
Sugar Parishes. What if he did carry on? What if he did know on 
which side his bread was buttered? Hell, that was his affair. He knew 
his job. • . • 

Gervais listened, grudgingly, to his overseer^s praise. Then, late one 
Sunday night, Sance came to the garqonnihre, and told a terrible story, 
white to the lips . . . 

Merry knew that catastrophe had befallen, as soon as she heard 
the overseers knock. She got out of bed and wrapped a diessing 
gown about her. Then she w.iited, shivering, until Gervais came 
back into their room, shutting the door behind him as if he were 
trying to close it on some kind of horror. He took hold < f her 
shoulders, gripping them hard, and tried twice, unsuccessfu ly, to 
speak to her. 

“Tell me quickly, Gervais, w’r at’s happened. Has one of th chil¬ 
dren-?” 

“No, the children are all right. All the family. All our peop e. It’s 
at Hathaway.” 

“What’s at Hathaway?” 

“Another accident. The explosion wasn’t anything compared to 
this. Or the suicide. They’ve got Blood away, they’ve had to, he’d 
have been torn to pieces if they hadn’t. It won’t be safe for his wife 
to stay either. You’ll have to help her now. I shan’t try to stop you 
this time.” 

“Of course you won’t. You wouldn’t have before, if you’d under¬ 
stood how I felt, or how much she needed me. But you haven’t told 
me yet, Gervais-” 

“It’s so ghastly I don’t know how to tell you. It’s always so hard 
for you to listen to horrors.” 

“It is hard. But if it’s something I ought to know, I’d rather hear 
it from you, Gervais, than anyone else. Please tell me.” 

“Blood went on another tear Saturday night. The servants say it 
started with words at the Big House. Blood and his wife quarreled.” 

“Yes, Gervais. I know you were afraid they would sometime. Go 
on. 

“So he left her and went to the boarding house, Deette’s still there. 
At least she was still there-” 

“Yes, yes, Gervais. Go on.” 

“They drank and drank, almost all night. They shouted out loud 
that they were celebrating their reunion. Everyone in the boarding 
house heard them. There’s no mystery about what happened this 
time.” 

“What did^happen?” 

“Suddenly he turned qn hqr and drove her out. Cruelly, the way 
he had Durice. He told her to go and get Durice. He said he wanted 
her sister back again, that he was tired of her. And at last she started. 
She was so drunk she didn’t know where she was going. He was so 
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drunk he didn’t know anything had happened after she left. No one 
thought it was queer she didn’t come b^ck. Everyone thought she’d 
slunk home, like both her sisters before her.” 

‘‘Where had she gone, Gervais?” 

“She’d wandered out to the mill yard and climbed into the carrier.” 

“But she couldn’t have, Gervais. A dozen people would have seen 
her and stopped her. She couldn’t have climbed into the carrier when 
it was going, anyway.” 

“It wasn’t going. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. At Hathaway 
they shut down the mill Saturday night to clean it and don’t start 
it up again until Sunday night. There’s no one around outside except 
the watchman after it’s closed. He wasn’t anywhere near the carrier 
when she climbed into it, dead drunk. She was still drunk when it 
started again.” 

“Gervais, you’re not trying to tell me- 

“Yes, I am, that’s just what I’m trying to tell you. The crusher 
feeder saw her when she came over the top, but he couldn’t stop the 
carrier then. She was ground to pulp, right before his eyes-” 

Suddenly he realized that she could not stand any more. She was 
shaking all over and the horror which he had made her visualize was 
reflected in her eyes as she stared ,at him. Then with a sharp intake 
of breath she buried her face on his shoulder. He put his arm around 
her and bent his head to touch hers. 

“There,” he said. “There. Don’t, Merry.” His voice was quiet and 
gentle, as if he was speaking to one of the children. “It’s a hell of a 
world, some ways, and horrible things happen in it now and then. 
Take it easy for a few minutes—^you’ll feel better if you do. But as 
soon as you can pull yourself together, I want to get you to Hathaway.” 

“I couldn’t go. I wouldn’t be any use this time.” 

“Yes, you would. You’re needed badly and you’ve always told me 
that being needed meant more to a woman than anything in the 
world except being loved. Didn’t you mean it?” 

“Yes, when I said it. But- 

“This is the time to prove it then. Because it’s the only time you’ll 
have a chance, as far as Wilhelmina Blood’s concerned.” He waited 
a minute and then he spoke with inescapable finality. “If you don’t 
help her now, you never can,” he said slowly. “She can’t stay on the 
River Road after this. It’s the end for her at Hathaway.” 
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'^Visited on the Children’* 


Summer 1930 


“For I the Lord thy God am .. jealous God, visiting the iniq lity of 
the fathers upon the children.’* 


•Exodus X:5 






PART VIII 

*^tsited on the Childreff 

Summ< r 1930 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

For the first few years of his life Belle Hcloise was Vail dAlvcry^s 
world, and to him it seemed perfect and complete. 

In this world were shady groves, where you could play hide-and- 
seek, and wide stretches of open lawn, where you could race with your 
brothers and sisters; a garden that was always bright with flowers wait¬ 
ing to be picked for Mummy and grand'mere and Aunt Cresside; a big 
friendly house, with a sweet-smelling kitchen where Lou Ida was 
always making good things for you to eat when you were hungry, 
and a big bedroom where it was always still and dark when you were 
tired and needed to go to sleep. 

The house was filled with kind people, white and black both, who 
wanted little boys to be happy, and the Small Yard was alive with 
kindly creatures, too. Nostar, Vail’s pony, was the largest and most im¬ 
portant of these. Vail had thought beforehand that he wanted to have 
a pony with a white star on its forehead; but when it arrived at Belle 
Heloise, as a present from Uncle Fabian and Aunt Cresside, though 
it was the most wonderful pony Vail could imagine, it was jet black 
all over. So Vail named‘it Nostar. Sybelle, Vail’s twin, had a pony, 
too, named Twinkle, because that name went so well with Nostar. 
They rode all over the Small Yard and the levee together, and when 
Daddy went with them, over the headland, too. Phil, who was eleven 
months younger than Sybelle and Vail, did not have a pony yet. 
When he went with them he still rode with Daddy, on the front of the 
saddle. 

Next to Nostar and Twinkle, Maud and her families were the most 
cherished adjuncts to Vail’s out-of-doors world. The families were new 
and different every year, and there were always a few days of heartbreak 
when the beautiful puppies were given away. But Maud, another 
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present from Aunt Cresside and Uncle Fabian, was Vail’s very own. 
Mummy and Daddy had both promised him faithfully that she would 
never be given away and the certainty of this was his greatest comfort 
when the puppies went. Maud was a lovely little spotted spaniel with 
great pleading eyes, who followed Vail wherever he went and slept 
on his bed at night. She had only one bad habit: somet^imes she chased 
the white ducks which waddled back and forth at will through the 
Small Yard, fluttering up, once in a while, to perch on the rims of the 
old open sugar kettles now used as garden ornaments, or to paddle 
through the rain water with which these were filled. Once she had 
killed two of the golden ducklings that mysteriously appeared one 
morning, waddling after a proud mother duck, and then Daddy had 
made Vail whip her, and had actually said something about sending 
her away after all if she did not do better. But she had done better, 
and the heavy load which weighted down Vail’s heart at the thought 
of life without Maud was lifted again. 

In addition to the ponies and the dogs and the ducks, there were all 
sorts of little wild creatures that helped to people Vail’s world. There 
were little brown cottontails which went leaping through the garden to 
the grove, so fast that Maud could not catch them, and squirrels which 
scampered down the boughs of onp tree and up the branches of another. 
There were carpenter bees that Vail loved to shoot with his air rifle, 
lyin^on his back for hours at a time in the sunlight, watching the bees 
at their work of boring the wooden framework of the gallery, and 
aiming at them just as they plunged into the holes they had made. 
There were funny little lizards which changed their color from green 
when they were on the grass to brown when they were on the garden 
path. Once in a while there was a snake, too. Vail almost stepped on 
one, zigzagging over the stone steps leading into the patio, when he 
went to let Maud out the last thing at night, one time when her puppies 
were very young indeed and needed her all the time. He had shrunk 
back, frightened for a moment, but he knew he must take care of Maud, 
whatever happened, so he had gone out of another door, and when he 
came back, the snake had disappeared. Afterwards he told Aunt 
Cresside about it, because he felt he had to tell someone, and Daddy 
did not hke to have anyone even speak of snakes. Aunt Cresside had 
praised Vail and said he had done just right, that snakes nearly 
always slithered away if you left them alone, and that he must not 
let them or anything else spoil his world, which was so beautiful. He 
promised her he would not and he never had, after that^ 

Besides riding horseback on the levee, Vail and Sybelle spent a great 
deal of time shding down it. A levee slide was made of two or three 
barrel staves with flat pieces of wood nailed at each end, and at each 
corner of the footpiece a string, tied to use like a rein. The twins sat 
solidly on one end of the slide and put their feet firmly on the other, 
grasping the strings and guiding the slide with these; and before they 
started down the levee bank, they greased the under side of the 
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staves to make them good and slippery. Vail did not believe that the 
coasting up north which Miss Mittie, their teacher, told them so much 
about, could compare with levee-sliding for fun. It was the most fun of 
anything they did, especially when Vail and Sybelle sat on the same 
slide, as they liked to, though each had one. 

A great deal of Vail’s time was spent playing games. One of those 
,he liked best was played in the autumn, when he and Sybelle and 
Phil all helped to pick the pecans in the grove and spread themj out 
in the sun to dry. Even Joyeuse and Franchot, their younger sister and 
brother, tried to pick pecans and j( in in games almost as soon as hey 
could toddle. Vail would pick up double handfuls of the nuts and 
say, “Old horse, old horse, who wai;ts to ride him?” The other chil iren 
all tried to be the first to shout, “I i ride him!” Next Vail would ask, 
“How many miles?” Phil usually made the mistake of saying a } reat 
many; it was Phil’s way to talk bi.: about everything. Then he w 'uld 
lose because he had to pay Vail tl.e difference in pecans, between the 
number he had guessed and the number Vail actually held. Sybelle did 
better. She considered carefully, tipping her golden head first to one 
side and then to the other while she talked; she also watched the size 
of the pecans and compared these to the size of Vail’s hands. So /ery 
often she won. Then she held the pecans while the other children 
guessed. Of course, Joyeuse and Franchot did not know much about 
counting; they were just as likely to say ten as three. But they liked 
to play and Vail hked to have them. 

They all played other games, too, like ‘‘J^ck in the Bush” and ‘I’ll 
Cut Him Down” and “How Many Licks?”; and Vail and Sybelle 
helped with the plums, in the summertime, just as they did with the 
pecans in the fall, gathering the plums as soon as they turned yellow 
and learning how to ripen them in meal. They learned a great many 
useful things, like that, little by Uttle, so that they would know how to 
take care of Belle Heloise themselves some day, when Mummy and 
Daddy were old, the way grand'mhre was now, and did not want to 
be worried any longer; and from the Negroes they learned all sorts 
of sayings and stories, which were fun listening to, whether they were 
really true or not. For instance, Selah told Vail that if he would 
hold a penny in his hand while the New Year’s whistles were blowing, 
he would have plenty of money for the next twelve months, but that 
if he wanted sure enough greenback money, he must also eat cabbage 
and hogshead and black-eyed peas for dinner New Year’s Day. And 
Amen told him that the yellow butterflies which came winging over 
the levee by the hundred, early in the spring, turned into shrimp by 
and by, and that it was really butterflies they were getting when they 
crossed the batture to empty the boxes which had been tied to stakes 
in the river shallows near the bank. And Dinah told him that the 
reason the lightning bugs could gleam in the darkness was because 
they made their homes in the “sparkfire wood” which was scattered 
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through the swamps, and could draw on its hidden flames whenever 
they wished. She said that the lightning bugs stored up fragments of 
these flames in their own bodies, and released these as they wished, by 
pushing their bodies out while they flew. She also said that the children 
must not stay out too late in the evening, or wander too far from the 
Big House, because, if they did, the lightning bugs would lead them 
astray, into briar patches; she could tell many a tall tale of disobedient 
children who had been so misled. Miss Mittie, who called lightning 
bugs fireflies, the way people did up North, said this was all stuff and 
nonsense, and Vail was inclined to listen to her instead of Dinah, be¬ 
cause he hked to stay out after dark. When he stole out and stood 
beside the levee at night it was hard for him to tell sometimes where 
the ridge of this ended and the skyline began, and which were fireflies 
and which stars against the velvety blackness. But it delighted him to 
try, and he learned a lot that way, about the sights and sounds and 
smells of the country at night. Apparently the fireflies retreated to their 
homes in the “sparkfire wood” and stayed there all winter, for he 
never saw them then; but they came out in the early spring, at the 
same time that the wayside hedges were sweet with honeysuckle and 
blue iris and spider lilies began to bloom along the River Road. He 
picked bunches of these flowers to^take back to Dinah for peace offer¬ 
ings, so that she would not scold him for staying out late or threaten 
him with the briar patch; and then she was placated and told him 
more Stories, about the roadside flowers and how they got their names, 
and he learned all that too. 

Of course, there were sure enough lessons, too, out of books, which 
were bothering sometimes, though they did not actually spoil anything. 
But most of the lessons were not too bothering except during the first 
drowsy spring days. And Miss Mittie, who seemed to know how chil¬ 
dren felt about that, did not keep Sybelle and Vail and Phil in the old 
schoolhouse very long at a time when it began to be w^arm and sun¬ 
shiny and inviting outdoors. She got them to their desks early in the 
morning, but when she saw their eyes straying from their primers 
to the open windows where the wasps were buzzing, she said, there, 
that was enough, they could make up for lost time some rainy day. 
And off they went to ride the ponies and romp with Maud and do all 
the other wonderful things that were beckoning them outdoors. 

Often Miss Mittie came with them. Once Aunt Cresside had shown 
her how, she tied pieces of meat on strings at the end of short poles, 
and day after day sat patiently for hours, while they trotted up and 
down the banks of the big drainage ditch back of the house to catch 
crawfish. Sybelle or Phil would carefully lift one of the short poles, 
to raise the bit of meat to which several crawfish clung with fatal 
greed, and Vail would scoop them into his net which he then emptied 
into a big bucket. (The crawfish and the tempting sunshiny weather 
came at about the same time.) 

Miss Mittie also helped the children to harness the big black grass- 
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hoppers which came along later in the year, and which everyone except 
Miss Mittie called devil horses, because they had first been brought to 
Louisiana in the horse feed of the Yankee soldiers who had made so 
much trouble at Belle Heloise before most of them were buried in the 
graveyard beyond Angus Holt’s garden. Miss Mittie, who had begun 
life as a Yankee herself, could not be expected to feel the same way 
about the devil horses as the rest of them did; but the children over¬ 
looked this, because she was so helpful in the matter of harnessi; ig. 

The harnesses were made of thread, and the carts the devil ! lorses 
drew were made of match boxts, and the stables where they lived 
were made of shoe boxes. Miss Mittie helped make all these t lings, 
after Aunt Cresside had shown h ir how, and explained that wh< a she 
was a little girl, she and Daddy had driven devil horses them; dves. 
She told the children that they iiad also gathered driftwood fc r the 
Christmas bonfires on the levee, .md hunted quail eggs on the ditch 
banks along the rough roads, whe i their father drove over the hea Hand 
in his top buggy, taking Daddy and Aunt Cresside with him; then 
afterwards the quail eggs were h. tched under the hens in the ch cken 
house. Vail and Sybelle gathered driftwood, too, and learned tc mix 
it with roseau reeds and pile it around tall central poles which were 
placed on the levee just before Christmas; then on Christmas Eve they 
went up there to help light these piles, and to listen to the crackling of 
the roseaus, which sounded exactly like the fireworks they set off on 
the Fourth of July. So it was really like having two celebrations in 
one. And they hunted quail eggs sometimes themselves, but not very 
often, because Daddy did not usually drive a buggy when he went 
over the headland. Usually he rode horseback, taking Phil in front of 
him on the saddle. But sometimes, when Mummy said she would like 
to see the stand of cane, too, Amen got out the old surrey, and they all 
piled into it. That gave the children their chance to hunt quail eggs 
and very good fun it was, too. 

Once Vail asked grand'mere if she had done all those wonderful 
things when she was a little girl, and she said no, because she had no 
one to play with, and it was not much fun, levee-sliding or picking 
up pecans or fishing in the ditch, or driving devil horses, or hunting 
for quail eggs alone. But Vail had plenty of people to play with. 
Sybelle and Phil were both fine playmates, and Joyeuse and Franchot 
were pretty good, too, and would be better still when they grew a 
S'ttle bigger. They were there to play with all the time and other 
playmates were there off and on, among them Barry and Nellie Pereira, 
\vho came up from New Orleans with their father and mother every 
now and then, to stay at the Big House. Still another was Riccardo 
Tramonte, whose father had a magnificent store, right near the ferry, 
and a whole fleet of motor trucks besides, which carried provisions 
all over the state, supplying smaller stores which he owned also. Vail 
liked Riccardo even better than he liked Barry and Nellie, though 
Daddy and Mummy did not seem to like him so well They never 
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invited him and his father to stay to dinner, much less to spend several 
days, the way they asked the Pereiras. This was puzzling to Vail, be¬ 
cause if he had been allowed to have his way, he would have asked 
Riccardo to Belle Heloise every Sunday. Riccardo could not have come 
other days in any case, because he went to a big school, where he was 
already in the fifth grade, and on Saturdays he played games, not just 
marbles and pitch and toss, but Important games like baseball. In the 
summertime he went traveling, down the River to New Orleans, and 
all over the state in his' father’s trucks. One summer he actually went 
to Italy to see his grandparents, and brought back some coral beads 
for Sybelle and a Sorrento paper cutter for Vail. (Mummy would never 
let Sybelle wear the beads, though they were ever so pretty, but Vail 
kept the paper cutter in his desk and used it all the time.) Riccardo was 
three years older than Vail, and it was Vail’s greatest ambition to be 
like him in every way. Sybelle agreed with Vail about Riccardo; she 
also thought he was very wonderful, and she was always delighted 
to see him when he came to Belle Heloise. But then, Sybelle agreed 
with Vail about almost everything. Lou Ida said it was because he was 
her “litter brother.” Litter brothers always meant more to their sisters 
than ordinary brothers, like Phil and Franchot, or so Lou Ida said 
anyway. 

Besides the Pereiras and Riccardo, of course there was also Frances 
Bclle,^Aunt Cresside’s little girl, who came to Belle Heloise almost 
every other day. She would be a fine playmate, too, when she got a little 
bigger. She was a very nice little girl, though she was not quite as pretty 
as Sybelle. Vail was sure no one else was as pretty as Sybelle. She had 
beautiful blonde curls and blue eyes and the softest, pinkest cheeks in 
the whole world. Phil and Franchot and Joyeuse had brown hair 
and brown eyes and clear pale skins. Vail’s checks were very red and 
his hair was jet black and his eyes were blue, not a' soft sky blue like 
Sybelle’s, but a deeper, brighter color. They were big, except when he 
squinted them up, which he did sometimes when he could not see 
very well. He could see the print in his primer all right, but in some 
of the books Daddy kept at his office, the print was very small, and 
when Vail tried to read it, he squinted up his eyes. 

Vail and Sybelle had almost finished their primers now, and soon 
they would have first readers, which had pretty big print, too, though 
not quite as large as it was in the primers. Miss Mittie had the first 
readers put away in her desk already, waiting for them, and they 
were very excited about this. Every now and then they asked her to 
lift the lid so they could see the readers, which had beautiful red covers 
and which were tucked away in a corner, beside Miss Mittie’s pencil 
box. Phil had not got very far in his primer yet; he would always 
rather play than study, not just on warm sunshiny days, but any time. 
Miss Mittie tried to scold Phil because he was so lazy, but no one ever 
scolded Phil much, and Daddy did not even try. Daddy had taught 
them all their letters, oa the plantation bell, before they began with 
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their primers in the schoolhouse, and when Sybelle and Vail did espe¬ 
cially well, he let them ring the bell afterwards. But he let Phil ring 
the bell whether Phil did well or not. He even let Phil blow the 
whistle when grinding was over. 

One day, just before the end of grinding, Vail and Sybelle and Phil 
all managed to get into the purgery together, when no one was Vv^atch- 
ing. There were big barrels of viticanne in the purgery, ready to serve 
to the hands as soon as the final whistle blew; but the childrej. had 
never had any, though Phil had teased and teased for a taste Phil 
seemed to think—and Vail and Sy )elle agreed with him—^that vm anne 
was probably just as good as cut:e, which was mighty good in leed; 
when it was cooked up high, it waN as good as pull candy. The vin anne 
was disappointing after all, and Uncle Fabian, who came out with 
Aunt Cresside and Frances Belle and found them all three ver sick 
and sleepy-feeling in the purger\, said something about stolen fruit 
not being the sweetest after all. Uncle Fabian spoke pretty si irnly 
to them for sneaking into the pu:gery and for stealing the vine nne. 
No one had thought of looking for them there until he did, and 
Mummy and Aunt Cresside were frightened because they we ‘e so 
sick; and Uncle Fabian said, and meant it, that they ought to be 
ashamed of themselves for making their Mummy and their Aunt 
Cresside so unhappy. Daddy scolded Vail and Sybelle a little, but he 
did not scold Phil at all. He said he thought it was funny to sec the 
little tyke tipsy. 

They never went back to the purgery, because they really were sorry 
—at least Sybelle and Vail were—that they had made Mummy and 
Aunt Cresside unhappy, and anyway, there were lots of other places 
in the mill that were more interesting than the purgery. One of these 
was a small square room on the pan floor where a Negro named Cato 
spent endless hours shoveling sugar and singing spirituals as he 
shoveled. Cato was an enormous man, whose coal-black body, bare to 
the waist, was always glistening with sweat. He wore white cotton 
pants, with a pocket on each side, and from these pockets hung huge 
handkerchiefs, one bright red and the other bright blue. He took these 
out of his pockets from time to time and wiped the sweat from his 
brow and his body, but it came right back again, in little shining 
beads. The rest of the time he shoveled sugar, which was piled so 
high that it looked like a big snowdrift, or so Miss Mittie said. Of 
course, the children themselves had never seen a snowdrift, but she had 
shown them some pictures of these, in a geography book they were 
going to study by and by, and they agreed with her. Miss Mittie also 
had a glass paperweight, representing a snow scene. If you turned it 
upside down, and then put it right side up again, little glittering flakes 
would fall from the top of the paperweight on the tiny houses and 
trees underneath it, and presently everything would be white and 
sparkling. The children loved the paperweight, which Miss Mittie 
had brought with her from Salem, Massachusetts, to. Baton Rouge, 
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Louisiana, many years before, but it was *1101 big enough to remind 
them in any way of the endless piles of sugar which Cato shoveled. 
Daddy told them that this was crystal sugar, and that it kept going 
down a shaft that led from the small square room to the granulators, 
which would complete the process of making it into the beautiful 
white sugar for which Belle Heloise was famous. Daddy used pretty 
long ivords sometimes. 

The children never tired of watching Cato, or Betsy Ann, the little 
old white mule that went round and round outside the sugar house, 
her traces fastened to a long pole, her bridle to a slender wooden 
cross bar attached to this. She propelled a little mill which a sample 
boy fed with cane from carts and which extracted juice from the 
cane stalks. Daddy explained to the children that the cane ground by 
Betsy Ann’s mill was not the cane they raised at Belle Heloise; this 
went directly into the carrier from other carts. It was cane brought to 
Belle Heloise by planters who lived elsewhere, and who were paid 
according to its sucrose content. The juice from the cane for Betsy 
Ann’s mill was kept apart from the other juice and taken to the 
laboratory for testing. In this way Daddy could always be sure that the 
other planters were getting just what they should for their cane. 

“Betsy Ann represents the first step in the chemical analysis of the 
cane,” Daddy said, using big words again. The children nodded, their 
eyes oq Betsy Ann, who was still faithfully and patiently going round 
and round. Her labors seemed as endless as Cato’s. 

Vail remembered the first time he had ever noticed Betsy Ann 
especially, because it was then he had asked Daddy if that little white 
mule was the one the men called Minnie. Vail had heard the men 
saying that Minnie was a very fine mule, with plenty body, and he 
thought this must be the one they were talking about, because it would 
seem to him that she would need plenty of body to turn the mill so 
endlessly. But Daddy had laughed, saying no indeed, Minnie was the 
best mule they had, worth lots and lots of money, and she had to be 
kept for work in the fields. Vail must watch, the last day of grinding, 
for the gayest cart that came in and its lead mule. That would be 
Minnie and her cart, because the men took more pains with these, 
and had more pride in them, than in any others. Betsy Ann was just 
a poor old broken-down mule, who couldn’t do anything harder than 
turn the little mill. 

“That looks hard to me thobgh,” Vail said pityingly, still thinking 
how endless Betsy Ann’s labors were. 

“But it isn’t—not nearly as hard as the work Minnie does. . . . 
Look, Vail, you’ll probably be a planter yourself when you grow up, 
and, of course, Philogene will. It isn’t too soon for you to begin to learn 
about mules, to recognize good ones and poor ones. They’re very 
important on a plantation; they represent a big investment.” 

TTiere Daddy went, using long words again. But Vail was really 
interested and he tried to look as if he understood. 
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“Don’t ever forget how much the mules mean to the men who 
handle them,” Daddy continued. “Once you’ve given a pair to one man, 
don’t ever try to shift and give it to another. There’s likely to be a 
killing if you do. There was a killing at Hathaway, just last week, be¬ 
cause Mr. Tremaine took a pair away from his man Jam and gave them 
to another man named Kish. He didn’t know any better.” Daddy 
spoke with scorn, and Vail, who somehow had never cared much for 
Mr. Tremaine, nodded with real understanding this time. He was sc rry 
a man had been killed, partly beca use he was naturally kindhear ed, 
and partly because he knew that ihe Negroes at Hathaway had no 
graveyard of their own, as they did .;t Belle Heloise. Even the few v ho 
strayed from the plantation came b; ck to be buried, and he wonde ed 
what the poor people at Hathawa\ did when they died, since tf trc 
was no proper place for them to gc afterwards. He would have li] ed 
to interrupt and ask Daddy, but D; Idy did not like to be interrupi id. 
“Mr. Tremaine says a mule’s just a hybrid with no pride of ancej ;ry 
or hope of posterity,” he went on, us ng such long words now that \ ail 
could hardly follow him. “He’s a great one to talk about that. . . . 
Well, he’s lost a man and it serves iiim right. I don’t want you los)ng 
any men or any mules either, Vail. I want you to feel responsible :or 
them. And another thing: that responsibility means taking care of ihe 
mules when they’re old. Of course, it costs something to feed them, 
and money’s more important to a good many planters than anything 
else. I hope it won’t be to you. 1 hope you will feel the mules have 
earned their right to a comfortable old age. At Belle Heloise we’ve 
always felt it was even worse to send a mule away from a plantation 
where she’d lived a long time than to shift her from one driver to 
another. I’ve seen a mighty tough overseer beg a planter, with tears 
in his eyes, not to sell the old mules who’d outlived their usefulness. 
. . . See here, you look as if you were ready to cry yourself. There’s 
nothing to cry about. I’m not going to sell any mules, and I’m sure 
you’re not either. Run along, and find Sybelle. You know about Minnie 
and Betsy Ann now, and which is worth the most. By this time next 
week I expect you to know the name of every mule on Belle Heloise, 
and the name of every driver.” 

He did not do quite as well as that, for there were a great many 
mules on Belle Heloise, dozens and dozens of them, or so it seemed 
to Vail. But he learned to know quite a number of them and he learned 
which were teamed together: Fuzzie and Florence, Martha and Mary, 
Clara and Agnes, Sarah and Sophie. He noticed that these were all 
ladies’ names and asked about that. Then he learned that on Belle 
Heloise, as on the best plantations, only mare mules were used. Of 
course at Hathaway it was different. Mr. Blood used horse mules, 
such as Floydie and Major, Sam-and Bill. He learned which men 
handled the mules, too: Roden, Monk, Temps, Orange, Neeley. He 
learned that four mules were attentively driven with one line in the 
fields, but that when only two, in tandem, were attached to the empty 
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cars which had previously brought cane to the carrier on the plantation 
railroad, they were hardly guided at all. After an “empty’' was un¬ 
loaded near the mill it was detached from the miniature train, and 
a Negro snapped the chain of his tandem hitch to it. Next the mules 
hauled it around a sharp V curve to the other side of the mill. At first 
the car seemed heavy and the long iron chain attached to it was taut. 
But as the pull progressed, the chain slackened. Then the driver told 
the mules to go on, and he himself draped his legs around the long 
. iron chain and went to sleep. He did not need to watch the mules, 
because they knew the way as well as he did, and the sharp curve 
did not bother them at all. They took it at an easy gait, and the driver 
continued to sleep until the “empty” had rounded the factory and 
reached the place where it was picked up to go out into the fields again. 

All this was intriguing to Vail. He did not stand hour after hour 
in the dusty sunshine, patiently watching the carriers come in, as Merry 
had stood, that autumn before the birth of Philogene; he scampered 
about from one part of the plantation to another. But every now and 
then he stopped long enough to see something of special interest and 
soon there was almost no process on the plantation with which he was 
not familiar, no aspect which did not stimulate him or satisfy him. 
He knew that the reason dirt was brought from the batture and put 
in the bottom of the furnaces was because this would keep the bagasse 
from, sticking. He knew that the purpose of lime was to make the 
impurities in the raw juice settle, so that these could be removed from 
the rest, and that blackstrap molasses, the leavings of sugar making, 
was fit only for cattle. He knew that the little magnifier, which he 
sometimes saw Dupuy using, was provided so that the sugar boiler 
could watch the grains in the syrup and get exactly the right amount, 
and he also knew fhat the old man really preferred to use his fingers 
for testing, and that he often did so on the sly. He loved to listen to the 
men singing inside the factory, to the sound of the engines growing 
louder and louder as he went up the sugar-house road and skirted the 
mill pond, and to the trip of the automatic which measured the exact 
weight of each bag, as the finished sugar poured down from the granu¬ 
lators into the open bags standing on the sugar scales. He loved to 
stick his fingers into these bags, hurrying to get as many tastes as he 
wanted before the bags were sewed across the top to close them, and 
trundled away to the vast storage warehouse or to the freight cars 
drawn up on a track behind the mill, waiting to take Belle Heloise 
sugar away. He loved to see the black chimneys looming up against a 
blue sky that had little fleecy white clouds racing across it, and the 
still golden sunsets behind the moving branches of the shadowy 
trees. He loved to watch the great bonfires of burning shucks and 
rubbish, and the flaming radiance which transfigured the fajade of the 
sugar house after nightfall, with the dark derricks etched against it 
in bold relief. He was very conscious of colors, and once he asked Aunt 
Cresside .if she had ever noticed the way the sky changed, over the 
448 



stack, just at sunrise. It was a queer pinky blue at first, then lemoa 
yellow, then orange, then a flaming red slowly spreading beyond the 
stack at either side, all across the horizon. Aunt Cresside said no^ she 
never had seen all that, but she would like to, and she would come out 
to Belle Heloise the very next morning on purpose. So they stood for 
a long time together watching these wonderful color changes in the 
sky. It was a very happy morning for him, because though he lovrd to 
stand before the stack at sunrise b) himself, he found it gave him tvea 
more joy when Aunt Cresside was there with him. 

But best of all he loved to ride on the funny little engines M hicH 
pulled the open cane cars throug i the fields at Belle Heloise t< the 
sugar factory. In a general way, the men spoke of these engines a the 
‘"dummies,” but they all had speciid names of their own besides. T here 
was a very old dummy named li cien estrade, and two newer >nes, 
a philogene d’alvery and a merei th d’alvery. Vail thought it vs )uld 
be fine if there were one named cresside d’alvery, too, for Aunt »ires-, 
side, and another isabelle d’alver's for grand'in^re, and he told D ddy 
so. But Daddy said they could no' afford to have any more dum nies 
just now, and that Vail had better oe satisfied with three, which w is as 
many as there were at Hackberry Lodge and more than there we ’e at 
Hathaway. 

Of course he was satisfied, Vail answered hastily, clambering up on 
the steps of the dummy and pulling Sybelle up after him, before Daddy 
could change his mind about letting them have their promised ride. 
They had wanted very much to get on at this special hoist, because it 
was the furthest from the scale house, and that would mean the longest 
possible ride. But John, the engineer, and Joe, the fireman, had been 
muttering about the heavy load they had already, and saying maybe it 
wasn’t the best time for the chilluns to ride the dummy. John and Joe 
had both succeeded their fathers in the positions of trust which they 
now held, and they were both training young relatives—^John his eldest 
son, Joe his youngest nephew—to succeed them by and by. Meanwhile 
they realized they could not be too careful. 

Once he and Sybelle were actually aboard the dummy, however, 
Vail knew that John would not put them off. He would tell them to 
stand back from the boiler, braced against the tender, and he would 
try to speak very severely. But if they begged him, he would let Sybelle 
ring the bell and Vail blow the whistle, just before the dummy started, 
and this was almost as much of a privilege as it was to ring Francois 
Estrade’s great plantation bell or to blow the mighty whistle at the 
mill when grinding ended. So Sybelle tugged at the bell pull with all 
her might and main, and Vail blew as hard as ever he could, and then 
they were off, leaving Daddy behind at the hoist, sitting on his horsc,^ 
with Phil in front of him on the saddle. 

Another bell they liked to ring was the one on the John D, Grace. 
That was even more of an adventure than ringing the bell on the 
dummy because it involved a much more exciting excursion. The 
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John D. Grace did not stop at Belle Heloise very often, and neither 
did any other steamer, though in the wonderful old days, which they 
persuaded grand'mh-e to tell them about sometimes, all the beautiful 
side-wheelers had stopped there regularly, both for passengers and for 
sugar. But when the John D. Grace did stop nowadays, Vail and 
Sybelle were sometimes allowed to go aboard, in charge of Miss Mittie, 
and ride down the River as far as Gardere Landing, where Daddy met 
them with the car or Selah with the old surrey, to take them back to 
Belle Heloise over the River Road. And meantime they always had 
steamboat hash in the saloon, which tasted so much better than Lou 
Ida’s cookery, and went up into the pilot house to help steer the boat, 
and blow the whistle and ring the bell. The captain was a very kind 
man, always joking and laughing, and they found out that the pilot, 
though he did not say much, was kind, too, inside. 

Lezine Sance, the overseer on the plantation, was another very kind 
man, and on rainy days, when they could not play outdoors, Vail and 
Sybelle loved to go after school to the house near the quarters where 
Lezine lived with his mother, a funny old lady with hardly any teeth, 
who always wore a white cap and who did not speak much English. 
Their house was one of the first buildings ever put up at Belle Heloise 
and was unlike any other on the plac;e, though there were many similar 
to it further down the River Road, around St. Gabriel and Geismar 
and Lnion. The children found this house fascinating. Its walls were 
made of adobe, formed from a mixture of mud and moss and sup¬ 
ported by hand-hewn timbers placed crosswise. Construction of this 
kind was called briquete entre poteaux and was very sturdy and last¬ 
ing. The walls in the front room, which was Madame Sance’s special 
pride and joy, were tinted dusty pink, and her best furniture was 
arranged neatly all around them—^the commode and the armoire and 
the four-poster she had brought there as a bride, when she married 
Lezine’s father. The bare floor was made of wide planks kept very 
clean, and two old rockers, with a low wooden bench between them, 
were always drawn up on either side of the hearth, whether the fire 
was lighted or not. When her housework and gardening were done, 
Madame Sance sat in one of the rockers and knitted, and every now 
and then Lezine came in from the fields and sat for a few minutes in 
the other. He was a very devoted son and took pains to keep his 
mother company in this way. The children sat on the low bench, side 
by side. Lezine told them how the crop was coming along, and 
Madame Sance told them stories about her girlhood in .St. Gabriel 
where she had lived with her parents and eleven brothers and sisters 
in another house that was briquete entre poteaux. One of the reasons ‘ 
she had consented to marry Lezine’s father was because he could 
promise her a home like the one she had always lived in; otherwise 
she might have hesitated to go so far away from her family—^all of 
fifteen miles. According to her, Ufe on the River Road was not half 
as exciting as it had been when she was young, and the purpose of 
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most of her stories was to prove this. But to Vail it seemed very 
exciting indeed, and she was one of the persons who helped to make 
it so. 

Madame Sance always offered the children coffee, asking them 
whether they would rather have it black or white, and they told her 
white, because they were not supposed to drink strong coffee yet, 
though they both liked it very much already if it had lots and lots 
of sugar in it. Dinah had begun tc put a little coffee in their mor ling 
milk, about a teaspoonful to a cup, when they were four years old, 
and this had gradually been incre: sed, though they still did not lave 
the half and half mixture which Daddy and Mummy and grand'v^hre 
drank for breakfast, nor were they allowed to drink second and i lird 
and fourth cups, like their elders. 1 he first time Madame Sance of5 tred 
them coffee, as far as Vail could remember, she had not only a ked 
whether they would like it black or white, which they understood but 
also whether they would rather eat it or drink it, which they did not 
understand. Then they had watched her and discovered that she 
dipped large pieces of mish bread in her cup and sucked the a »ffee 
from these and diat this was whac she called eating it. So after that 
they told her they would eat their coffee too. 

Vail could sit for hours, passing a good time listening to the stories 
Madame Sance told and “eating” the coffee she gave him; but even 
she was not as fascinating to him as the tall quiet Negro they called 
“Honeybee” Crock, In the spring bees often swarmed at the side of 
the house over Angus Holt’s garden; you could see them whirling 
through the air and hear them droning; then presently they began 
to get inside. Grand'mhre was not afraid of them, the way Franchot 
was, but they annoyed her. She was wakened in the morning by the 
noise they made and when she saw them circling round her room and 
hanging from the tester of her bed, she said it was time to send Amen 
for Honeybee Crock, who lived in a cabin a piece up the River Road. 
Then Honeybee Crock would hasten down in his model “T” Ford 
and stand under the window of grand'mere's boudoir, beating on a 
dishpan with one of Lou Ida’s big kitchen spoons. Presently the bees 
would start flying out of grand'mhes window and swarm on one of 
the low-hanging limbs of the mimosa tree; Honeybee Crock said they 
did this partly because they liked the noise he made and pardy because 
they liked him. When a large cluster had formed on the limb. Honey¬ 
bee Crock stopped beating the pan and began to talk to the bees, whose 
droning became softer and softer. Then at last he took them in his 
bare hands and put them in a special hive which he always had with 
him and carried them away. They never stung him; they were glad 
to go with him. After that the bees did not bother grand'mhre any 
more that year; but Vail always waited and watched for the time when 
Honeybee Crock would come back again the next spring. 

For a long, long time, these people and these pleasures sufficed to 
make. Vail d’Alvery’s world perfect and complete. Then.it began to 
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enlarge, and at first this expanding sphere seemed just as beautiful 
and even more exciting than the smaller one had been. 

Instead of seldom leaving the plantation, he began to go more and 
more often to town. One evening, shortly after his seventh birthday, 
he heard grand'mhe telling Mummy and Daddy, rather severely, that 
he and Sybelle had now reached the age of reason, whatever that might 
mean, and that it was high time they had religious instruction, beyond 
the prayers she and Mummy had taught them and the Bible stories 
told them by Miss Mittie, “a Protestant from Massachusetts” as 
grand*mire called her, in a queer tone of voice—^why, Vail did not 
know. He could dimly remember that when he was very, very little, 
a sour-faced priest named Father Martin had come regularly to Belle 
Heloise to hear grand*mire confess and celebrate Mass in her room; 
but later on, after she was not so puny any more, she often went to 
church in town and Father Martin’s visits became more and more 
infrequent. When she suggested that he should begin coming regu¬ 
larly again, to teach Vail and Sybelle their catechism so that they could 
prepare for their first Holy Communion, Vail did not think much of 
this plan; he remembered Father Martin as one of the few unappealing 
figures peopling his pleasant world. Therefore, he was very much 
pleased when Daddy said no, rather shortly, they would get the kids 
to town somehow for instruction, and soon after that Vail and Sybelle 
begarr to go to catechism classes at St. Agnes’. 

The catechism classes themselves were not so much, Vail privately 
thought; but he did not say this, because he could see that Sybelle 
really enjoyed them, and because Daddy made such an effort to get 
them to town, in spite of all there was to do on the plantation in 
springtime, and because grand*mire was so gratified that Vail and 
Sybelle were being properly prepared, at last, for their first Holy 
Communion. But the trips into town which these classes involved were 
simply swell. They were made in the new Buick that Uncle Fabian 
and Aunt Cresside had given Daddy and Mummy for a Christmas 
present after the faithful old one had practically fallen to pieces; and 
when a catechism class was over, Vail and Sybelle always went to 
visit Uncle Fabian and Aunt Cresside, who took them back to Belle 
Heloise later on, in their own car. By the time the period of instruction 
had passed, and the first Holy Communion had been duly celebrated— 
Sybelle looking like a little angel in her floating draperies, Vail very 
self-conscious in his stiff white suit—^the visits to Somerulos Street had 
become a habit. So these went on and on, during the fiext two years. 
And in the course of these visits, Vail and Sybelle did all sorts of things 
they had not done at Belle Heloise. They went to the movies. They 
went to Luigi Tramonte’s fancy grocery store. They went to the 
Capitol and saw Daddy sitting in the Senate chamber. 

All this was great fun and very exciting. But once in a while some¬ 
thing happened that made Vail feel uncomfortable instead of joyous, 
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and raised the first doubts in his mind about the perfection of his 
expanding world. 

For instance, there was the time that Betsy Ann died. All through 
the grinding season she had gone patiently round and round outside 
the sugar house, her traces fastened to the long pole, her bridle to the 
wooden cross bar, propelling the little mill which a sample boy fed 
with cane stalks and which extracted the juice from these. She had 
never stopped until the final load ^vas in. And then, when Monk • vent 
to unfasten her, she had fallen where she stood. Vail had been stan iing 
near by, watching her until the ast minute, as he always did, and 
hoping that Monk would let him ead her away to the mule shed He 
hurried over to her and knelt dow a beside her. 

“She’s all tired out,” he said wra hfully. “It’s too hard for her, g oing 
round and round like that. I’m gc.ng to ask Daddy to give her s me- 
thing easier to do next year.” 

“Won’t be no need, Vail.” Mor.k had knelt down beside the ittle 
white mule, too, and was touching her with understanding. “She ired 
out all right. She through. Ah d ne hear, plenty times, ’bout n ules 
and folkses, too, droppin’ right in .hey tracks, but this here the or liest 
time Ah ever seed it.” 

“What do you mean, she’s through?” 

“She daid. Ain’t you never see no daid mule alyin’ on de groun’ 
befo’?” 

No, Vail had never seen a dead mule before, or any dead creature, 
to think of it as such, for the things you ate did not count, even those 
that men brought home when they went hunting. The sight was almost 
more than he could bear, for he had loved Betsy Ann and she had been 
a part of his life as far back as he could remember, so he stayed with 
her as long as they would let him, and when they came with a cart to 
take her away, he asked if she were being carried to the colored 
cemetery, and if he couldn’t go, too, and see the funeral. Aunt Cresside 
came along just then and explained that mules were not buried in 
cemeteries, and that it would be better for Vail not to try to stay with 
Betsy Ann any longer; and for the first time in his life he broke away 
from her and went up on the levee all alone except for Maud. He did 
not want even Aunt Cresside to stay with him during the first hours 
of his grief over Betsy Ann. It was not that he was ashamed to have 
her see him crying. It was only that he had to be by himself for a 
while. 

Then, there was the time that Mr. Tremaine had come butting in at 
the fancy grocery store, just when Vail and Sybelle and Riccardo were 
having such a good time eating their spumone. If Mr. Tremaine had 
had any sense, he would have known they didn’t want him hanging 
around. And still he had stayed and stayed, asking tiresome questions, 
until Vail wished he could tell him just where to get off. Mr. Tremaine 
had spoiled the whole afternoon, butting in like that. Vail was glad 
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when he heard Daddy telling Mummy, not long afterwards, that Mr. 
and Mrs. Tremaine had gone to Cuba, that very likely they’d be gone 
all spring. Daddy went on to say it was no wonder everything at 
Hathaway was going from bad to worse, and Vail gathered this was 
because no one looked after Hathaway properly, the way Daddy looked 
after Belle Heloise. But even then Vail was guiltily glad Mr. Tremaine 
had gone away. He did not want Mr. Tremaine hanging around, what¬ 
ever happened at Hathaway. 

Afterwards his feeling of guilt about Mr. Tremaine increased, and 
with it his feeling that everything was not right in his world. Because 
Mr. Tremaine did not stay long in Cuba, and just a few days after 
he returned to Hathaway, he died, and people said it was because he 
had caught a bad tropical fever. At least, most people. Vail heard Amen 
talking to some of the other Negroes about it, and Amen said it 
wasn’t nothing of the sort. But when they asked him, what then, he 
wouldn’t tell. He started to, and then he saw Vail and stopped. 

Of course, it was not Vail’s fault that Mr. Tremaine had gone to 
Cuba, he knew that. But he had been so glad to get rid of him, that 
when Mr. Tremaine died, it gave him a queer feeling in his stomach, 
even worse than when Deette Reno was killed in the crusher a few 
months later. He would have supposed, beforehand, that if anyone had 
told him he would be rid of Mr. Tremaine for good, he would have 
said that was grand. And it was not grand. He tried to tell Aunt Cres- 
side how he felt about it, and for the first time, he found it hard tc talk 
to Aunt Cresside. That was another thing that made him feel something 
was wrong. And for a long while, he looked in the opposite direction 
every time he went past Hathaway Hall. He hated the sight of that big 
blank empty house. He hated the thought of it. He hated everything 
that reminded him of Mr. Tremaine and he had never hated anything 
or anyone before in his life. • . . 

The following summer he came across someone else whom he hated. 
This was a queer Httle man who stood beside him back of the Senate 
rail when he and Sybelle went there with Aunt Cresside to watch 
Daddy, who was talking with all the other men listening to him. The 
little man had small sharp features, a thin pointed nose, and little rat 
ears that were set very close to his head. He had oily black hair which 
came down over his little rat ears, because he needed a hair cut, and he 
clutched a big umbrella all the time. He offered Vail some gum, which 
Vail declined, though ordinarily he would have accepted it with 
avidity; he was very fond of gum, but grand'mere considered the use 
of it an extremely vulgar habit, and none of the children at Belle 
Heloise were allowed to have any, out of respect for her views. There¬ 
fore, they habitually welcomed every possible chance of getting it else¬ 
where. But Vail, who was not usually any more observant about such 
matters than other small boys, noticed that the little ratlike man had 
grimy fingernails and clammy-looking hands, and he shrank from 
putting anything in his mouth that such a repulsive creature had 
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touched. The man gave a funny little laugh, which sounded to Vail 
something like a rat’s squeal, when Vail refused the gum; and then 
he made one or two remarks under his breath, using very nasty words. 
Vail had heard some of the words before, in the sugar house and the 
quarters and the fields, but they had not sounded so bad in those places 
as they did here in the Senate chamber, and he hoped very much that 
neither Aunt Cresside nor Sybelle would hear them. But evidently 
Aunt Cresside did hear them, for she glanced across Vail at the httle 
ratlike man, and presently she said she thought perhaps they had I etter 
be going, she didn’t believe anytidng more that was exciting \»ould 
happen in the Senate that day. 

The little ratlike man was still standing beside them, clutchinhis 
umbrella and muttering nasty 'words under his breath. When they 
reached the rotunda Daddy joinc d them and said, hello there, he’d 
seen them going out, and how wc ild they like to come across the hall 
to Chris’s cigar stand for a coke. Of course, they all said that w )uld 
be grand, and it was. There wa something about drinking a :oke 
under the big stained-glass dome ‘hat made it taste better than h did 
at home. Vail and Sybelle made theirs last as long as they could but 
finally Aunt Cresside said, for heavens sake, hadn’t they su:ked 
the bottles long enough, and how about coming over to the house ::or a 
few minutes. And Daddy said swell, cokes were all right as far as they 
went, but they didn’t go far with him. He could still top them off with 
mint juleps and he would, whenever he had a chance. He had to see 
a man for a minute and after that he’d be right over to Somerulos 
Street. 

By the time he got there. Aunt Cresside had the Juleps ready and 
some more cokes for Vail and Sybelle, and Uncle Fabian had just come 
in from his office, so Frances Belle had climbed up on his lap and was 
asking funny questions and was awfully cute. They were all having a 
grand time, and Vail was hoping that Daddy wouldn’t think about 
going home for a long while yet, when Aunt Cresside began to ask 
questions herself. 

“Gervais, have you ever noticed a queer little ratlike man, clutching 
an umbrella, in the crowd back of the Senate rail? He’s been there 
every time that I have lately. He sat beside us today.” 

“I reckon you must mean Sammy Mudge. Yes, I’ve seen him. He^s 
always hanging around when Long’s on the floor, or when anything’s 
going on that Long wants to have watched.” 

“He looks to me like a foul creature. What does he prove?” 

‘‘Well, he’s on the pay roll as a State Highway Policeman, but as far 
as I know he’s never done anything but pass by twice a month and 
pick up his check.” 

“He must do something the rest of the time.” 

“I suppose he must, but I wouldn’t know what it is. He’s more or 
less of a mystery. You’re not the first person who’s been curious about 
him. Some people figure he’s got a dagger in the handle of that 

455 



ombrclla, he dutches all the time, but that’s just a rumor. He’s never 
been seen with Long, but there’s probably some kind of a body buried 
between them.” 

Vail did not like to hear about bodies being buried. He had heard a 
CTeat deal of that kind of talk, when Mr. Tremaine died of the bad 
fever and Mrs. Tremaine fell out of the window, and Deette Reno 
was killed in the crusher, and he hoped he would never hear any more. 
Involuntarily he wriggled a little in his seat, because of the queer feel¬ 
ing in his stomach. Daddy saw him and drew the wrong conclusion, 
which was something Daddy did more often than Aunt Cresside. 

‘These kids are getting restless, Cresside. You run them ragged, 
taking them here, there and everywhere. I wouldn’t bother, if I were 
you. They can’t understand what it’s all about, over there at the Capitol. 
Why don’t you just let them stay in the yard.f^ Well, time I got them 
home now anyway. I’ll be seeing you... 

Daddy did not say anything more about Sammy Mudge on the way 
home, and Vail hesitated to say anything himself, because once Daddy 
dismissed a subject, he did not like to have someone bring it up again. 
But Vail kept thinking about the horrid little ratlike man, and a few 
days later, to his surprise and disgjiist, he saw him again, this time at 
Belle Heloise. 

It was one of those pretty evenings when Miss Mittie was lenient 
about lessons and Vail had left the old schoolhouse early, and was on 
his way to the stable to saddle Nostar and Twinkle. Sybelle was not 
quite through with her sums, which she could not do as fast as he did 
his, but in a few minutes she was coming to meet him, and they were 
going up on the levee together. Vail was hurrying, so that he would 
have both ponies ready by the time she joined him, and he almost 
ran into Sammy Mudge, who was standing near the old brick stable, 
half-hidden by the shrubbery clumped around the tall arched windows 
and talking to Amen, who seemed to be much interested in what he 
was saying. They both jumped a little as Vail came running up, but 
Sammy Mudge spoke to him straight off in a way that was meant to 
be pleasant. 

“Why, hello!” he said, grinning in a toothy sort of way. “If it isn’t the 
little fellow who doesn’t like gum—^unless he’s changed his mind. 
If he has, I’ve still got plenty. We were just talking about you, sonny.” 

“Hello,” Vail said curtly. He gathered that Sammy Mudge expected 
him to respond to this second suggestion about gum, and to inquire 
what the two men were saying about him; but with characteristic 
stubbornness, he did neither. Instead he swung along towards the stable, 
intent on getting away from the “foul creature,” as Aunt Cresside had 
called him, and wondering why Amen should have anything to do 
with him. 

“Say, sonny, what’s your hurry? Come on back.” 
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Vail went on without turning. But when he reached the stable door, 
he hesitated for a moment, and then, instead of going iA, he ran 
across the back of the Small Yard to the garqonnihrc, where he found 
Merry sitting in the living room with Franchot on the floor beside 
her, playing with his blocks. The little boy jumped up joyfully at the 
sight of the bigger one and flung two thin little arms around Vail’s 
waist. 

“Come build houses for me, Vail. Build me a sugar mill, lik< the 
last time.” 

“Sure I will, Franchot, after suj'per. I’m going riding with Sy )elle 
right now and I want to see Daddy first. . . . Has Daddy come in; rom 
the fields yet, Mummy?” 

“Yes, dear, he’s in the office.” 

“Is he by himself or has he got men there?” 

“I think he’s alone. What’s the matter, Vail?” 

“Nothing. I just want to see him.” 

Franchot sought, somewhat clamorously, to detain him, but ifter 
repeating his promise about the tov sugar mill, Vail freed himself and 
ran out again. Gervais, who was jus: leaving the office, waved a gret ting 
to him. 

“Hello there! Through school already?” 

“Yeah. Sybelle and I are going up on the levee. . . . Daddy, do you 
remember that man we saw in the Senate, the one who holds the 
umbrella?” 

“Sammy Mudge? Sure I do. What made you think of him?” 

“He’s out beside the stable, talking to Amen. He tried to stop me 
when I went by.” 

“What do you mean, he tried to stop you?” 

“Well, he said for me to come back. But I didn’t want to talk to him. 
You didn’t invite him out to Belle Heloise, did you. Daddy?” 

“You’re darn right I didn’t. I’m glad you told me he’s here, Vail, 
ni have a word with Mr. Sammy Mudge myself. You go ahead and 
get ready for your ride.” 

Again Vail hesitated at the stable door. Now that Daddy was there 
too, he did not want to get away. He wanted to know everything that 
happened, because it might be exciting. But he knew, from Daddy’s 
expression, that this wasn’t Daddy’s idea, and he had learned from 
experience that it was a good thing to respect Daddy’s ideas. How¬ 
ever, the stable door was wide open and so were all the stable windows, 
because it was such a pretty evening, and as he saddled the ponies 
he could not help hearing what Daddy was saying to Sammy Mudge 
and Amen. He hoped and believed that Daddy would not mind this, 
because he was not eavesdropping on purpose. . . . 

“Hello, Mudge. Quite a ways off your beat, aren’t you?” 

“I have to do my work on .the Highway, you know, Captain 
d’Alvery.” 
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"Belle Hcloisc isn’t a highway " 

"Well, I was inspecting the River Road. You know, well as I d<^ 
it’s got to be watched when the river’s up.” 

"Hrst time I’ve known the Highway Commission to worry much 
about it. Anyway, the river’s not up.” 

"It’s rising—at least we got a report that it was due to rise. So the 
Engineer said for me to come out and have a look. I never knew when 
I left town that the water in my radiator was low. Must have sprung 
a leak or something. So I just dropped in to get her filled up. Nothing 
wrong with that, is there? And now your boy here’s got me all fixed 

"You’ll be on your way again? Good. Sorry he gave you the trouble 
of walking all the way back to the stable. There’s a pump right by the 
Big House.” 

There was a brief silence, broken only by the sound of hurrying 
footsteps. Vail knew that Sammy Mudge must have scuttled off, leaving 
Amen alone with Daddy. Then he heard Daddy’s voice again, even 
colder and sterner than it had been before. 

"I didn’t see any water can either. I thought I’d let that pass, because 
I wanted to get rid of that rat more than I wanted to stand here listen¬ 
ing to his lies any longer. But I think you better tell me why he really 
came here. Amen.” 

"Ah doesn’t know, suh, hones’ Ah doesn’t, Captain. Ah done give him 
his wat$r already. Right out ob de pump too, jes’ lak you say. De can is 
settin’ right dere now, you can sec it fo’ yo’ ownself. But after us done 
fill de radiator, Mr. Mudge, he say he never wuz to Belle Heloise befo’, 
he lak to take a little walk aroun’ de place-” 

“You’re darn right, he’s never been to Belle Heloise before. What’s 
more, he isn’t coming here again. Better get that straight. Amen. 
Think you have?” 

"Yes, suh. Captain. Ah has It good ’n’ straight. But- 

"But that still doesn’t explain why he should have wanted to take a 
little walk around the place. Or why you should have let him, without 
asking me first. Or why you should have been hiding in the bushes, 
whispering to him. Or why he should have tried to stop Vail.” 

"Ah di’n’ think you’d mind effin he took a little walk around de 
place, Captain, and us wasn’t hidin’ in no bushes, us wuz jes’ restin’ 
after de walk. An’- 

"Come clean. Amen. You can’t put me off with that kind of talk. 
You’d better tell me what you’ve really been up to.” 

Instead of answering directly. Amen began to whine in a different 
key. "Must be some misconviction, suh. You alius suspicions Ah be’s 
cutdn’ up when Ah isn’t, lak de time you fin’ me and Creassy in de 
chicken house.” 

“You’re god-damned right I’m suspicious. I know you’ve got some 
of the niggers along the Road believing you’re a conjure doctor, you 
ilo’count, trifling, nappy-headed fraud, and you’ve just about broken 
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your daddy’s heart, carrying on the way you have. There’s never been a 
better man working on this place than Selah, and that’s saying plenty, 
too. We’ve always had good people working for us at Belle Heioise. 
You’re the only really sorry one I could name.” 

“Captain, Ah swears to God-” 

“You can stop right there, Amen. I never knew you to say you 
swore to God that you weren’t getting ready to tell the damndejt lie 
you could think of. I told you I wanted to know what Sammy Mudge 
was doing on my place, and you know it. Quit stalling. You b Jtter 
come clean right now if you know what’s good for you.” 

“He come to git water, lak he saj, and den we done took a little' valk 
an’—oh, please, suh, don’t lay hold ob me dat away! Yo’ hurts me yo’ 
hurts me bad! Ain’t nothin’ mo Ah can say. Mr. Mudge he jes’ .xcd 
me wuz yo’ all good friends with Mr. Sylvestre and Miss Regine vhen 
dey wuz alive.” 

“All right, we’re getting some^^here now. I’ll let go of you ftcr 
you’ve told me the truth. What did you say when he asked you tb it?” 

“Ah say, yo’ wuzn’t friends exaedy, leastwise Ah disremembers ever 
seein’ yo’ all ever actin’ lak yo’ w uz friends. Ah done hear thoigh, 
a long while back, things wuz ditlerent.” 

“What was different?” 

“Dat yo’ and Miss Regine wuz friends, but dat yo’ didn’ want to be 
friends no mo’ ’count ob Miss Merry. An’ dat Miss Regine she took on 
’caze she wuz mad an’ den she done stole Miss Ciesside’s beau away 
from her an’ marry him.” 

“You told Sammy Mudge all this dirty gossip about your own white 
folks?” 

“No, suh. Yes- suh. Le’ go mah arm, please, Captain, suh. Ah never 
meant no harm, Ah wuz jes’ passin’ de time ob day, lak us duz some¬ 
times-” 

“Listen to me now. Amen, and get this good. I don’t aim to say it 
again. If ever I hear of you talking to strangers about the d’AIverys or 
any of their kinfolks, or if ever I hear of you and that bastard Mudge 
even being seen together. I’m going to kill you. You wouldn’t be able 
to run far enough or fast enough to get away from me. ... I ought to 
give you a hiding right now, but I’m afraid if I started, I wouldn’t stop 
till I did kill you sure enough. You know me, Amen. You know I’m 
not just making talk. Mind now, the next time there’ll be no questions 
and no talk—just one awful dead nigger, and that’ll be you.” 

Again there was a sound of scurrying footsteps. Vail stood still, a 
new kind of fear gripping at his heart. He had heard Daddy speak 
loudly and harshly a good many times when he did not understand 
what it was all about, but he had never before known him to say he 
would kill anyone, and the threat gave Vail the same queer feeling in 
the pit of his stomach that had come there once or twice already, only 
now it was worse. He wanted to get out of the stably and he wished 
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Sybellc would hurry up and come, so they could go for their ride; her 
sums must have taken her longer than she expected. . . . 

At last he decided not to wait for her any longer, but to build the 
toy sugar mill for Franchot after all; Sybelle would come and look 
for him in the garqonniire anyway if she did not find him in the stable. 
He hitched Nostar and Twinkle in their stalls and started back across 
the yard, walking slowly, and glancing over his shoulder once or 
twice to see if Sybellc were coming after all. There was no one in sight, 
but pretty soon he heard sounds from the garqonniire: Daddy was 
still shouting, and Mummy was begging him to hush, the way she did 
when she was trying to soothe him. But this time Mummy sounded 
unhappy herself, which was very unlike her. She did not raise her 
voice, but still it did not sound the way it usually did. 

“I know it’s dreadful, Gervais, but please try to tell me about it 
quietly. I’m so afraid someone else will hear you.” 

“There isn’t anyone else around to hear me. Don’t you suppose I 
know.? And don’t you suppose I know that if Amen told Mudge that 
much, he told him a lot more? Don’t you suppose I know that rat is 
Long’s stool pigeon ? Don’t you*supposc I know he’s been sent out here 
to dig up dirt?” 

“Please, Gervais! Please be careful. And please don’t be so upset. 
, There’s no dirt Mudge could dig up here now. There’s nothing Amen 
kno^xs.*^ 

^‘No dirt? Nothing Amen knows? I’ll bet there’s nothing he doesn’t 
know! There’s been a leak somewhere, there always is. Creassy’s 
always known and Amen’s wormed it out of her some way. He’s told 
Mudge everything he knows and Mudge hotfooted it back to Long 
with the news! I’ll bet Long knows by now that Sylvestre Tremaine 
was Vail’s father!” 


CHAPTER XXXIV 

Sammy Mudge left Belle Heloise exceedingly well pleased with 
himself and his achievements. To be sure. Captain d’Alvery’s in¬ 
opportune appearance had given him a few moments* of acute un¬ 
easiness. But nothing had come of this after all, to Sammy’s intense 
relief. Placing his umbrella carefully beside him on the seat, and set¬ 
tling back in his car with a good grip on the wheel, he prepared to 
enliven the long drive to Maringouin with a mental review of the 
recent successes which had followed a long scries of failures. 

This was by no means the first time that Sammy had been sum¬ 
moned to a secluded hide-out, deep in the swamps near Maringouin: 
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a “camp” to which Huey Long retired at intervals, ostensibly for 
mental relaxation and strenuous physical exercise. A few of his boon 
companions generally accompanied him to this sylvan retreat, which 
was reached by one of many obscure logging roads transecting the 
region, and it was presumably the society of these cronies which af¬ 
forded him the mental relaxation; a wood pile in the rear of the 
house—a weather-beaten cabin rising on stilts above a relatively high 
piece of cleared ground—suggested the wherewithal for strenuous 
exercise. But Sammy Mudge had never found His Excellency cn) laged 
in making the chips fly. Instead it was his experience that after h : had 
passed the armed guards who w» re stationed along the logging trail, 
he would be met in front of th< shack by Clovis, the wizenec and 
toothless caretaker, with whom he would exchange a brief gre ting. 
After that Clovis would disappea. inside, where Huey was inva iably 
ensconced, and announce the arri al and identity of the visitor. 5 Dme- 
times this announcement met wii i an immediate response, and i 3mc- 
times it was repeated over and o\ :r again before it was acknowlc Iged 
in any way; but the acknowledgment, when it came> varied very 
little in form. 

‘All right, all right! Tell the son-of-a-bitch to wait.” 

The interval which followed was generally a long one, and Sammy 
Mudge became very tired before it was over. No one ever asked him 
to sit down, and though he leaned on his faithful umbrella, this did 
not give him as much support as he might have wished. No one 
ever offered him any refreshment either, and he was always hungry 
and thirsty after his tiresome ride; a bottle of beer and a sandwich, 
or even a coke and a cracker, would have helped a lot, especially on 
those occasions when he had failed in his appointed mission and knew 
he was in for a dressing-down. Now that at last he had succeeded 
beyond his fondest hopes in ferreting out the facts concerning a 
secret scandal, he did not need a stimulant as much as usual; but it 
was hard for him to control his impatience as he stood leaning on his 
umbrella and waiting for Long to appear. He was eager to tell his 
story, produce his evidence, and receive his reward. . . . 

He had begun to feel that he had passed the point of endurance 
when the Governor of Louisiana emerged from the shadow of the 
doorway and crossed the narrow gallery of the shack, scratching him¬ 
self as he came. His appearance was even more bizarre than when he 
had first startled the state by his eccentricities, and the insolence of 
his manner and bearing had become more obvious with the years. 
His hair was tousled above an unshaven face, and he wore nothing 
but pajama pants and bedroom slippers, the scantiness of this attire 
accentuating the ungainliness of his body. Without the slightest sign 
that he had even seen his faithful henchman, he squatted down on 
the steps, called over his shoulder for a cup of coffee and then sat 
staring straight ahead of him till Clovis brought it. Having consumed 
it, stiU with no sign of recognition to Sammy, he called in the same 

461 



loud tone o£ voice for a cigar, and after getting this, sat chewing it 
without lighting it for some minutes more. Then, without warning, 
he turned and roared at Sammy Mudge. 

“Find out anything?” 

Sammy jumped and then swallowed hard, in his effort to collect 
himself quickly. But he did not allow his great moment to escape 
him. He managed to answer promptly and adequately. 

“Sure I found out something.” 

“All right. What?” 

“Well, d’Alvery’s still mighty short of cash. He’s paid off some of 
his notes, but there’s a lot of ’em on call yet. They come to around 
a hundred and fifty thousand-” 

“Jesus, what I got to contend with I Ain’t every mortgage In this 
state recorded so any fool can go and look at it? Ain’t I got a bank 
examiner with a tongue in his head ? Every nigger on the River Road 
knows d’Alvery’s hard up.” 

“I just mentioned the money like in passing, Governor. I heard a 
lot of talk about that along with the rest, and so naturally- 

“What do you mean, the rest?” 

“The rest I found out about the d’Alverys. While I was down on 
the River Road, inspectin’, I run out of water for my radiator and-” 

“I don’t give a good god-damn about your radiator-” 

“All right. . . . One of them twins at Belle Heloise ain’t a twin.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“That boy ain’t no twin of that girl and he ain’t Gervais d’Alvery’s 
boy.” 

“Who you been talking to?” 

“Well, I been talking to Durice Reno, that old blister of Bloods, 
for one. And I been talking to that conjure nigger they got on Belle 
Heloise. You see-” 

Long jumped up, ran his hands impatiently through his tousled 
hair, threw his half-chewed cigar into a puddle and sat down again. 
“Listenl Will you for Christ’s sake come to the point?” he shouted. 
“So you’ve talked to some whores and some niggers and you can 
prove by them the d’Alverys took in a baby and raised it for one of 
theirs! You mean it was the Captain’s kid by some other woman?” 

Sammy smirked toothily. “Bettcr’n that. Governor. This is his sis¬ 
ter’s kid.” 

“Why, you crazy weasel-head, his sister’s married to Fabian d’Al- 
very. She’d be raising her own children if that was her boy. Anybody 
would know that much; anybody except maybe you.” 

^!No, Governor, it’s like this: you tike some time back she used 
to go with that guy Tremaine at Hathaway and she got hooked. 
So when the baby was born d’Alvery and his wife covered up for 
her on account it was born just about the same time as d’Alvery’s 
litde girl; they made off like Mrs. d’Alvery had had twins. But only 
one of the kids was hers, the other one, this boy, was his sister’s.” 
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Long dropped his head between his shoulders and stared fixedly at 
the ratty little man as though trying to hypnotize him. Sammy 
shifted his umbrella nervously from one hand to the other and finally 
broke into speech. “Honest, Governor,” he began placatingly. “I’m 
telling you how- 

“Shut your damn-fool face! Here I am working night and day 
trying to do something for the people of this state and I got t< rely 
on dumb half-wits like you for w hat little help I need.” He sud lenly 
straightened up like an uncoiled s pring. “If I have Joe and Tonj take 
you out in the middle of that swj mp and leave you there, you r< ckon 
you could ever find your way out? Well, that’s what I got a good 
mind to do.” 

“But Governor-” 

“Don’t you ‘but Governor’ mr. What the hell are you tryii g to 
do, get me shot? Get me run out of Baton Rouge?” 

“But look. Governor, I even br* ught you this snapshot I bougl t off 
that conjure nigger at Belle Helc se. It’s a picture of this kid’s c addy 
when he was a kid himself, anc it’s the spittin’ image of tha; boy 
like he looks today excusing his clothes.” 

“Give me that god-damn thing.” Long snatched at the photograph, 
tore it into fragments without lcK)king at it, and threw the pieces at 
his retainer. “You and your ‘I thoughts,’” he snarled. “I can send 
out in that swamp and get varmints that are smarter than you, yes, 
and that smell better. If there was any use explaining. . . . But what 
the hell. I could make more dough talking to the side of this house. 
If I don’t have you killed, you think you got sense enough to keep 
your trap shut? Because one way or another it’s going to be kept 
shut.” 

“Sure, Governor, sure. I only tried to do what you wanted.” 

“You better try to do what I don’t want. Maybe you’ll get it right 
that way. Get back to Baton Rouge and don’t let me see you again 
till I send for you.” And as Sammy, crestfallen but obedient, started 
off. Long shouted, “Wait,” and turned towards the shack. “Got those 
things wrapped up, Clovis?” 

A muffled but affirmative answer came from within. “All right. 
Put ’em in a box and bring ’em out here,” Long directed. Then, 
turning to Mudge again, he went on, “Couple of fish and a soft-shell 
turtle. Take ’em in to Joe King at the Heidelberg. Tell him to put 
’em on ice for me. Think you’ve got sense enough not to get to Baton 
Rouge with a dead skunk instead of these catfish?” 

“Sure, Governor, I’ll take ’em right to the hotel.” 

“And call up Oscar and Jesse and tell ’em I want to see em here 
first thing tomorrow morning.” 

“I’ll telephone straight off soon as I’ve given Mr. King the fish.” 

The wizened caretaker had reappeared, carrying a long box, and 
handed it silently to Mudge, who stowed it away in the rear of the 
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car, Sammy, somewhat cheered by this new evidence of trust, got 
in himself and leaned out of the window. 

“So long, Governor. Count on me. Til see to everything.^ 

He disappeared down the rough road between the watchful guards. 
Long looked after him, a quizzical expression on his pudgy face, as 
he stood scratching himself luxuriously. Then he turned back into 
the house. 

The details of this scene wer^ of course, unknown to Gervais. But 
his assumption that Mudge had “hotfooted” it to Long became a 
certainty two days later, when he received a curt note summoning 
him to see the Governor the following morning at ten o’clock. He 
handed it to Merry, on returning from the Capitol that evening and, 
lighting a cigarette, began to pace restlessly up and down the long 
room, awaiting her comment. 

“He’s sent for you before, hasn’t he?’' 

“You know he has. I told you about the offer he made me/* 

“'Fhen mightn’t he just want to make you another?” 

“Merry, you’re guileless, but you’re not all that guileless. There 
isn’t but one Lieutenant Governorship and I’ve turned that down 
already. It would have meant a lot to me, too, not just in itself, but as 
a stepping stone. I’d have jumped at it, if I could have had it on 
the level. But there’s nothing else he could offer me at the moment, 
even if he wanted to, and you may be damn sure he doesn’t. This 
time he’s got it in for me.” 

She came up to him and put her hand tenderly on his arm. “I 
wish you wouldn’t take all this so hard, honey,” she said. “It troubles 
me when I see you worried. What difference would it make if Long 
did have it in for you?” 

“Plenty. You don’t seem to realize. Merry, how much I care about 
going ahead, politically. Not just for my sake, either. For yours and 
the children’s. I’d like to see you all in the Mansion, I’d like to take 
you all to Washington- 

“But I thought you loved Belle Heloise better than any place in the 
world. You said when you came back after the War that you never 
wanted to leave it again,” 

“This isn’t a case of what I love. It’s a case of what I accomplish. 
And I just said, not only for myself- 

“I’m sure I’m happier at Belle Heloise than I would be in the 
Mansion or in Washington, Gervais. I’m sure the children arc better 
off here, too. It’s a wonderful place for children. They’re all thriving, 
they’re all happy. ... At least they’re nearly always well, they’re 
nearly always lively. Of course Franchot isn’t quite as strong as the 
others and I’ve been a little troubled about Vail these last fevyr days. 
He hasn’t seemed like himself.” 

“I haven’t noticed anything. What do you think’s the matter?'^ 

“Well, he’s hardly talked at all, for one thing.” 
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“There's nothing unusual about that. Vail never talks much.” 

“No, but he talks some, and when he's silent, he’s still companion¬ 
able. This is different. He’s acted as if he didn’t want to talk to 
anybody. He hasn’t eaten much cither.” 

“Probably needs a good dose of castor oil. Why don’t you give it 
to him?” 

“Because I don’t think there’s anything the matter with him ohysi- 
cally; I think he’s got something on his mind. Miss Mittie went 
back to the schoolhouse yesterda / for something she’d forgotten and 
found him there poring over a dictionary. She’s been trying for a 
long time to teach him to use one without the slightest succc Js, so 
naturally she was startled at find ng him absorbed like that, an<; any¬ 
way, it isn’t like him to stay indoors after school hours—^he 5 ways 
wants to get out and run aroun* I, you know that. Miss Mittie isked 
him if she could help him find ^vhat he wanted, and he shut i p the 
dictionary and went off without answering her. Later on I sav him 
riding on the levee, but he was ;done—never knew him to sts't off 
before without Sybelle, and she :elt terribly. It was all I could do to 
comfort her. He won’t play wit!i the other children either and you 
know how kind he’s always been to them.” 

“I still think castor oil’s your answer. Vail’s never tormented 
foyeuse and Franchot, I’ll say that for him; just the same he’s always 
been stubborn and contrary. Dose him and then leave him alone. 
He’ll come around all right. Anyway, don’t worry me about him 
just now. I’ve got enough on my mind as it is. ... Another thing you 
don’t seem to realize, Merry, is that this isn’t just a case of losing out, 
politically. It’s a case of fighting probable blackmail and everything 
that goes with it. I’ve always told you we’d have to face the music 
sometime. I reckon that time’s now.” 

“And you still think it wouldn’t help to tell Fabian?” 

“Tell Fabian? That Long’s fixing to spread smut about Cresside?” 

“Fabian might be able to stop him. He’s pretty powerful, you know, 
after all, in his quiet way. At least I should think it would be worth 
trying.” 

“I don’t. I know it’s the last thing on earth I ought to try.” 

As a matter of fact, he did not dismiss the suggestion quite as 
abruptly as his words and manner indicated. Lying sleepless beside 
Merry during the long night, he considered the question from every 
possible angle. But in the end, he found that his viewpoint was the 
same as it had been in the beginning; and it was still unchanged the 
following morning when he met his cousin accidentally in the lobby 
of the Heidelberg Hotel. Fabian, whose cynical outlook on life had 
been greatly tempered by his happy marriage and triumphant father¬ 
hood, greeted Gervais with a genial grin. 

“Hello there! What’s your hurry? Come on into the coffee shop 
and tell me what’s cooking at the Capitol while we snatch us a small 
black.” 
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‘I’d like to, but I haven’t got time.’’ 

* What’s the matter? The legislature doesn’t meet till eleven, docs 
it?” 

“No, but I’ve been summoned to the clown prince’s presence.” 

“Where, at the State House?” 

“No, in his highness’s suite up on the tenth floor.” 

“Better take him tribute in the form of strawberries and cream. 
They tell me he’s a sucker for that.” 

“It’s an idea. I think I’d know just where to put ’em, too. But I don’t 
believe they’d do the trick this time.” 

“What’s it all about?” 

Gervais shed his lightness of manner. “I wish I could honestly say 
I didn’t know,” he said rather ruefully. “But I think I do. The way 
matters stand we’re out to beat that bond-issue scheme of Long’s with 
its sixty-million-doUar slush fund. It squeezed through the House 
by one vote, but with Cyr on our side in the Senate, Pike Hall and 
Boone and John Gallery are all set to talk it to death in as fine a 
filibuster as ever was put over.” 

“I know, everybody’s talking about that on the streets.” 

“Well, I think the crazy bastard is going to threaten me to bring 
me around to his side.” Gervais lowered his voice. “Believe it or not, 
he’s already offered me the Lieutenant Governorship in the next 
election. I bet John Fournet would give birth to a litter of goats if he 
knew it." But naturally I turned it down.” 

“And now you figure it will be the straight iron fist with no velvet 
glove? What the hell could he possibly threaten you with?” 

Gervais hesitated, thinking again of what Merry had said about 
Fabian and aware that his cousin suspected he had not spoken with 
complete candor. Then he shrugged his shoulders impatiently. “Who 
knows what the maniac has in his mind?” he muttered and turned 
hastily towards the elevator. “See you in church,” he called back as he 
entered the cage and the mirrored doors slid shut. 

A swart thick-shouldered man was pacing up and down the hall 
near a wide door which shut off two rooms at the end of the corridor 
into a single suite. He gazed at Gervais impassively as he approached. 

“All right, Joe. You can tell his Nibs I’m here,” Gervais informed 
him. 

Without a change of expression, Joe turned and knocked on the 
door. It was opened by a muscular young man with close-cropped 
blond hair. He was coatless and thus exposed a well-filled shoulder 
holster. “It’s the Senator,” Joe announced. 

“Yeah, sure,” agreed the guard. “Come in here. Senator. The Gov¬ 
ernor’s taking a bath. He’ll be right out.” 

This prediction was almost immediately verified as Long, wet and 
glistening, stepped from the bathroom onto the thick-piled rug of the 
parlor, toweling himself briskly. “Sit down, Senator,” he urged. “Hope 
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you ain’t as fussy as that Admiral who like to got me shot for treason 
because I never had nothing on but my pajamas when he come up 
to sec me.” 

Gervais chuckled. “No, Fm not fussy, Governor,” he assured his 
host, accepting the proffered chair. 

“You know,” Long said, toweling himself more slowly. “It’s a 
funny thing. You take when I was a kid up in Winnfield, folks 
thought if you took one bath a week that was a plenty. Now yo i got 
to bathe every day. No telling v/hat they’ll think up next.” 

Gervais accepted this bit of s<K:ial philosophy without attem pting 
to elaborate on it. “No use beating about the bush, Governoi,” he 
said. “You wanted to see me about something.” 

“That’s right,” agreed Long. He turned to face the bed oom. 
‘Murphy, bring me my socks ai'.d drawers,” he called. 

“Well, here I am,” suggested trervais. 

“What I wanted to talk to yc a about was this program of mine 
for helping everybody in this stat !. Now we give ’em the free si bool- 
books, even though they went t» j the Supreme Court of the L aited 
States to try and stop me, and we got the good roads started, bi t we 
got to keep the work going. You know folks need jobs. I expect 
you’ve heard about that crash that Wall Street rigged up on the 
country. We pass this bond-issue bill and that’ll help everybody. It’ll 
give us the roads, and the Lord knows that the people of this state 
need ’em, and building the roads will give jobs to people that ain’t 
got ’em.” 

“Governor, my mind’s made up about that,” Gervais said unsmil- 
ingly. “I haven’t changed it since we talked the other day.” 

Long, who had put on and laced his shoes, rose from his chair, 
stamped his feet tentatively and called to the bedroom, “Where the 
hell’s my pants?” Then he turned to Gervais. “You know there’s 
more ways to kill a cat, Senator, besides choking it tp death with 
cream cheese,” he said slowly. 

“Meaning just what?” Gervais asked. 

^‘Meaning I tried to show you how we could help each other, but 
you wouldn’t listen. This time I’m telling you you better help me 
out on this bond-issue bill.” 

“Governor, are you threatening me?” 

“I most assuredly ain’t. If I was a mind to threaten, there’s a cou¬ 
ple of stout boys with guns to back me up, so you don’t need to bow 
your neck any.” 

“Suppose you say in plain English just what you’re after.” 

“All right. What would you say if I was to tell you that I know 
plenty about what’s been going on at that plantation of yours?” 

Well, I /{new that was it all the time, Gervais said to himself. / 
/{new it was coming and here it is, Ifs no surprise, so it oughtn't to 
be a shoc/{ either. But it is, A thing li\e this always hits you harder 
than you figure it's going to, when it finally comes, no matter how 
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well prepared you thin\ you are for iu Aloud he only remarked 
stiffly, '*rd say that blackmail was a little out of line among the duties 
of a Governor.” 

“Who’s blackmailing anybody, d’Alvery? Listen, you’re a silk stock¬ 
ing. I’m a country boy from Winn Parish. I got every big corporation 
in the state and every big newspaper and every crooked politician 
fighting me. The way that John Sullivan double crossed me, do you 
think I’m going to ask Emily Post what fork I should use when I’m 
.fighting back? I got the common people of this state to study about. 
They’re the ones trusting me. They’re the ones crying for these roads 
and I aim to see them get ’em. You got one vote that I need. John 
Parker could get a vote out of you whenever he wanted to, just by 
talking to you. Well, I guess I ain’t got his highbrow winning ways, 
the kind you take to, and when I offered to dicker with you the 
other day you wouldn’t listen. So, if there’s ary a way under the 
shining sun I can buy that vote out of you, or club it out, I aim to 
do it.” 

“Do you really think. Governor Long, that you or anybody else on 
earth could bribe me or club me into doing something dishonest?” 

“What’s dishonest about giving poor people roads?” 

“The dishonest part is handing you sixty million dollars that you’ll 
use to Hne the pockets of your spe'cial friends, if not your own di¬ 
rectly, for the control of every election in this state during the next 
ten yea«.” 

Long suddenly chuckled. “Do you for true think I’ll take ten years 
,to spend that dough?” he asked. 

“Certainly not,” retorted Gervais. “I was talking about the control— 
if somebody doesn’t shoot you first.” 

Long snorted. “Somebody’ll have to shoot it out with a lot of boys 
that’ll be shooting back before he ever shoots me. But that ain’t 
either here nor yonder.... Ever think of resigning from the Senate?” 

“No, never.” 

“Well, you might.” 

“And if I don’t?” 

“Well, if you don’t, and if you don’t dicker either, some of the 
things I know about what’s been going on at that high and mighty 
plantation of yours will be put to use. And before you say anything 
to that, you might stop and think what it’ll mean to you and all your 
kinnery.” 

Gervais rose and crossed the room without replying. Then with his 
hand on the door knob, he turned. “Sorry, Governor, no sale,” he 
said coldly. “Pop your whip any time you choose. But don’t forget 
that once you have popped it, it’ll be my turn.” 
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CHAPTER XXXV 


In spite of Gervais* contention that nothing was the matte'* with 
Vail, Merry remained unconvinc ed. However, she was secretly dmost 
as much disturbed over her husband’s break with Long as I e was 
himself, and the lesser anxiety was swallowed up in the great* r one. 
She continued her efforts to te:npt the little boy’s appetite, a; id she 
gently reminded him, several t mes, that he was hurting the other 
children’s feelings by his unreaS' >nable refusal to play with the: i. But 
she did not make repeated atu mpts to draw him out, and laving 
won his confidence, to comfort him, as she would have done if she 
had been less anxiously absorbed. Vail, sensing her preocci nation 
without understanding the reas m for it and increasingly hu t and 
perplexed, withdrew further an*! further into his protective sht 11. 

Much of the conversation whi :h he had so unfortunately ove ‘heard 
was still incomprehensible to him. But one fact stood out inescapably: 
Sylvestre Tremaine, whom he had always hated with all his might 
and main, was his father. The man whom he still habitually labeled 
as Daddy had said so, angrily and positively. It was obvious that he 
resented the relationship as much as Vail himself, but it was also 
obvious that he was sure of it. And automatically this not only meant 
that the man Vail called Daddy was not really his father after all, 
but that Sybelle was not his twin, Joyeuse was not his younger sister, 
Phil and Franchot were not his brothers and Mummy was not his 
mother. 

All this was so staggering that at first he did not grope beyond it. 
But presently the question which was its inevitable sequel crossed 
his troubled mind: if Mummy was not his mother, who was? Cer¬ 
tainly not Mrs. Tremaine, for if she had been, he would have lived 
in that great blank house at Hathaway with her and her husband, 
instead of at Belle Heloise with Daddy and Mummy—that is, with 
the d’Alverys. But even if she were not, even if Mr. Tremaine had 
been married before to some lady who had died, it seemed strange to 
Vail that Mr. Tremaine had not insisted upon having him live there 
anyway. Vail knew that men wanted and expected to have their chil¬ 
dren live with them, at least in all the cases he could think of. There 
must have been some special reason why Mr. Tremaine did not 
want him. Or Mrs. Tremaine. He remembered the reluctant and often 
cruel stepmothers in the fairy stories he had read. That must have 
been it: his own mother had died, and Mr. Tremaine had not wanted 
him, or else Mr. Tremaine had been afraid that his new wife would 
be unkind to him; so they had fixed it up that he should live with 
the d’Alvcrys. Just the same it was funny that Mr. Tremaine had 
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never come to see him at Belle Heloise and that he should be called 
Vail d’Alvery instead of Vail Tremaine. . . • 

He was turning over these strange things In his mind, sitting all 
alone, except for Maud, on the River side of the levee, so that no one 
would see him from the Road, when, for no reason at all as far as he 
could see, he remembered something Amen had said: “De d’Alverys 
ain’t never forgive Miss Regine for stealin’ Miss Cresside’s bcau.”^ 
After he remembered that, he kept on thinking about it. He had 
heard Daddy—there, it was no use, he couldn’t call him anything 
else—^and Uncle Fabian, too, teasing Aunt Cresside about Mr. Charles 
Boylston, who used to live at Hackberry, down the River Road, and 
who still came back there once in a while. When they teased her 
like that, they spoke of Mr. Boylston as her beau, and she did not 
seem to mind, though she did not joke about it the way they did. 
But they had never teased her about Mr. Tremaine, and now that Vail 
thought of it, he remembered that the only time he had ever talked to 
her when she had not been glad to talk to him in return, was the 
time he had brought up the subject of Mr. Tremaine. He was sure 
Amen must be mistaken. He did not believe Mr. Tremaine had ever 
been Aunt Cresside’s beau. If he had been. Daddy and Uncle Fabian 
would have teased her about that,* too, once in a while, and she 
would have laughed when she listened, the way she did when they 
teased her about Mr. Charles Boylston. 

Vail had practically convinced himself that Amen was mistaken, 
•finding considerable comfort in the conclusion, when he remembered 
it was this very statement of Amen’s which had made Daddy so 
furious that he began to talk about killing. And afterwards, when 
Daddy was talking to Mummy, he had said, “Amen \nows. There’s 
nothing he doesn’t know.” So it must have been true after all. Daddy 
was angry because Amen \new and because he told what he knew. 
And this was that Mr. Tremaine had once been Miss Cresside’s beau 
and that Miss Regine had stolen him away from her. It wasn’t a 
joke the way it was about Mr. Charles Boylston. It was a disgrace. 
People weren’t supposed to joke about it; they weren’t even supposed 
to know about it. He had always thought Aunt Cresside was the 
loveliest lady in the whole world, lovelier even than Mummy, and 
he knew that Uncle Fabian thought so, too. Uncle Fabian had been 
her husband for a great many years, and another thing they joked 
about was the fact that it had taken her a long while to make up her 
mind to marry him. But some time, even before this, that hateful 
man, Mr. Tremaine, had been her beau. Daddy was so ashamed of 
this that he had threatened to kill Amen for speaking of it, and Aunt 
Cresside must be ashamed of it, too, or she would not have refused 
to talk about Mr. Tremaine herself. . . . 

Vail finally left the levee and walked slowly home with Maud at 
his heels, the puzzle still unsolved. It was supper time already, and 
everyone else was at the table; he could hear voices coming from the 
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dining room as he approached the house, and without stopping to 
wash his hands, he went through the pantry and slid silently into 
his seat. He fully expected to be scolded, as grand'mhre was very 
particular about punctuality at meals, and it was one of those minor 
matters in which Daddy always sided with her against Mummy. But 
neither grand'mere nor Daddy said anything to him about his tardi¬ 
ness now or even appeared to notice his arrival. They were too busy 
talking with each other. 

“I confess I was surprised at Mr. Goldenberg’s call, Gervais. I lavc 
always thought he showed remarkable delicacy of perception in rec¬ 
ognizing that your transactions v ith him were confined to busi less. 
It is strange that after all these ) ears he should have come he) t to 
make a social call.” 

“Do you remember the Sunday afternoon v/hen that skunk, Bi bee, 
came out here to make a social ca!l and what happened afterwar Is?” 

“Yes, very well. But surely you do not imagine-” 

Daddy laughed, but he did not sound as if he thought anyt ing 
was funny. 

“I don't visualize Goldenberg as a skunk, if that’s what you mean. 
His stripe’s different from Bisbee's and he’s done the best he could 
for me. But I think he’s probably been put in a damn awkward j)osi- 
tion himself. Probably he came here to tell me about it, hoping it 
would be a little easier all round than if he sent for me to come and 
see him. It would have been, too. I’m sorry I missed him.” 

“What is this awkward position to which you refer, Gervais?” 

“Well, I know that an examiner went to the Citizens National 
Bank this morning, dead drunk, and started a fearful row. After he’d 
spent an hour or so in general hell-raising, the President decided it 
was about time to telephone the Governor and find out what it all 
proved, as Cressidc would say. He did find out.” 

“Find out what?” 

“That Huey wanted the bank to extend some of the notes it meant 
to call, and call some it meant to extend. He said, if it didn’t, he’d 
have all the state funds on deposit there withdrawn. The Citizens 
National’s in pretty good shape, as banks go these days. But it can’t 
afford to lose those state funds.” 

“And yours would be among the notes the Governor wanted 
caUed?” 

“Not a doubt of it. He warned me he was getting ready to club 
a vote out of me, if he could. This is the first blow.” 

“But what can you do to save the situation, Gervais, if your assump¬ 
tion is correct?” 

“I can’t tell you right now, maman. I don’t know yet myself” 

Daddy’s voice had begun to be edgy. He did not like to have gran^* 
mhre, or anyone else, ask him so many questions. Mummy, who 
had not said anything so far, spoke now, and there was something 
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the matter with her voice, too. It did not sound edgy, but it sounded 
very unhappy. 

“Mr. Goldenbcrg came over to the garqonnihre after he left the Big 
House, Gervais. He talked to me, too. I haven’t had a chance to tell 
you.” 

“Well, suppose you wait and tell me a little later on.” 

Mummy opened her lips and closed them again without making any 
sound. Grand'mire spoke severely. 

“Gervais, I should also like to hear what Mr. Goldenberg said to 
Merry.” 

“All right. I didn’t say you couldn’t. But I don’t think the table- 

“Selah will not come in again, Gervais, until I ring for him. And 
fortunately all of this is over the children’s heads. . . . Vail, stop push¬ 
ing the food around on your plate that way. Why don’t you eat your 
supper properly.?” 

Grand'mhe was not eating much supper herself, as far as Vail could 
see, and neither were Daddy and Mummy. He was tempted to say 
so, but decided it probably would be better not, so he took up his 
silver mug and tried to sip some milk. That was easier than gulping 
down rice and beans. Mummy looked from grand'mhe to Daddy as 
if she could not quite decide which one to mind, and then she went 
on and said what grand'mhe wanted her to. 

“He told me what you thought he’d come to tell you, Gervais. The 
Governor has threatened the bank and Mr. Goldenberg can’t do any¬ 
thing more as a director because the bank can’t afford to lose those 
state funds. You guessed right about that. But Mr. Goldenberg told 
me something else, too. He said he’d be glad to make you a personal 
loan. If he did that you could pay off the notes, couldn’t you.?” 

“You mean he’d take pver the mortgage himself.?” 

“That’s what he’d have to do, isn’t it? I didn’t understand exactly 
how it would work out, but I knew he was trying to be kind and 
helpful. I knew-” 

“And I can tell you what I know. I do understand how it would 
work out. The Goldenbergs would be the real owners of Belle Heloise 
instead of the d’Alverys. And if you ask me, that’s the way the old 
Shylock meant to have it work out, from the beginning!” 

“Gervais, how can you be so unjust? He’s distressed, really he is, 
about the bank. But he says-” 

“I don’t want to hear any more about what he says. I’ve heard too 
much already. And I’ll tell you something else myself: if that wily 
old Levantine ever gets hold of Belle Heloise, it’ll be oVer my dead 
body!” 

Daddy flung down his napkin and jumped up from the table. 
Mummy sat very still, and Vail could see that she v/as crying. Grand*^ 
mire sat very still, too, but she held herself bolt upright, and there 
were no tears on her checks. She did not say anything until Daddy 
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had stalked out of the room, and then she reached across the tabic 
and took Mummy’s hand. 

“You must not be so distressed, chhrel^ she said. *‘And you must 
not reproach yourself, or let Gervais reproach you, for going to Mr. 
Goldenbcrg in the first place. Of course, he is not a person whom I 
should have expected to meet socially, in the old days. But I agree 
with you he had no ulterior motive in arranging the loan to begin 
with, and that his purpose in coming here today was kind.’* 

“Would you mind as much as (rervais, Madame Mere—shaving him 
take over the mortgage?” 

“Yes. I should mind very mud;. I have kept hoping we coul I re* 
gain a clear title to Belle Helo se ourselves and this arrange aent 
would mean shifting our obligat on from an institution to an ndi- 
vidual. Any possibility of alien possession is alarming to me, as you 
know, and this is not only a mi :ter of family pride. There an the 
children to think of now. We mi st safeguard their future.” 

Grand'mere glanced around th* table, looking at them all in urn. 
She had apparently not paid then much mind before that, but Vail 
knew she always noticed a good leal, whether she seemed to or not. 
Franchot was half asleep ahead}; he had pushed aside his b^ inny 
plate, and was resting his thin little arms on the table and his to jsled 
brown head on his arms. Joyeuse and Phil had finished, too; they 
were surreptitiously playing cat’s cradle behind the cloth. Sybelle was 
still eating, quietly and daintily; her head was turned away from 
grand* mhre but Vail knew that she was listening, as carefully as he 
was, and that later on, if he would give her the chance, she would 
talk to him about everything they had heard. . . • 

“I do think of them,” Mummy was saying. She was not looking 
around, like grand'mere. Her eyes were still on her plate, and her 
voice still had that unhappy, strangled sound. “I think of them all 
the time—at least when I’m not thinking about Gervais. I worry 
about them all the time, too. Gervais thinks I never worry about 
anything, but that’s because he’s a man. I worry because there’s so 
much I can’t do for either him or the children, no matter how hard 
I try. Gervais needs a heap of money to pay his debts and keep this 
plantation running, and they’re going to need a heap, too, for a 
good home and a good education and a good start in the world. I 
know how important Belle Heloise is to them. The good home isn’t 
any problem as long as we’ve got this, but it would be if we lost it. 
And even with it I don’t see how on earth we’re going to give so 
many of them all the advantages they ought to have.” 

“Hush!” grand*mire said warningly. But it was too late. Vail had 
been so concerned, since he came in to supper, about Daddy and 
Mummy, that he had forgotten all about himself for a few minutes. 
Now he remembered his own troubles again, and these began loom¬ 
ing up before him, larger than ever. When grand*mhre finally gave 
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the signal to leave the table, and Sybelle asked eagerly, what about 
playing jackstraws, he said, go ahead and play with Phil, if she wanted 
to; he was going out and he did not want her tagging along either. 
But instead of going out, he went up to his room and sat for a long 
time fingering the piggy bank that stood on his dresser, between the 
picture of Aunt Cresside, riding an elephant in Ceylon, and the bat¬ 
tered brush and comb which he always neglected to use unless some¬ 
one came along and made him. 

For some time now Vail had been given an allowance of a dollar 
a week, and he had been taught, out of this sum, to save money for 
contributions in church, deposits in the piggy bank, and presents for 
the family and the servants; he had also been allowed to spend 
money from it on movies and candies and marbles and similar items. 
He had always been very proud of this allowance, and had man¬ 
aged it fairly well, keeping accounts in a little ruled book which Miss 
Mittie recognized as part of his equipment for satisfactory progress 
in arithmetic. Aside from planning how to use his allowance, he had 
never thought much about money. But he remembered that several 
times, no matter how carefully he planned, he had not had enough 
to get or do the things he wanted, and if Daddy advanced him small 
sums on such occasions, it was ^ilways harder to balance his little 
ruled book afterwards, and in the end he had to go without more than 
in the beginning. So he understood that something like this was 
worrying Daddy and Mummy now. Daddy was troubled because he 
had spent more money than there really was on things he wanted, 
which evidently worked out badly for everyone, and Mummy was 
troubled because there would not be enough money to give so many 
children all the things they were going to want. She would not have 
needed so much if there had not been so many children. She had 
said so, before grand'mhre had hushed her up, and Vail could see for 
himself how that would work out. It must take a lot of money for 
five children, more than twice as much than if there had been only 
two children. And even if there were four instead of five, that would 
help some. It did not seem fair to him that Daddy and Mummy 
should have to keep on spending money on a boy who was not theirs 
after all, when they had two boys of their own, and two girls as well. 

He kept thinking about this before he went to sleep that night, 
and afterwards he dreamed about it, in a confused way. The next 
morning when he waked up he was not sure, at first, just how much 
he had heard at the supper table and how much he had dreamed, but 
he talked things over, very cautiously, with Sybelle, making her 
happy by seeking her out, of his own accord, for the first time in 
several days, and afterwards some things were clear to him, because 
Sybelle, who had listened to every word, just as he supposed, knew 
exactly what had been said at the table. But there were still other 
things which were not clear to him, and he kept on thinking about 
those. He could not see yet why he had always lived at Belle Heloise 
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if Mr. Tremaine was his father; he could not understand why Aunt 
Cresside would not talk about Mr. Tremaine if he had been her beau 
and why Daddy wanted to kill Amen for doing so; he could not 
guess who his mother had been. •. • 

Sybelle had seemed so pleased because he had gone out of his way 
to find her, and had been so helpful about untangling dreams from 
things which had really happened, that finally he decided to see): her 
out a second time and see if she could help with these other prob¬ 
lems, too. He found her sitting under the mimosa tree in j^agus 
Holt’s garden, all dressed up clei n for the evening in a white Ircss 
and white socks, the big bow on top of her golden head bobbi ig a 
Utde as she bent over a book in which she was apparently i luch 
absorbed. Vail thought he had ne\ er seen her look so nice, and it :ame 
over him that though he had tn ated her badly these last few lays, 
he loved her better than anyone else in the world, except his Vunt 
Cresside. The realization that she was not his twin after all, or even 
his sister, smote him afresh. 

“Hello, there,” he said carelessly. “Gee, you read lots, don’t ^ou? 
I wish I could read that much. I ve got so many other things U • do, 
I can’t.” 

“It’s too bad,” Sybelle said understandingly. She did not dijpute 
the greater demands which a boy would naturally have upon his rime, 
but yielded the point with feminine tact and feminine graciousness. 
“I wish you could read this anyway,” she went on, eager to share 
her pleasure with him. “It’s grand. It isn’t one of our own books that 
we got Christmas. It’s a book I found in the library.” 

She spoke somewhat smugly. The children were not supposed to 
take books from the library without permission, and as a matter of 
fact, not many books were casually left around there; most of them 
were kept in locked secretaries. Evidently Sybelle had “put some¬ 
thing over” on their ciders, and felt pleased about it, rather than 
guilty. 

“What’s the book about?” Vail inquired, without going into the 
ethics of the situation. He really did not care much, but he wanted 
to make up to Sybelle for treating her so badly, and he could see that 
she wanted to talk about the book. 

“A foundling,” Sybelle said, still smugly. “I adore stories about 
foundlings, don’t you?” 

“I don’t know. What do you mean, foundlings?” 

“Well, sometimes they’re princes in disguise, of course. I like those 
best of all But this one isn’t. It’s just about a poor little baby whose 
own father and mother didn’t want it.” 

“Why not?” Vail inquired, pricking up his ears. He had not dared 
to hope this would be so easy. 

“Well, his father was a very wicked man who did something queer 
to his sweetheart.” 

“What do you mean, something queer?” 
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*1 don’t just understand. But she. was terribly ashamed of it any¬ 
way. And afterwards she had a baby and she didn’t want anyone 
to know.” 

There was a slight pause. Then Sybelle whispered a hesitant ques¬ 
tion. 

“Vail, do you know how babies come?” 

‘Tes,” VaU answered abruptly, flushing as he did so and thinking 
about Maud. 

“I wish you’d tell me.” 

“Well, I won’t.” 

“All right then, don’t. But anyway, I think what happened in 
this book—the queer thing, I mean, had something to do with the 
baby coming. Does something queer happen, Vail? You might tell 
me that much.” 

“It isn’t queer exactly. But- 

“Well, but Mummy and Daddy weren’t ashamed of having babies, 
Vail. They were pleased. And Uncle Fabian and Aunt Cresside were 
pleased about Frances Belle. Terribly pleased. I think you’re a meanie 
not to explain. And I think from something this book said, that 
whatever happens, it’s all right if you’re married, but if you’re not 
. . . Listen, Vail.” Sybelle picked up the book and began to spell out 
loud. “Do you know what i-l-l-e-g-i-t-i-m-a-t-e means? That’s what 
this baby was. He wasn’t just a foundling, he was an i-U-e-g-i-t-d- 
m-a-t-c child. In lots of places they call him a bastard, too, and it 
seems to mean the same thing. I’ve heard the men on the place talk 
about bastards, especially black ones, haven’t you, Vail? But I don’t 
believe they meant the same thing that this book does. I never heard 
them say that a black bastard was an i-U-e—^what’s the matter, Vail?” 

“Nothing. I’ve got lots to do, that’s all. I can’t stand here all day, 
talking about some fool book you’ve read and waiting for you to 
spell out long words.” 

“But Vail, I thought you wanted to hear. I thought you said you 
wished you had more time to read yourself. I thought—^Vail, please 
come back!” 

Vail had wheeled suddenly away from her and was running 
through the garden towards the wicket gate that led to the Yankee 
cemetery. Sybelle threw down her book and ran after him, but the 
grass had not been cut that spring and it was tall and thick. She 
stumbled on some stones which were hidden by it and fell down, 
tearing her pretty white dress and barking her dimpled knees. When 
she got to her feet again, whimpering a little with pain, Vail had 
already crossed the cypress grove. Sybelle saw him plunging into the 
bushes beyond it and after that she lost sight of him. 

So she never knew that he had flung himself down on the grave 
shielded by the strange tree where flowering thorn and bitter fruit 
grew together, and that he was crying as if his heart would break. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 


Within a few hours of its appearance, reports of the outrageous 
scene at the Citizens National Bank were spreading like V'ildfirc 
through the capital and the st;.te. Hardly a man came into ! ^abian 
dAlvery’s office that afternoon ^vho talked about anything els(. This 
was by no means the first evi(!ence of the Governor’s high-l anded 
methods in punishing people w lo got in his way and reward) ig his 
faithful followers; but it aflectec' more men in each group, anc it hit 
harder and closer than anything that had happened in Baton lougc 
before. The city seethed with res ntment, rage, fear and excitem( nt. 

When Fabian started home, h was still undecided whether tc men¬ 
tion the occurrence to Cresside i: imediately, or to wait until she spoke 
of it to him, of her own accord. It would not take her long to ; ealizc 
that her brother would be affe ted by the disgraceful contretemps; 
she had known about the loan Jrom the beginning, and Gerva s had 
never made the slightest secret of his enmity for Long. Fabian who 
always liked to think things through before speaking of them to 
anyone, and who seldom acted with haste, finally decided to sleep on 
the matter, at least; if Cresside had said nothing by the time he left 
for the office the next day, he would broach the subject. Momen¬ 
tarily he had forgotten that they were to entertain out-of-town guests 
that evening, some agreeable people named Townsend whom they 
had met in the course of their travels, and who were now breaking 
a transcontinental trip in New Orleans. The Townsends had written 
ahead suggesting that they should come up to Baton Rouge on pur¬ 
pose to see the d’Alverys, and the response had taken the form of a 
cordial invitation. When he remembered this, Fabian realized that 
their friends would probably have arrived before he reached the house 
himself, and that tihe conversation would almost automatically be 
slanted towards past pleasures which they had all enjoyed together, 
and not towards some local fracas of which the less said the better to 
outsiders who might still be unaware of Louisiana’s political disgrace. 

His assumption proved correct. He found Cresside seated at ease 
on the garden terrace with the four Townsends grouped around her, 
listening lazily while her enthusiastic visitors recalled the details of a 
day they had all spent together in Cintra, and saying excitedly that 
none of the gardens they had seen there surpassed the d’Alverys* in 
charm. It was true that this had become increasingly beautiful with 
the years. Shortly before his marriage, Fabian had bought two lots 
which adjoined his own, torn, down the ramshackle little houses 
which had long been an eyesore to him, and surrounded the entire 
area with a high brick wall. Previously his shrubs and flowers had 
been planted in a haphazard manner, even his cherished camellias 
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being stuck in here and there every which way. He had enjoyed work¬ 
ing in his garden, and it had reflected fostering care, but it had been 
without orderly design. When he called in a landscape gardener to 
help him make it worthy of his bride’s reception, the combination of 
this expert’s knowledge with his own money and eagerness had 
worked wonders. Soon flagstone walks were bordered with bright- 
colored flowers, shrubs were clumped for effectiveness, a lawn formed 
a wide unbroken expanse of emerald green. At one end there was 
a lily pool, at the other a fountain rising above the statue of a 
smiling child, and in the center a sundial recording the radiant hours. 
The enclosure became one of infinite harmony and peace. 

Fabian had been amply rewarded by Cresside’s appreciation of his 
efforts and his thoughtfulness. She quickly came to share his delight 
in his garden and to pass a great deal of time there; it was her pre¬ 
ferred place for resting and reading, for playing with Frances Belle 
and Belizaire, for spending long quiet periods with her husband after 
his day’s work was over. It was also her chosen center for entertain¬ 
ing. When the camellias were at the height of their bloom, she gave 
small garden parties almost every week. Wearing an exquisite pastel- 
colored dress and carrying a large shallow basket over her arm and 
a pair of long shears in her hand, she would lead her guests proudly 
from one beauty spot to another, and as they progressed, she would 
clip the choicest blossoms that they passed and lay these tenderly in 
her basket. Later on, after coffee and drinks on the terrace, each of 
the guests was given a little flower-covered tray to take home, the 
different varieties carefully divided to produce the most charming 
effect—alba plenas on one tray, Magnolia Floras on another. Pink Per¬ 
fections and Purple Dawns on still others. Fabian nearly always joined 
Cresside on these occasions, making the rounds of the garden with 
her and calling her attention to the perfect blooms that she had missed. 
He experienced a deep satisfaction from having her entertain in this 
way, so adequately and graciously, yet with such tranquility and 
simplicity. He told her so, and touched by his feeling about it and 
his way of expressing this, she created more and more occasions for 
hospitality of this type. Everyone in Baton Rouge considered it a 
compliment to be asked to one of Mrs. Fabian d’Alvery’s garden 
parties, and invitations for house guests were eagerly sought and 
highly prized. 

The camellias had been gone for months now, of course; their fall¬ 
ing petals had made small circular carpets on the grass beneath the 
laden trees, some snovyy, some rosy, some flaming. Cresside loved 
them better when they lay like that than at any other time, she said, 
though they were past the point of picking then, and there was an 
interval between parties before the azaleas were at their height; after 
those came successively the daffodils and iris, the roses and gardenias. 
In the interval she and Fabian kept the garden to themselves and 
their child, and their dog, cherishing it more and more all the time. 
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Later in the season, like this, only a few roses remained, and only 
the gladioli and zinnias were at their best; neither Fabian nor Crcsside 
cared as much for these as they did for the earlier flowers. But the 
guests from the north had never seen such gladioli and such zinnias 
in the course of all their travels, and kept saying so. Besides, the grass 
was still like green velvet, and the pool was covered with lilies float¬ 
ing among their pads and the fountain trickled softly through the 
evening quietude. All these aspects of the garden enhanced its We¬ 
llness and deepened the peace wi h which it was permeated. Fj bian 
could not bring himself to speak < >f crassness and calamity in sue i an 
atmosphere. 

After they reached the dinner ‘able, he decided that this wa? not 
the time nor the place either. Carmelite had always been a superl itive 
cook but it had taken Cresside’s guiding hand to supply a se ting 
worthy of her masterpieces, and Cresside’s piquant presence to add 
the final touch of charm to a fc st. The lace-covered table wa set 
with shining silver, fragile glass ai d precious porcelain; it was lig ited 
with tall tapers and decorated wi:h exquisite flowers; and as Fa )ian 
glanced across it at his wife, he thought that she herself had ii^ver 
looked lovelier than she did that night. Without being beautifu ., in 
the sense that Merry was beautiful, she created a greater effect of 
beauty. Fabian knew that this effect was only an illusion, but he 
also knew that it was the reflection of an inner radiance which was 
real. By encompassing Cresside with tenderness and devotion he had 
done far more than give her present happiness. He had made her feel 
that her security was impregnable; he had effaced the very memory 
of past pain and danger. The restless and riotous years, like the years 
of shame and suffering, were all behind her now. Her life was one 
of walled gardens and candle-lighted rooms, of quiet, well-ordered 
days and nights beatified by close communion with a man who loved 
her and whom she loved,. •. 

The dinner progressed, smoothly and delightfully, from the perfect 
soup with which it began to the perfect pudding with which it ended. 
The Townsends continued to recall the pleasant excursions which the 
d’Alverys had shared with them, and to express the hope that they 
might have similar experiences in the future. Why not, Fabian said, 
looking across the table again and seeing that the suggestion was 
pleasing to Cresside; they had not liked to leave their little girl for 
any length of time, so since her birth they had not traveled much. 
But presently she would be old enough to travel herself—oh, not 
around the world, perhaps, but certainly as far as Europe. He had 
been intending to look up those castles in Spain where the early 
de Alverez had lived before they crossed over into Southern France 
and became d’Alverys instead. Spain was a very pleasant place; for 
the matter of that. Southern France was a very pleasant place, too. 
They could probably find a suitable villa in Pau where Frances Belle 
^xnjld be installed with a competent and trustworthy governess, and 



which he and Cresside could use as a center for their side trips. He 
had always wanted to spend at least a week in Carcasonne, and to go 
from there to Nimes and Arles and Avignon. Was that the sort of 
excursion the Townsends would enjoy, too? 

Exactly, they told him with enthusiasm, and after dinner was over 
and Frances Belle had come in to make her curtsy and say good 
night, Fabian set up a tilt-top table and spread motor maps of Eu¬ 
rope on it. When these were finally folded up and put away, everyone 
was astonished to find how late it was. A tray laden with soda siphons 
and excellent liquor was brought in and put down where the maps 
had been and Cresside mixed the drinks which Fabian passed. But 
the Townsends did not linger over these. It had been a wonderful 
evening, they said, but if they did not go then they never would. 
Well, they’d keep in touch with the d’Alverys about the French trip 
—^next summer ought to be the very time. Good night, good night. . .. 

Carmelite and the house boy who had been added to the small but 
efficient domestic staff had already left for the night. Cresside and 
Fabian took the drinks and the ash trays out to the neat quiet kitchen 
themselves, gave the living room the final touches which would leave 
it orderly for the morning, looked in on Frances Belle to see that 
she was sleeping quietly, made the rounds of the outside doors to 
make sure that these were locked. But as they reached the one leading 
into the garden, Cresside opened it again. 

“Let’s go out for a moment more, shall vv^e? It’s such a lovely 
night I” 

They stepped out on the little terrace. The starlight was very soft 
and the tapering forms of the trees were reflected in dark shadows 
across the smooth lawn. Not only the fragrance of flowers but all the 
subtle scents of summer were in the air. Cresside slid her hand into 
her husband’s. 

“You know what I’ve been thinking all evening, Fabian?” 

“Sure. Fm the world’s champion mind reader.” He laughed and 
leaned over to kiss her hair. “Don’t encourage me to talk nonsense 
by doing it yourself. You know crystal gazing isn’t in my line. Tell 
me straight out.” 

“I’ve been thinking that no one has the right to be as happy as 
I am.” 

“Why not?” 

“I don’t know. Perhaps because there’s so much misery in the 
world.” 

“We all get our share of it sometime,” Fabian said. Then, because 
he did not want any words of his to remind her about the share 
she had had, he added hastily, “Don’t forget that if you’re all that 
happy, you make me mighty happy, too.” 

“Do I really?” 

“You know it, don’t you?” 

“I hope so •. • Yes, I do know it.” 
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“And you really are all that happy?'* 

“Yes, really. You know that, too, Fabian.” 

“Because I built this garden for you, and buy you Venetian glass 
and sapphire bracelets and plan trips for you?” 

“Don’t joke about it. You know those aren’t the reasons.” 

“I don’t know anyone who can afford to joke about it any better 
than we can, do you, Cresside?” 

“No. You’re right. We can joke because weVe so safe.** 

For a long time after she had gone to sleep, he lay thinkirg of 
what she had said, but no anxiet >' permeated his thoughts. He 1 new 
that he had made her happy, he I new that he had given her sec :rity. 
But still he was not satisfied. Ht' wanted to make her happier still, 
he wanted to safeguard her still further. The instinct to pleas( her 
and protect her had always been is strong within him as the in; :inct 
to possess her, and now it had •ecome a driving force. For h his 
possession of her he himself had found not only great joy but :om- 
plete fulfillment. By accepting 1 is love and bearing his child she 
had vindicated his starved manhood. He could never suffici mtly 
requite her. 

She stirred slightly in her sleep, stretched out her arms and found 
his waiting to receive her. She seldom spoke at such moments; words 
were superfluous in the harmony that prevailed between them. But 
this time she began to murmur drowsily, her lips already against his. 

“Fabian, I want to say something to you.” 

“You can say anything you want to, darling. You know that.’* 

“No. This is hard.” 

“Well, if it’s hard-” 

“But I want to. We’ve been mighty happy, Fabian, like we said 
this evening, but we could have been happier still.” 

“I couldn’t.” 

“Yes, you could, and so could I. If I hadn’t always put Vail first.** 

Fabian did not answer. Cresside caught her breath, but the sigh did 
not end in a sob, as he was afraid it might. It ended in swift tense 
speech. 

“Even the night we were married, I was thinking about him. I was 
worrying for fear he wasn’t all right, that he wouldn’t be, unless I 
was at Belle Heloise to take care of him. Every time I thought of his 
asking for me and not finding me, it nearly broke my heart. I missed 
him so it seemed as if I couldn’t stand it. No matter where we went 
or what we did, I kept yearning for him. And you knew it. You 
can’t deny it.” 

“I shan’t try to deny it, darling. But I never held that against you. 
I expected it. I knew it was bound to happen.” 

“Perhaps you thought I’d feel like that for a little while. But I don’t 
believe you thought it would last. I think you hoped that after a 
little while you’d come first. Didn’t you?” 
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“Perhaps. Yes, I suppose I did. But IVe never held that against you 
either, Cresside—^that you couldn’t put me before Vail. You’ve given 
me so much-” 

“If I’d put you first, if you’d known you were first, you’d have let 
me have another child.” 

“No, I wouldn’t have, Cresside. I’ve told you, and I meant it, that 
I’d never let you suffer like that again. It isn’t as if you could have 
children the way Merry has them—a few hours of discomfort, a few 
minutes of pain, and then everything all over. I can’t stand that long- 
drawn-out agony of months. I’ve reproached myself for letting you 
have Frances Belle—^I knew what you’d been through with Vail. 
But I wanted a child of my own, and so I was selfish enough to let 
you give it to me. But I’m not selfish enough to let you do it again.” 

“You wanted a son of your own. You haven’t got him yet.” 

“I’ll never get him. I couldn’t love any son more than I do Frances 
BeHe.” 

“How can you tell unless you have one?” 

“We’ve been all over this before. Do we have to argue about it again, 
Cresside?” 

“No. I don’t want to argue with you about anything. I didn’t start 
out to do that—I don’t ever mean to. I only started out to tell you that 
you do come first now. You have for a long time. I wasn’t jStire you 
knewJt. Did you?” 

“No. I’d begun to hope so. But I wasn’t sure.” 

“I want you to be sure. I’m telling you so you will be. And there’s 
something else I want to tell you, Fabian: I know now that you were 
right about Vail all the time, that he’s better off where he is, without 
me. I’ve never owned up before that I’d changed my mind about that. 
And I’ve changed my mind about being too happy. I’m going to 
revel in my happiness from now on, because you say it makes you 
happy, too. 1 want to do everything in the world I can for you, 
Fabian.” 

Daylight was already filtering into the room when she fell asleep 
again. But Fabian did not go to sleep. He lay looking at her, his heart 
welling up with fresh tenderness and new determination. 

“I’ll keep her happy,” he vowed to himself. “I’ll keep her safe. If 
anyone ever tries to hurt her again I’ll kill him, so help me God.” 


CHAPTER XXXVII 

Oke of CREssmE’s hard and fast rules was about telephoning Fabian 
at his office. The poor man had no time to himself, she sometimes 
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said gaily; his working hours belonged to his clients and his leisure 
hours to her; but at least neither intruded on the other. She made such 
a point o£ this non-intervention that any departure from it was dis¬ 
quieting to Fabian; if his secretary told him that Mrs. d’Alvery was 
on the wire, he leapt to the conclusion that Frances Belle had come 
down with diphtheria or that Carmelite had inadvertently set fire 
to the house. When he picked up the receiver, the day after the 
Townsends’ visit, in response to his secretary’s summons, it was ‘ vith 
the knowledge that something eqi ally calamitous had happened* 

“Is anyone in the private office right now, Fabian?” 

“No. You can say whatever you want to and I’ll try to answe ^ 

“I’ve just come from Belle Helo.se. Gervais’d already gone to t( wn, 
because he’s bound not to miss a moment in the Senate Chan ber, 
with this filibuster going on, come hell or high water. But I ga her 
he’s pretty well shot to pieces. Sdaman and Merry certainly are, 
anyway.” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“All Gervais’ notes have been called. Didn’t you know? M trry 
seemed to think you might.” 

“I was afraid they would be, when I heard about the rumpus at the 
bank yesterday. I meant to speak to you about it. But there didn’t 
seem to be a good chance yesterday evening—or last night. And you 
were so sound asleep when I left this morning that I didn’t want to 
disturb you.” 

There was a brief silence. Fabian knew that momentarily Cresside’s 
troubled mind had reverted to the pleasant evening with their friends 
and to their own intimate hours of rich and rewarding communion. 
His thoughts had constantly wandered in the same direction all the 
morning, and he had made no effort to control them. He was glad 
to feel that Cresside was also dwelling on their mutual happiness 

“I hadn’t heard anything about the rumpus at the bank from 
anyone else,” she finally continued. “The Townsends came early, and 
before that I was busy, getting things ready. You know how it is.” 

Fabian did know. He realized that the smoothness with which his 
pleasant household ran was due in no small measure to Cresside’s 
skilled and patient management, and that the degree of perfection 
it had reached was by no means accidental. Cresside went out very 
little, and though she was hospitable, she preferred to invite her guests 
at stated times, for definite occasions like her pleasant garden parties, 
than to have them dropping in at any and every hour of the day. In 
like measure, she did not call up her friends unless there was some 
special reason for it, and she discouraged idle chatter over the tele¬ 
phone on their part. 

“Merry says Mr. Goldenberg went out to Belle Heloise yesterday 
afternoon and offered to take over the mortgage,” Cresside went on. 
“She thought it was mighty decent of him and I do, too. But Gervais 
doesn’t look at it that way and mamaris taking it pretty hard, too, 
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though she’s nicer about it than Gervais. She would be, of course.” 

“Yes, of course . . . You’d like me to see Gervais, straight off, I 
suppose?” 

“I’d like you to send some kind of message to him, straight off, if 
you don’t mind. And then go on out to Belle Heloise as soon as you 
can leave the oflSce and stay until he gets home. Meanwhile you can 
talk to maman and Merry. At least. I’m taking it for granted you can. 
I’m taking it for granted there’s something helpful you can say to 
them.” 

“You bet there is. Don’t worry about it, Cresside. Anything else?” 

“Yes. There’s something the matter with Vail, too, Fabian. He 
hardly spoke to me and he got away from me as soon as he could. 
Merry says he’s been acting up for about ten days now. But he seemed 
all right to me, when I’ve seen him before.” 

It was Fabian’s turn to pause for a moment. So VaiVs found out, 
he said to himself. Well, I always \new he was bound to, sooner 
or later, but I hoped it wouldn't be this soon. If only Cresside hasn't 
guessed that's what's the matter .. . and if only a lot of other people 
haven't found out, too — Aloud, he said quietly, “I wouldn’t worry 
about that either. All kids have their off times, you know. I’ll have 
a talk with him and find out what the trouble is. I reckon I can fix it 
up all right. I’ve got to meet a client at the Heidelberg for hinch but 
I’ll go out to Belle Heloise straight from the office, like you suggest. 
Don’t wait supper for me.” 

“I’ll have a bite with Frances Belle when she has hers. Then I’ll 
have another with you when you get home—^in the garden.” 

“Right. So long, honey • . . By the way, you’re still happy, aren’t 
you?” 

“Yes, now that I’ve talked to you. That was all I wanted. I know 
everything’s going to be all right now.” 

Fabian hung up the receiver and reached for a pad of scratch paper. 
For a moment he sat drawing small geometrical designs on it. But 
only for a moment. Then he tore off the ornamented top sheet, and 
wrote five words on the next one, which he slipped into an envelope 
and addressed to Gervais. 

“How much do you need?” 

His departure for Belle Heloise was unavoidably delayed. It was 
late afternoon when he reached there, and th^ Big House was pretcr- 
naturally quiet. Evidently Selah had gone out to the servants’ quarters, 
for no one met Fabian at the door, and he wandered through the 
downstairs rooms without finding anyone. Then he went outdoors 
again and stood beside the wing where Madame d’Alvery’s boudoir 
was located. 

“Are you there, Tante Isabelle?” he called. “May I come up?” 

“If you please, Fabian. I was half expecting you.” 

He found her, not enthroned as usual, on her sofa, but sitting in a 
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large Turkish chair by the window, looking down on Angus Holt’s 
garden. She turned as he came in, and though her dark eyes met his 
with their usual dauntlessness, he could see that her natural pallor had 
a gray tinge. He put his arm around her and kissed her. 

‘‘Why put in the half? You ought to have been wholly expecting 
me, after what you told Cresside this morning. You ought to have 
known I’d get here as soon as I could.” 

“I hoped you would, Fabian. I sent Lucie away so that we c )uld 
talk privately if you did. But I have ceased to expect very muc i of 
anyone.” 

“Nonsense, Tante Isabelle, You know I’m bound to be arc ind. 
Don’t talk like a tragedy queen, rr iking her last great speech, ups age, 
before she kills herself. Talk to m ^ like an affectionate mother-in law. 
What were you looking at so hare! when I came in?” 

“The green rose. You know ab( ut the green rose, Fabian.” 

“Yes, of course. But why were /ou staring at it so?” 

“I was thinking, Fabian, that I should hate to have it tended vitH 
alien hands. It is so uniquely our ^ »wn. I have never given even a slip 
of it away.” 

Her own hands trembled a little as she spoke, though her \oice 
was still firm. The so-called “green” rose was one of such extreme 
delicacy that its translucent white petals reflected the verdure of its 
foliage and actually seemed tinged with this color themselves. The 
parent plant had come from a Sevillian courtyard, and the same 
bride who had brought the Spanish statue to the house, had planted 
this rose herself at Belle Heloise, long before the advent of Angus 
Holt. In planning his garden, however, he had given it a place of 
honor, and the rose had always retained this. Madame d’Alvery was 
right in calling it unique; there was not another like it in any garden 
on either side of the River Road, It dominated the sago palms and 
palmettos, the false indigo and monkey grass, like a princess; even 
the camellias and Creole lilies looked stiff and common beside it, and 
the other roses lost their importance, Fabian knew that to Madame 
d’Alvery it was the symbol both of family tenacity and of famil) 
superiority. He did not minimize all that it meant to her. 

“Well, I hope you never will,” he said, speaking more lightly than 
he felt. “I sure don’t see any reason why you should—unless, of 
course, you feel like giving slips of it to your granddaughters some 
day, so they can plant it in gardens of their own and carry on the 
tradition. I know I’d admire to have one in the Somerulos Street 
garden, as they say up north, but I understand how you feel about it. 
. . . Look, I sent Gervais a message this morning, and asked him how 
much he needed to get clear. Everything’s fixed up, or going to be. 
If you’re sitting here worrying for fear some lady friend of Long’s 
is going to start cutting your green roses, or even that Mrs. Golden- 
berg’s going to, you can stop right now. Incidentally, though, Mrs. 
Goldenberg’s a mighty nice old lady, almost as nice as you are.” 
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“Do you mean to tell me that you have assumed the mortgage, 
Fabian?” 

“Hell, no. I just paid off the notes, that’s all. Gervais and I can 
straighten out the details later.” 

Madame d’Alvery’s hands were still trembling. Fabian drew up a 
chair beside her and took them in his own. 

“Listen, Tante Isabelle,” he said, “don’t you start getting any false 
ideas about this. I didn’t mind letting Gervais flounder along alone 
just so he didn’t hurt anyone but himself while he was doing it. Fm 
afraid I didn’t even mind so much as I should have when he hurt 
Merry in the process. I figured she’d married him with her eyes open, 
for richer, for poorer, for better, for worse, and that she ought to be 
able to take what was coming to her. She has, too. I hand it to her. 
She’s taken it darn well, she’s a good soldier. ... I didn’t mind so 
much whether he hurt you either. You were pretty hard on poor 
Uncle Philogene and I figured it might be good for you to have a 
taste of your own medicine. Well, you are hard, but you’re a good 
soldier, too. I hand it to you as well as Merry. All of which is neither 
here nor there. The person I don’t want to have hurt and don’t 
intend to have hurt is Cresside. And it would hurt her like hell if she 
thought Vail wasn’t going to stay on this place.” 

Madame d’Alvery’s hands had gradually ceased to tremble, but she 
did not try to speak. She continued to look at Fabian in silence, her 
gaze ifot only unflinching but intent. 

“I haven’t a son of my own,” Fabian went on. “I don’t expect to 
have one. So I’ve got to give Cresside’s the place mine would have 
had.” Fabian had never before spoken of Vail to his motherdn-law as 
Cresside’s son, but now he did so in a matter-of-fact way, as if the 
reference were one which was natural between them. “That isn’t too 
hard for me, either,” he went on. “Vail’s a great kid—any man would 
be proud to have him for a son, or even in place of a son. I’m going to 
see that he gets everything that’s coming to him—at Belle Heloise and 
elsewhere. And, incidentally, I don’t intend to let Gervais forget that 
for all practical purposes his white-headed boy, Phil, isn’t the ‘heir 
to all the d’Alverys’ as Cresside had the guts to call Vail, the very 
first time she showed him off. Gosh, if I hadn’t been in love with her 
before then, I sure would have after that. And what she says, stands. 
Where is the little tyke, by the way? I want to have a talk with him 
this evening, too.” 

“I have not seen him since dinner time, Fabian. And he hardly 
spoke to anyone then. If you can get him to talk with you, it will be 
more than any one of us has been able to do, for a fortnight now.” 

“And it hasn’t occurred to any of you to wonder why?” 

“Merry has worried about him. But she has been even more worried 
about Gervais. Surely, Fabian, you do not think—after all these years 

—after all our care- ^ 
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For the first time, fear leapt into her brave eyes. Instinctively, she 
tried to rise. Fabian put a detaining hand on her shoulder. 

‘"Better let me try to find out first, Tante Isabelle,” he said gently. 
“If he does know—and I’ll bet my bottom dollar he does—then some¬ 
body else does, too, besides the original conspirators. Fm also willing 
to bet that none of them gave the secret away. And whoever that 
somebody else is, I can probably deal with him better than you ':an, if 
you don’t mind my saying so. But first Fm going to find Vj il. Sit 
down again and go on looking at your green rose in peace. o one 
else has got a prayer of picking it.” 

Fabian waved to his mother- n-law from the doorway, wi h his 
old gay gesture, and went on th; ough her bedroom to the uppe * hall, 
calling Vail as he did so. The ch. mber in front of Madame d’Al ^ery’s, 
which had once been Cresside’s, was now restored to its origina state 
as a guest chamber; Henry C’ ly had always slept there wh m he 
visited Belle Heloise, Zachary T ylor, Judah P. Benjamin, and i host 
of other dead and gone celebritit Now it had the soigne air of being 
kept in readiness for their wor hy successors. The room aero is the 
hall from it, which had been Merry’s bridal chamber, had been 
Unsigned to Sybelle, when it was judiciously decided that she and Vail 
v/ere too big for joint occupancy of their original nursery directly 
behind it; but Vail had continued to sleep there. Receiving no response 
to his call, Fabian pushed open the shutter door and went in. 

Some indefinable quality of the room^s emptiness roused his sus¬ 
picions. It was abnormally neat, for one thing. Like most small boys, 
Vail habitually scattered his possessions about and neglected to pick 
them up again. Now the room was completely uncluttered. Even the 
bureau was bare. Cresside’s picture was gone from its place. 

Fabian went back into the hall, closing the shutter door behind 
him, and walked thoughtfully down the stairs. He could hear Selah 
moving about in the dining room, setting the table for supper, and 
enticing odors were stealing subtly from Lou Ida’s kitchen. Fabian 
had originally intended to go to see Merry as well as Madame d’Al- 
very, but now he decided against it. He felt reasonably certain that 
all the children, except Vail, were with her in the garqonniere, as he 
knew that she conscientiously tried to read aloud to them for an 
hour every evening. He did not want to talk to her about the notes 
unless he could see her alone, and he did not want to risk rousing 
suspicions which were possibly still non-existent, by asking questions 
about Vail. He decided to follow his hunch, and strike off down the 
River Road. 

He had not gone more than two or three miles before he caught 
sight of the little figure for which he was watching. Vail was trudging 
along the road, carrying a small suitcase, which he kept shifting from 
hand to hand, as if it had already begun to seem very heavy. Maud 



was following at his heels, not leaping about him and snapping for 
bugs or nosing excitedly in the grass as she usually did, but dragging 
her feet reluctantly. Every now and then she stopped entirely, cringing 
and curling herself into a dejected crescent. When she did this Vail 
stopped, too, setting down the suitcase and leaning over his dog to 
encourage her in a voic^ of false heartiness. Fabian watched him for 
a few moments without trying to catch up with him; then he quick¬ 
ened his pace, and putting on his brakes, leaned out of the window 
and spoke casually and carelessly. 

“Hello, there, Vail I Looks like we’re going in the same direction. 
Want a lift?” 

Vail did not answer immediately and Fabian did not try to hurry 
him. He waited as if it were quite natural for the boy to take his 
time. 

“No, I reckon not,” Vail said at last. “Me and Maud were just 
out for a walk.” 

“I’d be glad of your company a piece down the road. I’ve got a long 
ride ahead of me, and I’ll have to take most of it alone. You could 
have your walk with Maud, going back.” 

Again Vail considered his answer at length. “All right,” he said 
finally. “If it would keep you from being lonesome—” Without ex¬ 
plaining his small suitcase, he lifted it into the car, involuntarily 
sighing with relief as he did so. Then he signaled to Maud, who 
jumped up with her first sign of joy, and climbed in himself. After¬ 
wards he sat staring straight ahead of him with the suitcase at his side 
and Maud in his lap. 

“It’s a nice evening to be out on the road,” Fabian remarked, after 
a considerable interval. “Let me know if I’m taking you too far 
though. You’ll have quite a walk back.” 

“You don’t need to worry about that. Uncle Fabian.” 

“I wasn’t worrying. I was just calling your attention to It. I know 
it’s hard sometimes, to keep track of distances. It’s a far piece from 
Belle Heloise.” 

“Yes. But maybe I ought to tell you, Uncle Fabian. I didn’t mean 
to go back to Belle Heloise tonight.” 

“I see. Well, I thought you might be spending the night with 
friends, when I saw your suitcase. But afterwards, when you said 
you were just out for a walk with Maud-” 

“That wasn’t exactly true. Uncle Fabian. I took Maud with me, 
because I figured she was mine and I had a right to her. Of course, 
Nostar’s mine, too, but I didn’t know just how I’d take care of a 
pony. Now a dog like Maud doesn’t take up any room. She sleeps 
with you.” 

“That’s right,” said Fabian encouragingly. 

“And she cats the scraps off your plate.” 

“Yes, but, of course, when she’s going to have puppies she needs 
more than scraps and she oughtn’t to get too tired walking, either. 
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I’m hoping we’re going to get that little black clown in the next litter. 
It doesn’t seem as if we could miss again. The new family’s due in 
a few weeks, isn’t it?” 

“Ye—es,” Vail said doubtfully. He had temporarily forgotten the 
prospect of the new family and the possibility of the little black puppy 
for which Fabian had watched and waited so long. Obviously the 
reminder was not especially welcome. 

“I won’t let her walk too far at a time,” he said rather hurdedly. 
“And I’ll give her lots of scraps. Just die same a dog isn’t so much 
trouble as a pony. A pony’s got to have a stall. And it’s got t( have 
oats.” 

“That’s right,” Fabian said again, without pressing the subject 
of the puppies. 

“And I didn’t know just wherr I was going to find the stall a id the 
oats. I’m not going to spend the night with friends—at least n< t that 
I know of. But I thought there d be some place-” 

“Yes, of course, anyone along the Road would be glad to pi t you 
up. Except now that Hackberry s closed there aren’t any house ; very 
near. And naturally the folks v^ould like to know where you were. 
They might worry if they didn’t, don’t you think? Not that yoi can’t 
take care of yourself all right. They know that. It’s just the way 
fathers and mothers have to worry, that’s all.” 

“Yes, but-” 

The stubborn little mouth had begun to quiver. He waited till he 
stopped choking. Then he went doggedly on. 

“But Daddy and Mummy aren’t really my father and mother. Did 
you know that. Uncle Fabian?” 

“Yes, Vail, I knew that. I’ve known it a long while. I knew you’d 
find it out some time, too.” 

“Well, so I don’t think Daddy and Mummy would worry the same, 
do you, as if they were really my father and mother?” 

“Yes, I think they would, I think they might even worry more. 
Because they’re responsible for you to your real mother. They prom¬ 
ised her they’d take good care of you, if she’d trust you to them and 
let you live with them. They persuaded her that she ought to—that 
is, they helped me to persuade her. I felt just the same way about it, 
you see. And if you went away, no telling where, they’d be afraid 
she’d think they hadn’t taken good care of you or that they hadn’t 
made you happy.” 

Vail did not answer. ^ 

“She would too, you know,” Fabian went on. “She trusted you to 
them because she thought it was best for you to live at Belle Heloise 
and best that everyone should think that they were really your father 
and mother. She’d be terribly upset if she found out you’d run away. 
She’d believe she’d made a mistake, after all.” 

Vail still did not answer. 

“It’s this way, Vail: a long time ago, someone made your mother 
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very unhappy. So ever since then, all the rest of us have tried to see 
that she wouldn’t ever be unhappy again. We didn’t think it was fair 
that she should be. I still don’t think it’s fair that she should be. 
And if she got upset about you—well, that would make her unhappier 
than anything else in the world, because she loves you more than 
anyone else in the world.” 

Vail swallowed hard. “I didn’t know that,” he muttered. ‘1 thought 
maybe—” He stopped, partly because it was so hard to go on and 
partly because he did not know how to go on. Fabian finished his 
«entence for him. 

“You thought maybe no one would care if you ran away?” he said. 
“Why, you couldn’t have, not if you’d really figured this thing out. 

I don’t believe you even tried. If you had, you’d have known that 
•everyone would have cared. For instance, poor little Sybelle’s prob¬ 
ably crying her eyes out this minute, wondering where you are. I’ll 
tell you why I think you ran away. I think something happened at 
Belle Heloise that made you feci badly and you thought maybe you’d 
feel better somewhere else. Didn’t you? You were thinking mostly 
how you felt yourself, not how anyone else felt. Weren’t you?” 

“Gee, Uncle Fabian-” 

“I said mostly. I know you thought there’d be a difference between 
real fathers and mothers and make-believe fathers and mothers, the 
way they’d worry, but just the same-” 

“I reckon you’re right, Uncle Fabian. I reckon I did think mostly 
, if I could just get away-” 

“We all think that once in a while, Vail. But we’re always wrong 
about it when we do. The only way to make a hard thing any easier 
is to lick it. Not to run away from it. Once you’ve licked it, then it 
never seems so hard. The way for you to lick this feeling you’ve got 
is to go back to Belle Heloise and stay there. And if you want to do a 
really thorough job, you’ll never let on what you found out, because 
it wouldn’t do you any good and it would make everyone else feel" 
worse. . . . How did you find out, by the way?” 

“Well, Sammy Mudge came to see Amen. They were hiding in the 
bushes by the stable, whispering, when I went to saddle Nostar.” 

“I see. So then- 

“So then they tried to make me stop, but I wouldn’t. I went and 
told Daddy Sammy Mudge was there. And he was awful mad. He 
«ent Sammy Mudge away, and then he gave Amen an awful bawling 
out for tattling #n his own white folks. I heard because I’d gone back 
to the stable to finish saddling Nostar and Twinkle. I didn’t listen om 
purpose. Sybelle and I were going for a ride.” 

“Sure you didn’t listen on purpose. And what happened next?” ^ 

“Next Daddy went back to the garqonnihre to tell Mummy about it. 
He shouted at her, the way he does when he’s mad. She tried to 
make him hush because she was afraid someone would hear him^ I 
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did hear him. Franchot had asked me to build blocks with him, and 

when Sybelle didn’t come to the stable to go riding- 

“Yes?” Fabian said encouragingly. 

“I went back to the gar^onnih-e, too. At least I started. And Daddy 
:'^id Amen must know everything. He said Amen must know Mr. 
Tremaine was my father!” 

It was no use. He could not help choking now, no matter how 
hard he tried. He blurted out his final words between sobs, and hen 
he tried to wipe his eyes and noson his sleeve, before leaning Dver 
and burying his face on Maud’s faithful little body. 

“I hated him. Uncle Fabian,” he said in a smothered voio'. *‘I 
hated him worse than anyone I ever knew, except Sammy Mi dge. 
The way Daddy hates snakes.” 

Fabian brought the car quietly to a stop. “Look here,” he Jaid. 
“There’s no use getting further ai<d further from Belle Heloise \ hen 
we’ve got to get back there, the sconer the better, too. But I want you 
to come up on the levee with me a few minutes first. I think it’ 1 be 
easier to have a good talk there than it is here, don’t you? A id I 
want to have a talk with you, Yi lL I want to set you straight a>out 
two or three things before we start back.” 

Without protest, Vail clambered out of the car. As he stumbleil up 
the bank of the levee, he snuffled several times, and wiped his eyes 
and his nose on his sleeve again. But by the time he reached the ridge 
he had stopped. He sat down, drawing Maud into his lap once more, 
and stared at the river, as he had previously stared at the road. 

“It’s this way,” Fabian said, lowering himself clumsily to the 
ground beside Vail. “I wanted to tell you I hated Sylvestre Tremaine, 
too. I reckon we’d find that we felt the same way about lots of 
things, Vail, if we had a chance to talk them over. I hated him just the 
same way you do, the same way your Daddy hates snakes. That’s a 
good way to put it, and you’re not the first person to do it. There 
arc some people who are a lot like snakes and Sylvestre was one of 
•■Ixm. Sammy Mudge is another. But Sylvestre Tremaine is dead. He 
can’t do any more harm with his coils and his poison. And Sammy 
at either. There are ways of taking the fangs out of snakes even 
..aile they’re alive. Did you know that?” 

^“No,” Vail said, looking up with sudden interest. 

' “Well, there are. So forget about Tremaine and don’t worry about 
Mudge. I know how you must feel having Tremaiije for a father, 
itvut forget about that, too. I don’t know how you’d look at it, but 
'd be mighty pleased if you’d try to pretend that I was your father. 
! ust to yourself, I mean, and when you and I are together. Because, 
vou see. I’ve always wished I were.” 

“Gee, Uncle Fabian- 

“I’ve wished it for two reasons, Vail. First, because I think you’re 
a fine boy, because I’d be mighty proud to have a boy like you for my 
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son. IVe got the nicest little girl in the world, I wouldn’t trade her 
for any boy I ever saw, but I’d have been awfully glad to have a boy, 
too. Every man wants to have a son—^you’ll find that out for your¬ 
self some day. So let’s pretend I have, and that it’s you. Shall we? 
Good, let’s shake on it!” 

Vail extended a grubby little paw and Fabian shook it hard. Then 
he went on holding it. 

“I’m going to talk to you now as if you were my son, Vail, and as 
if you were grown up. The second reason I wish you were mine for 
true is because I love your mother so much. When a man loves a lady 
a lot, he wants her children to be his children, too. He’s sorry when 
they’re not. So I’m sorry about that and she is, too. But it’s grand 
for me to know that even if I couldn’t be your father, you could have 
the loveliest lady in the whole world for your mother. . . . Haven’t 
you always thought your Aunt Cresside was the loveliest lady you 
ever knew?” 

“Yes,” Vail muttered. 

“Well, you thought right, because she is. And you know now that 
she’s your real mother, don’t you?” 

“Yes.” 

“You and I’ll talk about all this’again some time soon. You needn’t 
be afraid to ask me anything you want to, and I think I can explain 
lots df things to you, so you’ll feel better about them. I’ll explain why 
Aunt Cresside didn’t want you to know she was really your mother 
and why you mustn’t ever let her know that you’ve found out. But 
now we’ve got to get back to Belle Heloise, where she wanted you to 
stay. And we’ve got to keep mum about this. Because it’s our secret 
now. Right?” 

“Yes, Uncle Fabian.” 

“Good. Come along. Maybe you’d give me a hand while we’re 
going down over the bank. It’s hard for me to manage alone, where 
the walking’s rough. I’m going to count on you to help me over the 
rough places, Vail, when we’re out together, after this.” 

When Gervais swung into the driveway at Belle Heloise that night, 
the Big House was already in darkness, but he saw that a light was 
burning in his office as well as in the gar^onnibre. He went first to 
his own living room, where .he found Merry waiting up for him. 

“Fabian’s still here,” she said, in answer to her husband’s unspoken 
question. “He^said he wanted a word with you before he went back 
to town. He’s waiting for you in the office. Oh, Gervais, isn’t it won¬ 
derful that he could help you—^and that he did?” 

“I can tell you that better when I know just how many strings 
there are attached to his beau geste. But I’ll grant you it’s reprieve, 
anyway.” 

“You’re not going to talk to Fabian like that about it, are you?” 

“Don’t worry. I didn’t mean to imply the reprieve wasn’t a godsend. 
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Tm prepared to pay for it, in cash or in kind. I was only trying to 
tell you I knew I’d have to.” 

He left her, crossed the narrow strip of lawn which divided the 
small twin buildings, and entered his outer office. This was dark and 
empty. But the door was open into the large inner room which Merry 
had made so characteristic of a luxurious library, and Fabian was 
sitting in a Morris chair beside the big desk. 

‘‘Hello,” he said without getting up. “How’s the filibuster goiig?” 

“Fine. There’s not a chance of getting that bond-issue bill thn »ugh 
the Senate.’-’ 

“Even without your vote?” 

“What are you driving at, Fal-ian?” 

“You told me yourself, the oth-r day, that with Cyr on your side. 
Pike Hall and Boone and Caffe ly were all set to talk it to c tath, 
I should think they could talk jus' as well with you on the plant ition 
as in the Chamber. Maybe bette . And I don’t believe any oi e of 
them would go back on his word ” 

“I said, what are you driving . t?” 

“Just this: I think I know now what Long had up his sleeve when 
he sent for you the other day. >.ever mind how—it’s too late o go 
into all that tonight. We can take up the details some other time. 
I don’t know how far he’d go, or how fast he’d move, to carry out 
any threats he may have made—personally, I believe there are some 
limits to what he’d dare do. But he sure didn’t lose any time getting 
his bank examiner to the Citizens National, and I think we’d better 
beat him to the draw before he tries anything else. I drafted a letter 
while I’ve been waiting for you. It’s lying there on the desk. If you’ll 
sign it, I’ll take it in with me tonight and see that it’s delivered the 
first thing in the morning.” 

Fabian nodded towards a single sheet of paper lying on the center 
of the neat blotter. Gervais picked it up and read it through at a 
glance. Then he flung it down on the desk again. 

“If you think I’m going to let that dirty son-o£-a-bitch frighten 
me-” 

“He’s frightened you already, hasn’t he?” 

“Not into quitting. I’ll fight him to the last gasp. If he gets licked 
on this, he’s through. All I’ve got to do is to hang on to the end of 
the ession and then-” 

‘Then, if he’s licked, he’ll start all over again and win out some 
other way. The time to stop him was then years ago, and none of us 
had the guts, or the brains, to do it then. We may think we’ve got the 
guts now, but they won’t do us much good without the brains, and 
we sure haven’t got those. Maybe we can find some new way to 
fight him, but it’ll take time to figure that out. And it’s a sure thing 
we can’t lick him the old way. You’re through in politics, Gervais. 
You might just as well face it. But you’ve still got the plantation for 
life. At least you can have it if you want it.” 
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“He suggested the same course you’d like to have me follow and I 
told the dirty bastard I’d be damned first* I told him he could pop 
his gun whenever he wanted to and that when he’d done that, then 
it would be my turn. Do you really suppose I’m going to let him 
think-” 

“It’s a long lane that has no turning. I’m not saying I don’t hope 
you’ll have a chance to get back at him yet, some day, that I won’t 
help you every way I can. All I’m saying is I care a damn sight more 
for my wife’s happiness and my own peace of mind than I do for 
your career and a large part of my wife’s happiness is dependent on 
feeling the world believes Vail’s your eldest son—and that he has a 
right to everything that means—^now and in the future.” 

“You said yourself you didn’t believe Long would dare- ^ 

“I don’t. But I’m not taking any chances. As I said before, you’re 
through with politics but you’ve still got the plantation for yourself 
and your heir. You don’t owe me a red cent, Gervais. But I’m going 
to have your signature on that letter before I leave this room.” 

The Governor of Louisiana, running through his morning mail, 
chuckled and turned to the only visitor he had at the moment, who 
happened to be one of his purchasing agents. “Listen to this letter I 
got here from that lily-livered silk stocking, Gervais d’Alvery,” he 
said. ‘VI find that the interests of my plantation demand so much 
of my time under present conditions that I cannot also do justice to 
my duties as a Legislator. I therefore ask you to accept my resignation 
as Senator from the 20th Senatorial District, effective immediately.’ ” 

Long laid down the letter with a laugh. “It’s a funny thing about 
d’Alvery,” he said. “I was talking to him a few days back and kind 
of hinting we knew all about his many troubles, meaning I would 
maybe fix his clock so he’d lose his plantation, and, lo and behold, 
he jumps up and makes a regular Little Rollo-Lord Fauntleroy speech 
thinking I meant something else. Never mind what right now—^I 
niight tell you some time later. But he needn’t have worried. I 
might’ve taken a chance on him, but that crippled cousin of his, 
Fabian d’Alvery, is one man I don’t fool with. He’s mighty quick on 
the trigger. I’ve found that out already. Well, good riddance, that’s 
all I can say. I have a hunch that things are going to start coming my 
way right soon.” 
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PART IX 


Sweetest Stwy Ever Told'' 

May 1936''December 1936 


. . . “Little by little and stitch by stitch, 

The girl is put in her | roper niche 
With all the virtues the : we can draw 
For someone elses dau. hter-indaw, 

A girl to be kind to, a :.tirl we’re lucky in, 

A girl to marry some i ce Kentuckian, 

Some Alabaman, some Carolinian— 

In fact, if you ask me f( r my opinion, 

There are lots of boys in the Northern sections 
And some of them have quite good connections-” 

— Ta\en from "'John Brown*s Body,** published by Farrar & Rinehart: 

Copyright, 1927, 1928, by Stephen Vincent Benet. 







PART IX 

"The Sweetest Story Ever Told** 

May 1936-December 1936 


CHAPTER XXXVIII 

“Hello, Auntie! I heard Un:le Fabian had gone to Washington 
again, so I came by to see whetht r you and the kid wouldn’t like to go 
to the Plaquemine Sugar Festival with me.” 

“Why hello, Vail! I think that’s a grand idea! But are you sure we 
wouldn’t be in the way? Isn’t there-someone else you’d rather take?” 

“No, I’m sure there’s no one else Fd rather take. You’re still my best 
girl. Auntie. Come on.” 

Vail put a stalwart arm around Cresside’s slim waist, hugging her 
hard and kissing her soft cheek resoundingly. He had never gone 
through a period of self-consciousness about demonstrating affection; 
he embraced Sybelle and Joyeuse spontaneously and warmly, unem¬ 
barrassed even when Gervais told him, somewhat derisively, that he 
was the only d’Alvery who had ever kissed his sisters without being 
bribed or badgered into doing it. But he could afford to take the jibe 
good-naturedly, for his worst enemy could not have accused him of 
effeminacy. At sixteen he was already taller than either Fabian or 
Gervais, and so powerfully built that, lacking the typical weediness of 
adolescence, he would have looked like a man, except for his tousled 
black hair, the youthful glow of his skin, and the immaturity of his 
carriage and manner. He was an unusually striking and attractive boy, 
just as he had been an unusually striking and attractive baby; but he 
had not yet learned to carry his height or control his strength, and his 
clothes always looked outgrown, outworn, and unsuitable. Cressidc 
ventured to smooth back one of the unruly locks which fell over his 
forehead, because she knew Vail would regard the gesture as caressing 
rather than critical; but.she did not dare to straighten his flaming 
necktie or button his loosened shirt. He would have taken it from her, 
as he did so many things that he took from no one else; but she realized 
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fl^at he was touchy, that he did not like to have anyone fuss over him, 
and she refrained from presuming on his fondness. 

“Your lessons for tomorrow are all done, I suppose?” she asked, 
turning towards her bedroom from the hall where they had been 
standing. 

“You lie. Auntie. You don’t suppose anything of the sort. But you’re 
wrong. As a matter of fact they are done—for once,” Vail retorted. 
“Where’s the brat? Should I collect her while you’re fetching your 
bonnet and shawl?” 

“She’s in the kitchen with Carmelite, making gingerbread men. 
She’s getting to be a very enthusiastic little housewife. But she’ll drop 
her cookie-cutter like a shot when she sees you. She doesn’t hesitate to 
tell everyone—^including your brothers and sisters. I’m sorry to say— 
that you’re her favorite cousin.” 

Cresside smiled over her shoulder at Vail, who grinned in return, 
and went on into her bedroom. Though they were crowded in their 
little house on Somerulos Street, Fabian and Cresside were both at¬ 
tached to it, and had never seriously considered leaving it. They still 
slept in the square bedroom back of the library, with Frances Belle in 
the tiny one behind it, which had been created when part of the second 
ground-floor chamber was partitioned off into a bathroom. After she 
got bigger, she could move to one of the two dormers, which were 
surprisingly pleasant—after she got bigger or after she was displaced by 
a little brother, Cresside sometimes added. But Fabian never mentioned 
the little brother and he occasionally said, rather curtly for him, that 
Frances Belle would have to be a good deal bigger before he would 
consent to having her sleep upstairs. 

Cresside sat down in front of her dressing table, applied fresh 
make-up discreetly, and fluffed out her dark hair under a blue hat. 
Her happy marriage had caused her to bloom. There had never been 
a rift between her and Fabian, or a cloud as large as a man’s hand 
darkening their home; she had come to embody this harmony and 
tranquility and at thirty-five her face was softer, her figure more 
feminine than at eighteen. She had kept her slenderness and her style 
and she had no white hairs and no wrinkles. Vail often told her that 
people would really think she was his best girl instead of his aunt, 
while they were among strangers, if she did not develop a middle- 
aged spread or try out a henna rinse, and she was always secretly 
. delighted when he teased her in this way. She had a few acquaintances 
on the West Side, but not many, and it pleased her to think she might 
be mistaken, if not for Vail’s sweetheart, at least for an older sister, at 
the Plaquemine Sugar Festival. Taking off the blue hat, which she 
decided was a little old-fashioned, she slipped out of her dress, too, and 
changed quickly into a fresh gay print that made her look younger 
than ever, and a flower-wreathed straw which matched it. When she 
went back to the hall which divided her bedroom and the library from 
bhe drawing room and the dining room, she found that Vail and 
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Frances Belle had already gone out of the house and were waiting for 
her in the car. They called to her gaily and she joined them. 

All three could sit together in the front seat without crowding. Vail 
admittedly took up more than his share of the space, but Frances Belle 
was a slight, elfin child, prettier than her mother had been at the same 
age, but otherwise very much like her; she took up no room at all, to 
speak of, and Cresside took up very little, so that evened thinjts up, 
Vail declared, hoisting himself‘in behind the wheel. He had no’ been 
driving a car long, and the only one available for his use was ; n old 
rattletrap which Gervais had dis:arded; but the boy handled i well 
and kept up a stream of high-spii ted conversation as they drove ilong. 

‘^This ought to be a good show ::oday. YouVe heard tlie name t ley Ve 
given the pageant, haven’t you?” 

“I don’t think I have, Vail. I haven’t heard much of anything about 
the Cane Festival.” 

“ ‘The Sweetest Story Ever To 1.’ Dad thinks that’s silly, but I think 
it’s keen.” 

“Well, he would, you know, \ ail. Humor has to be of a ver> high 
oroer to appeal to Gervais. But I agree with you. I think it’s a good 
title for this particular kind of p^.geant—^it isn’t designed primar. ly for 
the intelligentsia. Do you know anything about this sweet story i ” 

“Oh, it’s supposed to trace the history of sugar from the time when 
this ‘was shrouded in the mists of antiquity’ up to the ‘moment of its 
present high development’! There’ll be eleven floats. This pageant’s 
in addition to the regular Festival parade, by the way. It’s something 
new this year... . The maids for the queen’s court of honor are being 
chosen differently, too.” 

“Are they? In what way?” 

“Well, you know last year and the year before they were sponsored 
by the di&rent plantations, and named after them—Margaret Supple 
was Miss Catherine, Margaret Hecht, Miss Saint Delphine, and so on. 
But this year the schools have been invited to select the maids.” 

“Which schools?” 

“Well, mostly high schools from the different parishes, but some 
academies, too. I’m sorry Grand Coteau wasn’t one of them. Syb 
ought to have stood a good chance of being picked for a maid, and 
she’d have got a great kick out of it.” 

“Do you think Sybelle’s happy at Grand Coteau, Vail? I wasn’t 
happy at Convent—I was glad when I heard it had closed down.” 

“You’re darn right she isn’t happy. But that wasn’t the big idea. 
You know the folks wanted to get her where she wouldn’t run into 
Rick Tramontc. Daddy and Mummy could stop him from coming to 
the house, but they couldn’t stop him from walking the levee. And 
when we took the victrola down to the batture, for sand dances, he 
always showed up. . . . Maybe you don’t know it, but Syb’s a riot 
when she dances in the moonlight.” 

“I do know it. I’ve known for a long time she would be. Your Uncle 
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Fabian predicted, years ago, that something like this would happen, 
I wasn’t sure it had happened to Riccardo Tramonte, though. No one 
came right out and told me before why Syb was sent away to school.” 

“Well, I reckon we can’t blame it all on the batture. Syb and 
Rick made a getaway once and of course that would have to be the 
night Dad took it into his head to come down on the beach. When 
he found out they’d gone to one of those bootleg shindigs at Hathaway 
he was fit to be tied. They’d never done it before and I don’t believe 
they ever would have again. Neither of them runs with the ‘hotcha’ 
gang that goes there. But they were bound to cut loose sooner or later 
and they had a bad break, picking the time they did. Dad acted the 
heavy father—^if anyone ever told him those went out with the War 
he didn’t listen. But he couldn’t very well lock Syb in her room and 
poke bread and water through a shutter door. So he thought Grand 
Coteau was the next best answer.” 

Cresside did not reply immediately. She knew that Hathaway had 
succeeded The Willows as the popular “hot spot” on the River Road, 
but she had never previously discussed the matter with Vail. Quite 
aside from her own personal feeling about it, there was something 
uncanny in the current vogue among riotous students for taking their 
own band and their own liquor to the deserted house, and dancing, by 
guttering candlelight, in the White Ball Room from dusk until dawn. 
The abandoned plantation was posted and theoretically trespassers 
were prosecuted; but so far no serious attempt had been made to break 
up the outlawed parties which had begun when prohibition was still 
nominally in force and had continued to flourish since its repeal. The 
thought of her lovely young niece in such a setting, under such condi¬ 
tions, was appalling to Cresside, and she realized, more keenly than 
ever before, how her own rash conduct at The Willows must have 
affected her family. But she was wise enough not to voice any censure 
of either Sybelle or Riccardo to VaiL Instead she spoke gently, sup¬ 
pressing an involuntary sigh. 

“Sybelle’s awfully young, Vail, to be falling in love.” 

“Aw, come clean, Auntie! You know being young isn’t the low- 
down on that. If she’d gone overboard for somebody like one of those 
Pereira boys. Dad would have said buh-less you my chee-ild—^I mean 
my children. But Rick won’t ever be anything but a Dago peddler’s 
son to them. It don’t matter his father’s one of the richest men in 
Baton Rouge, even. Say, you got to go to some of the football games 
with me this fall. Auntie, and see him in action. He was the hottest 
sophomore fullback L.S.U. ever had, and made All-Southern.” 

“I want to go to the football game, too,” piped up Frances Belle, 
speaking for the first time. 

“Right We’ll all go to the football games, sugar. That is, if I’m 
here.” 

“What do you mean, Vail, if you’re here? I thought you told Fabian 
you didn’t want to go to Princeton.” 
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‘‘I did tell him so. Look, Auntie, I’ve been meaning to talk to you 
about this for quite a while. Wait till I steer Leaping Lena down 
the levee and on to the ferry. Then we can get out and stand in the 
bow.” 

Cresside opened her lips and then pressed them together again* Be¬ 
cause finances were admittedly still in a bad way at Belle Heloise, it 
had been natural for Fabian, as the rich relative of the family, to offer 
to help meet the expenses of Vail's education, and equally naturj 1 for 
him to suggest his own alma m.iter. However, Vail had stubb >rnly 
but gratefully declined. He never could make the grade at oj.e of 
those swell Eastern colleges, he sa d, a little ruefully; he wasn’t in their 
class. Now with Uncle Fabian, :t was different, because he w ts in 
their class; and it was damn white of Uncle Fabian to suggest sej ding 
him. But he thought L.S.U. was more like it, for him. Phil woo d be 
ready for L.S.U. the same year he would, because Phil was smart just 
the opposite from him. He thougVit probably they better stick tog ther. 
That is, if he could manage to m ike the grade at all; his latest r larks 
hadn’t looked much Hke it. . .. 

“Vail, I want a coke,” Frances Belle said shrilly, breaking in on 
Cresside’s recollections. 

“Sure you do. So do I. So do you, don’t you. Auntie?” 

“No, thanks, VaiL You and Frances Belle go get yours. Ill wait for 
you here.” 

They had already come over the clattering gangplank, paid the 
collector, and swung into line with the other cars. Now they got out 
of theirs together, Frances Belle darting off towards the soft-drink 
stand on the upper deck, with Vail in rapid pursuit, and Cresside 
walking slowly to the bow. Hunched up in front of her was the same 
wide-shouldered Negro she had first seen while crossing the river with 
Fabian sixteen years before. He looked almost exactly as he had then, 
except that he was thinner; bent over a horn in the making, he moved 
a shard of glass back and forth along the rounded surface, as though 
he were still engaged on the same task that had busied him then. 
She stopped and spoke to him. 

“Good evening, Wilhe. Remember the first time I saw you on this 
ferry a long while ago, when I was with my cousin Fabian d’Alvery 
before we married? That was our little girl who went by just then.” 

Ferryboat Bill looked up, grinning. “Proud to see you again. Mis* 
d’Alvery. Do Lord, think how de time go byl Don’ seem possible you 
could have a gal-child big as de one Ah just see. De boy look fin^ too* 
She got no beau already, have she?” 

“Oh, no! Why, she’s only eleven. That was Vail d’Alvery.” 

“Sure enough? Well, Ah still says Ah don’ see where de time go to* 
Me— Ah’s makin’ blowin’ horns till yet, lak you sees. Dis here ram*s 
horn done been sent me to fix up all de way from Afriky.” 

He held it up so that she could get a better look at it. It was beau- 
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tifully polished, and somehow it reminded her of the Shofar which 
she and Fabian had seen in a synagogue at Jerusalem. She paused 
long enough to admire it, recalling with poignant happiness that joyous 
period in the Holy Land, Then she went on, with a pleasant good-by, 
her anxious thoughts already reverting to Vail. Was he unhappy at 
Belle Heloise, she asked herself wretchedly, and straining at the leash 
to escape? It certainly was not beyond the realm of possibility. She 
had been terribly unhappy there herself, and so had her father before 
her, Philogene because he never belonged to the place, and she because 
she never conformed to it. Perhaps Vail, who did not really belong or 
conform cither, was beginning to be vaguely conscious of this, vaguely 
restless and rebellious. They must take up the question of Princeton 
again, and not only for Vail’s sake, but for Fabian’s, too. Fabian, with 
no son of his own, would be happy to have at least a foster son 
there. . . . 

“I didn’t upset you, did I, Auntie? I didn’t mean to. There’s nothing 
to be upset about.” Vail had come back and was standing close beside 
her with his arm around her, just as Fabian had stood when they first 
crossed the ferry together. Other memories crowded in on Cresside, but 
she detached her mind from those centering on Fabian and listened 
intently to Vail. “It’s only that I’ve had a pip of a job offered me, and 
I think maybe I’d rather have that than go to college anywhere. 
Naturally if I could help Phil, I’d stay with him, like I was going to 
in the first place. But Phil needs me like a cat needs two tails. He’s 
got so many friends that I’ve got to pry him loose from them all the 
time, or I’d never sec him myself. Everybody likes Phil.” 

“Everyone likes you, too, Vail. You’ve got lots of friends yourself.” 

“Sure, I’ve got lots of friends. But it isn’t the same. You know that 
just as well as I do. Auntie.” 

“Who offered you this job, Vail? What kind of a job is it?” 

“Mr. Pereira, the last time he came to Belle Heloise for the week 
end. It’s a job in his coffee-importing house. He said twenty-five dollars 
a week to start, just as soon as I got through high school and a steady 
raise every year. ... Why Auntie, what’s the matter?” 

Cresside had suddenly dropped her purse. As Vail retrieved it and 
gave it to her she answered him with obvious effort. 

“Nothing’s the matter, really. I’m upset at this sudden idea of your 
not going to college. And it just so happens that a long time ago I 
knew a young man who went to work for the Pereiras and they didn’t 
get along very well. Perhaps you wouldn’t, either.” 

“I don’t see why not. The Pereiras are grand guys. It must have 
been this fellow’s own fault if he didn’t get on with them. Who was 
he anyway?” 

“Perhaps it was his fault,” Cresside adifiitted, disregarding the last 
question. “But Vail, you’ve taken me completely by surprise. I never 
heard you say you were interested in learning the coffee business. I 
thought you were interested in being a sugar planter. I didn’t dream 
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you thought of leaving Belle Heloise—unless you went away to college, 
of course, but then you’d come back. I’d miss you very much if you 
went to New Orleans. It may be very selfish of me, but I can’t help 
hoping you won’t.” 

“But Auntie, I wouldn’t be nearly so far away from you if I went 
to New Orleans as I would if I went to Princeton, and you never said 
a word about my doing that! I could come home from New Orleans 
week ends, and I could see you then, couldn’t I? Anyway, Belle loise 
is just bulging with boys. One me re or less wouldn’t m^e any d fier- 
ence. Honest, now, do you think it would?” 

“Of course it would,” Cresside s lid unconvincingly. “It would i lake 
a difference to your family and it would make a difference oi^ the 
plantation—^you’re needed on the plantation.” 

“Auntie, Phil wants to stay on t:ie plantation and Franchot war ts to 
stay on the plantation. And som* day we’ll all want to get ma ried 
and have families of our own. D » you think there’d be room f( r us 
all at Belle Heloise ? Somebody v ould have to be the boss—and that 
wouldn’t go so good with the otl ers.” 

“But you’re the eldest. If anyone goes, it ought to be one oi the 
others.” 

“I don’t see why, when they’re interested in sugar and I’m not.” 

“But you are interested in sugar! You wanted to come to this Festi¬ 
val today. You were more interested than any of the others. None of 
the others took the trouble to come. I don’t believe they even thought 
of it.” 

“No. But you see- 

Cresside looked quickly up at Vail. He had been talking to her very 
earnestly but now, to her astonishment, he looked a little sheepish. 
He seemed on the point of explaining something and then to be bash¬ 
ful about it. Nothing could have been more uncharacteristic of Vail. 
And as she looked at him again, Cresside saw that he himself had 
straightened the tie and buttoned the shirt which she with such diffi¬ 
culty had forborne from touching. His unruly hair had been neady 
slicked into place, and as the breeze from the river ruffled it slighdy, 
he raised a preternaturally clean hand and smoothed it back. 

“Why Vail!” she exclaimed involuntarily. “You didn’t have any 
special reason for wanting to come to the Festival, did you? I mean, 
there wasn’t any special person you thought you’d see here? Or was 
there?” 

“Vail, I want an Eskimo Pie,” piped Frances Belle. She had kept 
quiet for a long time, during a tiresome conversation from which she 
had been excluded, but now she could stand it no longer. She seized 
his hand again, dragging him once more in the direction of the soft- 
drink stand and speaking to him urgently. “If we don’t hurry we 
won’t get it before the ferry land^,” she said. “Come on, please, Vail!” 

They were on the road between Port Allen and Plaquemine before 
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Cresside got the answer to her question. Something had deterred her 
from repeating it, and she had almost decided Vail was determined to 
ignore it, when he broached the subject again, of his own accord. 

“You asked me a while back if there was any special reason why 
I wanted to come to the Festival,** he said with rather unconvincing 
nonchalance. “Well, of course I always like to see the Plaquemine- 
White Castle ball game at Athletic Park—^they have darn good teams 
for places that size. And I like to eat at Breaux* Restaurant. That 
gumbo they have— Boy! That’s something.** 

Cresside waited patiently for Vail to come to the point. 

“And this year a big motorcade is coming up from St. John Parish— 
all the cars with banners and stuff showing what plantations and 
factories they come from. And the Governor and Mrs. Noe are coming. 
I reckon they must be in Plaquemine already. We re kind of late.** 

As if he could hardly wait to see Governor and Mrs. Noe, both 
highly familiar and completely unexciting spectacles in Baton Rouge, 
Vail pressed his foot down on the accelerator and took a firm grip 
on the wheeL 

‘TJsually there are quite a lot of pretty girls there, too,** he went on, 
reverting to the tone of unconvincing nonchalance in which he had 
begun. “The maids sure do look right cute wearing their gingham 
dresses and carrying their sugar-cane bouquets. Until now they’ve been 
rather on the grown-up side though—^some of them as old as twenty, 
I reckon. But now that there’s been this idea of high-school kids-’* 

“Is one of your school friends a maid in the Festival?” Cresside 
inquired guardedly. 

“You mean from Baton Rouge? No one from the high school; 
there’s a girl from St. Joseph’s Academy and quite a few from the 
sororities at L.S.U.—but of course they’re old,” Vail explained. “Most 
of the smoothest ones come from other places, like Breaux Bridge and 
Abbeville and New Roads. There’s a girl from New Roads that’s a 
knockout. She’s smart, too. She’s the winner of one of the prizes the 
committee offered for the best essays on sugar growing. Gosh, if I was 
as smart as that girl, I wouldn’t have anything to worry about. I could 
go to Princeton, like you and Uncle Fabian want me to.” 

“What is this girl’s name?” Cresside inquired, still guardedly. 

“Susannah. Most of the crowd call her Sue, though.” 

“Susannah what?” asked Cresside, refraining from asking what 
crowd, though this was the first time she had heard of a crowd from 
New Roads in connection with VaiL 

“Susannah Prescott.” 

“Any kin to the Baton Rouge Prescotts?” 

“No. She’s a damn Yankee,” Vail chuckled. “Her folks come from 
somewhere in New England—Connecticut, I reckon. Or maybe it’s 
Vermont. It doesn’t matter—one of those little states,” Vail continued 
with Louisianian loftiness. “They’re some sort of kin to Charles Boyls- 
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ton. I thought he might have told you about them. I met them through 
him.” 

“No> he hasn’t told me about them. I haven’t seen much o£ Charles 
Boylston lately.” 

“Well, I’ve always thought he had a crush on you. I always thought 
Uncle Fabian cut him out,” remarked Vail, with the disconcerting 
penetration o£ the young. “Not that I’m sorry, though. Uncle Fab-an’s 
worth a dozen Charles Boylstons. Some Yankees are darn nice just 
the same.” 

“Have the Prescotts bought a place in New Roads?” inqiired 
Cresside, dropping the subject o£ Charles Boylston. 

“Yes, one of those nice old hous< s near Parlange, £acing False R ver. 
You must know the one I mean. It used to have a queer Gen lan- 
sounding name. But the Prescotts .have changed it. They’ve renam td it 
Salome.” 

“Salome!” 

“Yes. That was the name o£ or e o£ Sue’s great-grandmothers. 5fou 
wouldn’t believe it, but she saw the name herself, in some little c )un- 
try burying ground where the Pr( scotts used to have their famil; lot. 
Salome Church, this lady’s name was, and she married a man na med 
Shadrach Prescott. Sue says she came near being named Saome 
herself. Her father wanted to, but her mother stood out againsu it.” 

“I should think she might.” 

“It makes a nice name for a place, don’t you think?” 

“Yes, I think it makes a nice name for a place.” 

“Mr. and Mrs. Prescott want you to come and see them at Salome,” 
Vail announced. “You and Uncle Fabian both, of course. I reckon 
you’ll meet them today. They’ll be coming to Plaquemine with Sue.” 
He slowed down and slipped one of his hands briefly into Cresside’s. 
“If they ask you to go to see them, you’ll say yes, won’t you, Auntie?” 
he asked, and his voice was no longer casual; instead there was a note 
of entreaty in it. “Of course I would have told Mom about Sue,” he 
said, “except that she is so upset about Syb and Rick already. I 
knew she’d say I was too young, too.... I oughtn’t to have told you 
you were still my best girl. Auntie, because you’re not any more. 
Sue’s my best girl now, that is, I want her to be. The reason I want 
to get a job is so I can start earning money myself and be independent. 
And I wanted you to come to the Festival so that you could see her.” 

“Vail, please stop at the drugstore so we can get a banana split!” 
begged Frances Belle. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX 


Vail was right; they had been a little late in getting started. When 
Frances Belle demanded the banana split, he spoke impatiently to her 
for the first time. 

“Good Lord, we haven’t got time to go to a drugstore now! It isn’t 
half an hour since you had a coke and an Eskimo Pie. Those ought to 
hold you for a while. WeVe got to get this car parked somewhere, if 
we can find a place for it. The town’s jam-packed full already.” 

Frances Belle continued her clamor while Vail circled anxiously 
about, and Cresside tried to quiet her, with forced patience but without 
satisfactory results. She knew that her efforts would have been more 
successful if she could have concentrated on the fractious child instead 
of the impatient youth. But she was hardly conscious of what she said 
as she attempted to quiet her little daughter; in her distracted state it 
was all she could do to keep her voice under control. She had been so 
pleased because Vail thought of sharing his outing with her, so flat¬ 
tered that he kept up the joking pretense that anyone would take her 
for his best girl, so sure that she represented the paramount interest of 
his life; and after all, he had not brought her to Plaquemine because 
he wanted her to have a good time; he had not come to watch the 
sports or listen to the speeches or associate with sugar planters. He 
had come because he wanted to see a pert little Yankee who was 
inappropriately established at New Roads, and he had brought his 
Aunt Cresside along, so that she would make the suitable and gracious 
approach towards acceptance of this girl and her family. It was 
ridiculous, it was incredible. Vail was much too young to be serious 
about a sweetheart. Why, he was only a few years older than Frances 
Belle, who kept squirming around and shrilly demanding some form 
of food every few minutes! Vails general behavior was almost equally 
immature. And yet—and yet— Startled as she was at the turn of 
events, she must not forget to be fair. He had not shut her away 
from an experience that was vital to him; he had asked her to share it, 
he wanted her to share it. He had not spoken of it to Merry, but he 
had revealed it to her. And he had not done anything discreditable, he 
had not shown himself untrustworthy in any way. This girl who had 
caught his fancy might be an outsider, but apparently she had back¬ 
ground and breeding, she probably behaved herself; and Vail was 
courting her openly, not only wiUing but eager to have both her 
family and his witness his suit. Suddenly a great wave of relief en¬ 
gulfed her, sweeping away the haunting dread of years: that some 
day he would do what his father had done and be what his father had 
been. She looked towards him with eyes that were bright with tears, 
but they were tears of thanksgiving.... 
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‘1 reckon wc can just squeeze in here,” Vail was saying in a voice 
of triumph, as he indicated a narrow alley which by some miracle 
had been overlooked. “Come on, let’s get going. I’m afraid we’ll just 
have to stand anywhere we can find a place, to sec the parade. You 
don’t mind, do you. Auntie? Afterwards I’ll see that you get a good 
seat somewhere.” Oblivious of her inner turmoil, he was still con¬ 
cerned for her comfort. “That’s the L.S.U. Band you hear, sujtar,’* 
he went on, speaking good-naturedly to Frances Belle again in pitc 
of his haste. “A hundred and sixiy pieces they brought over. Mikes 
you feel proud of the old home :own, doesn’t it, to think they can 
furnish all that many ? It’s head ng the parade. The drum ms ior*s 
Llewellyn Williams. That white vmtfit of his is pretty smooth, sn't 
it?—and he sure swings a wicked baton. We’ll see the floats n a 
minute. Here, stand in front of me, both of you. I’m wide cm ugh 
to keep off the crowd and tall enc agh to see right over you.” 

The bystanders on the curb in . ront of the Hotel Silber had r ladc 
room for them, and they wedged their way in between a tall aw- 
boned young farmer wearing a pi lid shirt and a battered fedora,, and 
a corpulent woman in rusty black, whom Cresside recognized, fter 
a few minutes of trying to place her, as Mrs. Hartzberg, the ki idly 
neighbor who had befriended Max Stoetzner in his extremity. I'res- 
endy they were chatting like long-lost friends, discussing, with enthusi¬ 
asm, the details of the parade which was now progressing triumphantly 
down the street. Following the band and preceding the floats came a 
large contingent of plantation overseers, mounted on their sturdy cobs. 
These men, living the year round in the saddle, rode not only with 
the accustomed ease which might be taken for granted, but also with 
an effect of unity which would have done credit to any cavalry. Vail, 
who was an excellent horseman himself, gazed at them with mingled 
admiration and regret. 

“Sance ought to be there,” he said in a voice of disappointment. “He 
can ride with any of them. If Syb had been home she’d have got 
Dad to let him come. Syb can do almost anything with Dad—at 
least she could until the hullabaloo about Riccardo. Now Phil’s the 
white-haired boy. And he wasn’t interested in this show, for some 
reason.” Vail followed the overseers with his eyes until they had turned 
the corner, clattering out of sight. By that time it was too late for him 
to get a good look at the first float, representing the creation of sugar 
by a celebrated xnagician at the request of an Indian Rajah. Frances 
Belle, greatly intrigued by the brilliant colors and fantastic costumes 
with which this float was embellished and filled with curiosity as to 
their meaning, nudged him in the ribs, avid for information. 

“What are those men doing there? Why do they wear clothes like 
that? What are they saying to each other?” 

He tried to explain, but the first float had gone past before he suc¬ 
ceeded, those portraying the successive introduction of sugar into 
China, Persia and Egypt were already lumbering past, and Frances 
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Belle had begun to ask questions about these. The Crusaders appeared, 
establishing their sugar routes across the Mediterranean; Columbus, 
bringing it to Santo Domingo; Etienne de Bore discovering modern 
granulating methods, and Frances Belle’s curiosity was still unap¬ 
peased. On the final float a group of Negro hands was gathered around 
a mammoth plantation bell. Obviously delighted at having become the 
center of attraction, they grinned expansively, showing their dazzling 
white teeth and responding jovially to the applause of the crowd. 

‘‘Our hands belonged on that float, too,” Vail said, turning from 
Frances Belle to Cresside and speaking in the same regretful way in 
which he had referred to Sance. Evidently the fact that Belle Heloise 
had not figured in this Festival was preying on his mind, and sud¬ 
denly Cresside realized that this was because he would have been 
proud if the Prescotts could have seen it represented, and been prop¬ 
erly impressed with its importance and prestige. “Ifiat bell doesn’t 
begin to be as big as ours,” he went on. “The inscription on it isn’t 
so hot, either. I can’t even make it out.” And then Cresside seemed 
to see her father standing by the great bronze bell which was so 
eloquent a memorial to Thiac-Maignon, the Creole artisan who had 
cast it, and to hear the first Philogene drawling, “/ pour pie, A pour 
amour, P pour passion, R pour ravir, T pour tempter, 1 pour ivresse, 
E pour extase—dis done, Cresside, a tu compris?'* 

She did understand now, but she had learned in a hard school, and 
when she was Vail’s age she had not known at all. A fresh pang shot 
through her heart at the realization that he must learn it all too, and 
' that such knowledge never came easily. She had been thinking of the 
Prescotts as interlopers on the Southern scene; now she saw that in 
the supercilious New England way they might consider Vail easy¬ 
going, ill-groomed and unscholarly. As a background, Belle Heloise 
did not loom as large as it once had; even its rightful heir would be 
no great match for a girl of wealth and position. And Vail was not 
its rightful heir. But for Fabian’s intervention he would not have been 
its heir at all. Though, of course, the Prescotts did not know that, 
must never find that out. . .. 

“Let’s drift over to the Knights of Columbus Home,” Vail proposed 
restlessly. “That’s where the queen and her ladies-in-waiting were 
supposed to watch the pageant. The rest of the bunch will most likely 
be somewhere around. Anyway we can find out. I reckon we can get 
through the crowd now. Would you feel like trying. Auntie?” 

“Of course I feel like trying it. I’m still a pretty good walker, you 
know, Vail, in spite o^ my aovanced age, and the Home’s* only about 
a block away.” 

“Advanced age, my foot! You don’t look a day older than those 
coeds!” 

He put his hand under her elbow and they “drifted” along to the 
Knights of Columbus Home. But apparently they had delayed too 
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long. The balcony was already deserted. Disappointed, but by no 
means disheartened, Vail suggested that they should go on. 

“I reckon the only thing to do is to keep milling around until we 
find someone wc know. There’s going to be a concert on the Com¬ 
munity Club grounds and the queen’s parade is going to wind up 
there. Then the girls will go straight on to the ball. We’re certain to 
see the Prescotts at the Community Club.” 

“I’m hungry,” Frances Belle announced. “I want my supper. I’m 
tired of walking around. Can’t ^'/e have supper somewhere, V lil?” 

“You must have a tapeworm, k d. You don’t do anything but eat,” 
Vail retorted. But he did not s,)eak crossly. Instead he looke i at 
Cresside inquiringly. “It might n )t be such a bad idea, you kn )w,” 
he said. “We could go to Breaux’ Restaurant and just sit there intil 
it’s time for the concert. Sit and Ci t too, of course. Other people n ight 
think of doing the same thing.” 

The sidewalk was clearing now, and their progress was fairly r pid^ 
Leading the way, Vail dove down three or four steps to a half-hi' iden 
entrance into a channeUike cafe >vith a lunch counter at one si( c of 
the narrow space. Beyond this counter, the space widened somev'hat, 
and tables were scattered about where, Vail explained, “the twenty five- 
cent lunches were served.” Here he paused, looking quickly around, 
and then hurried forward again towards still another section of the 
cafe, divided from the “twenty-five-cent tables” by a step and a railing. 
Almost immediately he turned to Cresside in triumph. 

“Oh, Auntie, there they are now! Mr. and Mrs. Prescott, I mean! 
At the first fifty-cent table. . . . Why, how do you do, Mrs. Prescott ? 
How do you do, sir? Mrs. Prescott, this is my Aunt Cresside, Mrs. 
Fabian d’Alvery. And this is my little cousin, Frances Belle.” 

His voice rang with pride as he presented them. Cresside acknowl¬ 
edged the presentation graciously, and Frances Belle, quickly remem¬ 
bering her manners, hastened to drop a quaint curtsy. In return they 
were greeted with cordial civility. She and her husband had just 
started their tea, Mrs. Prescott said; of course Mrs. d’Alvery and Vail 
and Frances Belle must join them. Only she knew they would rather 
have coffee. She hadn’t lived in Louisiana long, but she had lived 
there long enough to know thatl Extra chairs were quickly drawn up 
to the table and the toast and fig preserves which had accompanied 
the tea were promptly supplemented by heartier fare. Frances Belle 
became speedily absorbed in a double sundae, and Cresside, drinking 
her coffee in slow sips, appraised the Prescotts with decreasing 
anxiety, perfectly well aware that they were likewise appraising her. 
They were gentlefolk, there was no doubt of that, even gentlefolk of 
considerable distinction—a little on the stiff side, perhaps, but that 
was understandable. Both. were tall and slim and fair, with that 
subtle resemblance to each other which long and harmoniously mar¬ 
ried couples often attain; seeing them in a crowd, Cresside would have 
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taken them for brother and sister rather than for husband and wife, 
and as she observed them more closely she saw, or fancied she saw, 
that they resembled Charles Boylston, too. They were both courtly, if 
reserved, of manner, and they were both dressed in beautifully tailored 
clothes, more appropriate for city than plantation wear, in Cresside’s 
opinion, but undeniably fashioned by a master hand. Mrs. Prescott was 
wearing no ornaments but her engagement ring and a brooch at her 
throat, but these jewels, like her clothes, were exceptionally handsome. 
Vail, though he spoke both to Mr. and Mrs. Prescott with more obvious 
respect than Cresside had ever seen him display towards his elders 
before, did not seem overpowered by them; indeed, he apparently 
knew them well enough already to be comparatively at ease with them. 

“I’ve been looking around everywhere for Sue, sir. I thought she’d 
be at the Knights of Columbus Home.” 

“No, only the queen’s ladies-in-waiting and the two previous festi¬ 
val queens watched the parade from the balcony with her. All the 
other maids sat on a platform in front of the Catholic Church.” 

“I wanted her and Auntie to meet each other. Do you know where 
she is now?” 

“She’s just gone to some friend’s house to dress. You know the 
girls arc wearing colonial costumes this year instead of gingham and 
I imagine they’re getting great fun out of it—I never knew a girl 
who didn’t! But of course Sue must meet your aunt later on. . . • 
You’re staying for the ball, I hope, Mrs. d’Alvery?” 

“I’m afraid that would mean keeping Frances Belle up too late,” 
'Cresside began. Then seeing Vail’s expression of consternation she 
added hastily, “But I suppose that wouldn’t hurt her, for once. Yes, 
we’d be glad to.” 

“Then you’ll see Sue in all her glory at the Community Club. Per¬ 
haps we can sit together.. . . We’ve been hoping, Mrs. d’Alvery, that 
something would bring you and your husband to New Roads. Don’t 
you ever come over to False River?” 

“We haven’t been there in a long time. But we’d like very much 
to call on you. Is Sunday a good time? Fabian’s in Washington today, 
but that’s unusual. He’s nearly always at home and at liberty on 
Sunday.” 

Sunday was a very good day for them, Mrs. Prescott declared. In¬ 
deed, they were trying to continue their lifelong custom of making a 
feature of their Sunday breakfasts and asking their friends to share 
these, at noon instead of nine: that and the pitchers ofjruit juice 
on the sideboard were the only innovations. They served baked beans, 
brown bread, codfish balls, apple sauce, doughnuts and coffee, just 
as they always had. 

“It sounds wonderful,” Cresside murmured appropriately, not with¬ 
out some inner qualms concerning the codfish balls. But the Prescotts 
were playing up nobly, and for Vail’s sake she was determined not 
to let them down. It presently transpired that they had served these 
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Sunday delicacies not only in Boston, or thereabouts, as she had more 
or less taken for granted, but pretty much all over the world. Mr. 
Prescott had been for a long time in the American Foreign Service^ 
though he had now retired and spent most of his time tinkering Vfith 
inventions; he had served in such divergent points as Lisbon, Port- 
au-Prince, Cairo and Helsinki. Looking at them more closely, Cresside 
saw that both he and his wife were considerably older than she .lad 
at first supposed; Susannah must have been born when they verc 
far past their youth. Was she an only child, Cresside wondered, xe- 
membering that Vail had not men'ioned any brothers or sisters, its. 
Prescott answered her unspoken question. 

“Our one ewe lamb is taking to Louisiana like a duck to wat x,” 
she said. Then laughing a little, she added, “There I go, mi> ng 
metaphors again! My cousin Charks is always teasing me about th it.” 
The conversation turned, naturally enough, to Charles Boylston, nd 
Cresside and the Prescotts were s ill talking about him when '' 'ail 
reminded them it was time they s arted to the concert. 

The Community Club was on me same street, but it was sev xal 
blocks away, near the locks, wheje Bayou Plaquemine flowed i ito 
the river. Frances Belle’s footsteps were lagging before it was read ed, 
and though she had ceased to clamor for food, she was obviously tired 
and sleepy. Cresside suggested that it would be better if she kept 
the little girl at the rear of the grounds and urged the others to go for¬ 
ward without her; but it was soon obvious that the only seats left 
were in the back row of the roped-off space. The Prescotts and the 
d’Alverys sat down side by side and listened, with uniform politeness 
but varying absorption, to the performance of the State "University 
Band. 

The music was surprisingly good, and the band members made a 
gorgeous showing in their purple and gold uniforms. But in spite of 
her best efforts, Cresside’s attention constantly wandered from them. 
She was watching the street for the first glimpse of the parade and 
straining her ears to catch the sound of the other band which would 
accompany it. Vail, she knew, was even more impatient, and he 
showed it. The Prescotts remained completely calm, applauding at 
all the proper intervals, their eyes fixed on the gold and purple uni¬ 
forms. If it had been her daughter who was shortly to appear as a 
figure of fantasy, she could not have been so serene, Cresside thought, 
glancing down at the drowsy child nestling at her side. It would be 
only a few more years before Frances Belle would be as old as Susan¬ 
nah, taking part in festivals, going to balls, finding her first suitor. Her 
heart failing at the thought, Cresside pressed her litde daughter more 
closely to her side.... 

The band was playing “The Stars and Stripes Forever,” which was 
apparently its final selection, and the parade was coming at last. The 
strains for which Cresside had been listening became audible, faindy 
at first, but gradually growing louder and louder. The red flare of 



torches appeared in the distance, and presently the Negroes who car¬ 
ried them came into view, their white coats and white kerchiefs ruddy 
with flickering light. The Negroes were in high spirits; they sang 
and whistled, exchanging jokes with their cronies among the spec¬ 
tators, and occasionally interrupting their march to execute a few 
dance steps. In their wake the first float, golden and gleaming, swung 
into sight, drawn by four fine black horses, whose harnesses had 
been wrapped in gold cloth. In the center of the float a masked girl, 
adorned with the jewels of a Carnival Queen, was shown stepping 
from the crystal circle of a hemisphere. She wore a golden ciown and 
carried a golden scepter, and two other girls, also gorgeously dressed, 
bore her golden train. The float moved slowly so that there would 
be time for the queen to bow and smile in every direction, acknowledg¬ 
ing the applause of the crowd; but after it had passed the Community 
Club, the parade accelerated its pace. The light from the torches was 
fitful, bringing some of the floats into bright relief and obscuring 
others; Cresside’s impression of the majority was confused. She saw 
Father Time encircled with girls dressed in pastel shades, all so young 
and pretty that they had no cause to fear him, and failed to catch 
the symbolism of the display. She saw a water wagon—one of the 
great barrels on wheels used in the cane fields—surrounded by laugh¬ 
ing Negroes, as the plantation bell had been, earlier in the day, and 
this sdemed to her significant and appropriate. A horn of plenty trun¬ 
dled by, overflowing with animated sugar bags. Then a great sugar 
bowl, with a charming head peeping from it and others peeping 
around it, swung into sight, and Vail clutched her arm excitedly. 

“There’s Suel In the sugar bowl! Look, Auntiel Isn’t she a knock¬ 
out?” 

Cresside murmured, “Lovely, darling!” with convincing enthusiasm, 
but the float had gone on before she had received more than a fleeting 
impression of shining silver and fair young faces; and after these had 
disappeared, Vail was no longer interested in the parade. He wanted 
to get into the hall before all the best seats were taken, as they had 
been at the outdoor concert. As it proved, he was right in urging his 
companions to hurry and in propelling the sleepy Frances Belle him¬ 
self. The Community Club was packed already, and it took some 
maneuvering to get a good look at the stage. This had been orna¬ 
mented with a backdrop representing the facade of an ante-bellum 
plantation house, with a columned entrance and long French windows. 
Patches of young cane were scattered realistically over the foreground, 
and at one side, under a clump of trees, the queen—who had ap¬ 
parently been whisked in ti^rough a side door—^was seated, still 
masked, on a large thronelike chair, her maids of honor hovering 
attentively near her. A string orchestra had been playing while the 
audience was gathering, but now a slight, kindly-looking man 
mounted the platform and held up his hand for silence. 

“Ladies and gendemen,” he said. “It is a great pleasure and a great 
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privilege for me, as the Mayor o£ this city, to Avelcome you to the 
third Louisiana Sugar Cane Festival I think those o£ you who have 
attended our first two festivals will agree that this year Plaqueminc 
has surpassed all its previous efforts* This evening you have beheld a 
representation of the sweetest story ever told. You must have thrilled,, 
as I did, at the splendor of that magnificent historical pageant, i^ nd 
while its spell was still strong upon you, another parade has magic; lly 
unwound before your wondering eyes—a parade led by the Queen of 
the Festival, enthroned on a gok en float, and followed by ot ler 
sumptuous floats proudly bearing as their burden the loveliest m« ids 
from every sugar Parish in this Sta* e, come to do honor to our ow a.’' 

The Mayor paused to take breath and to await applause. Relieved on 
both scores, he continued with in :reasing fervor as he approaci ed 
the climax of his peroration. 

“But up to this moment, ladies and gentlemen, you have b en 
denied the privilege of meeting the .e lovely young ladies. In the c ise 
of the Queen, even her identity has oeen withheld from you by me ns 
of a mask. In the case of the oth rs, while you have been able to 
gaze on their charming countenances, you have not been inforn ed 
of their names or the location of their homes or the educational in¬ 
stitutions which have chosen them as representatives. It is now my 
proud prerogative to introduce to you this bevy of beauty, beginning 
of course with their Sovereign Lady. Queen Sucrosa III, I command 
that you unmask, revealing yourself to this gathering as none other 
than Miss Genevieve Kearney of New Roads!” 

Again applause resounded, spontaneously this time. The Queen, 
accepting the Mayor’s hand, stepped from her throne to acknowledge 
it; and as it went on and on, she made a graceful, deprecatory ges- 
ture, signifying that it was time to stop, and glanced towards her 
ladies-in-waiting as if to say it was their turn now. They were both 
Plaquemine girls, whom the Mayor had known from childhood, and 
at some length he traced their family background and cultural de¬ 
velopment and paid due tribute to their charms. 

“At this rate, it will be midnight before we get to dance,” Vail 
muttered, creasing his yellow program and uncreasing it again. “The 
old geezer must be wound up. The introduction of the maids was 
supposed to start at nine-twenty and it’s way past that now.” 

“Not much past, really,” Cresside told him in a whisper. “I think 
the Mayor’s almost through anyway. And he’s enjoying himself so 
much! You shouldn’t resent it if he rambles on a little. Besides, think 
how proud the families of those girls must be. They’re drinking in 
every word he says.” 

“Well, I’m not,” Vail said tersely. “I want to see the maids have 
some kind of a chance. I want—:—” 

“Hush, darling! He really is through with the ladies^in-waiting. 
Now he’s signaling to someone else,” 

A pretty girl had appeared from the wings and given her hand 



to the Mayor, who presented her to his audience as Miss Katherine 
LaCour, representing the Innis High School. She curtsied gracefully, 
crossed to the other side of the stage, and went down the runway, 
where she was met by a young man who had been patiently standing 
there for some moments, obviously awaiting some kind of a cue, 
and they took their places in a semicircle of reserved seats in tl^e front 
of the hall. Before Miss LaCour and her escort had moved aside, 
the Mayor was introducing another maid and another young man 
had stepped eagerly forward to escort her to the semicircle. The 
fourth time that this process was repeated, Vail stirred in his sear 
and half rose. 

“What’s the matter?” Cresside asked, still in a whisper. 

“Nothing. I reckon it’s time for me to be moving towards the 
stage, though. It’ll be Sue’s turn any minute now.” 

He went carefully past her and the Prescotts, nodding and smiling 
a little self-consciously, and edged his way along the side of the hall, 
moving with his usual boyish awkwardness and holding his head with 
an air of assurance which Cresside felt certain must be assumed. He 
had said nothing about this part of the program, whiclj was evi¬ 
dently the prelude to some sort of a fancy dance, nothing about 
Susannah’s selection of him as a* partner. For it must have been a 
selection; this orderly progress could not be impromptu; it had ob¬ 
viously been planned with great care. If Vail had not been shy about 
disclosing the role which he was to play, he would have talked about 
it, as he had about other features of the Festival; and suddenly 
Cresside felt a pang of pity for him. It meant so much to him, this 
meeting with Susannah, and it might mean so little to her! Vail 
was young to be hurt. . .. 

“Miss Lydia Dupuis of Breaux Bridge, representing the Cecilia High 
School,” the Mayor was saying. “Miss Nancy Barker of Plaquemine, 
representing St. Basil’s Academy—^Miss Beulah Butte of Reserve, 
representing the Leon Godchaux High School. . . . Miss Susannah 
Prescott of New Roads, representing St. Joseph’s Convent. . . 

Holding her breath, Cresside watched the wings for Susannah’s en¬ 
trance. She saw a slim girl who held herself very erect, and whose 
brown hair was parted smoothly in the middle. Her eyes were gray, 
her eyebrows and eyelashes almost black; they made a striking note 
of color in her otherwise pale little face. She had a small straight 
nose and a firm but shapely chin. At first she gave the impression 
of being very demure; but when she smiled and acknowledged her 
introduction, she showed bewitching dimples and her lashes curled 
coquettishly down over her delicate cheeks. The curtsy she made was 
accomplished and graceful and the colonial dress which she wore was 
obviously no festival costume, hastily put together for the occasion 
from sleazy material; it was made of rich cream-colored grosgrain 
and trimmed with ivory-tinted lace. Cresside guessed that these warm 
shades might be the result of antiquity, that both dress and lace had 
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once been snow white and that they had served as the bridal finery 
for one of Susannah’s great grandmothers, perhaps the startlingly 
named Salome Church. But whoever its original owner, Susannah 
wore it well; the tight pointed bodice and plain elbow sleeves became 
her; the voluminous skirt made her trim waist look all the smaller. 
Only over the bosom it did not fit her; her ancestress must have been 
fuller breasted than she was, probably because Salome was older :han 
Susannah when she wore it and had already lost Susannah’s appe« ling 
immaturity. Even in colonial tim< s, girls as young as Susannah did 
not marry. Or did they? Did they lo it sometimes even now? Cre side 
looked at Susannah with fresh a )prehcnsion and reluctant adr lira- 
tion, as the girl walked slowly dovv^n the runway to meet Vail, fter 
that, Cresside saw nothing clear'/ until the Royal Dance wa in 
progress, and Vail and Sue were circling the hall among the c ;her 
maids and their escorts. 

They danced easily and well to^ ether, as if they had done it bi fore 
and were accustomed to each oil er’s ways. But there was far less 
appearance of abandon in their movements than in those of i lost 
couples on the floor. Many of tl 'se were already cheek to ch:ek; 
others were releasing each other to execute fancy steps, and ihen 
flinging themselves into their partner’s arms again, more closely em¬ 
braced than before. Vail’s steps and Susannah’s were in perfect unison, 
but he held her lightly, and she continuously gave the effect of insist¬ 
ing on her identity, rather than merging it with his. For the most 
part she danced in silence, her head slightly bent, and Cresside was 
more conscious of the girl’s smooth brown hair and its white part 
than of her highbred little face. But every now and then she looked 
up with the arch expression for which Cresside was already be¬ 
ginning to watch, and said something which obviously pleased and 
amused Vail very much, for he threw back his head and laughed 
whenever she did so. Something about this carefree interchange of 
merriment struck Cresside as inexplicably poignant. She looked away 
from the dancers, belatedly turning her attention to the Prescotts. 

‘1 understand now why Vail was so upset when I said perhaps we 
wouldn’t stay for the dance. He’s very fortunate to have your lovely 
little daughter for a partner. She’s easily the most charming girl in 
the group.” 

Briefly, and not too emphatically, Mr. and Mrs. Prescott disclaimed 
their right to the compliment, commenting favorably on Vail in re¬ 
turn: he had so much vitality, and at the same time, so much sta¬ 
bility for a boy of his age; and he was almost outrageously good 
looking! That special combination of coloring—^very black hair, with 
bright blue eyes and ruddy cheeks—was most unusual. The Prescotts 
"Were eager to see his twin; they had heard that she was really a beauty. 

“Yes, there’s no doubt of that. But don’t expect her to look like 
yail. She’s as fair as he is dark and has wonderful blond ringlets 
instead of a straight black mop like his. I don’t know whether you 
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remember Mary Pickford in her prime-well, Sybelle’s a little that 
type. The younger children are delightEul too, especially Philogene. 
He’s generally considered the flower of the family. But I mustn’t run 
on like this about my young relatives. . . .” 

Her eyes wandered towards the floor again. All the girls, wearing 
their quaint colonial costumes and dancing with the natural zest of 
youth and high spirits, made a pleasing picture. But she had spoken 
the truth when she said that Susannah was the most charming in 
the group. While Cresside looked at her with renewed intentness, 
half hopeful, half fearful of finding some flaw, the music came to 
a slow stop. Lingeringly, Vail’s arm began to slide from Susannah’s 
waist, and as if slightly intolerant of his procrastination, she freed 
herself, in the same light easy way that she had danced, and started 
across the floor with Vail following her. When she reached the side, 
she faced Cresside with her bewitching smile, holding out a small 
shapely hand. 

“I’m so glad you came to the Festival with Vail, Mrs. d’Alvery,” 
she said. Her voice was cool and pleasant, like her parents’, and she 
spoke with complete poise. “And is this Frances Belle? What a sweet 
little girl! No, please don’t wake her!” 

Susannah bent over the sleeping child, smoothing back a stray 
curl. “I’ve been wishing I could meet the rest of Vail’s family, ever 
since fic brought Phil to see me,” she went on, straightening up again. 
“I hoped Phil would come to the Festival, but Vail says he wasn’t in¬ 
terested. I’m afraid I didn’t make much of an impression on him. But 
he did on me. I’ve kept telling Mother and Father that they might 
as well make up their minds that Phil’s my fate, because I have. 
I’m going to wait for him to grow up.” 


CHAPTER XL 

As THE dAlverys approached the little house on Somcrulos Street 
after taking the last ferry, Cresside saw, with surprise, that the lights 
were on in the library and realized that Fabian must have come home 
unexpectedly. Her joy at the thought of seeing him was tinged with 
regret because she had not been there to welcome hina, and she ran 
swiftly up the steps, leaving Vail to follow with Frances Belle in his 
arms. The little girl had slept soundly throughout the drive home, 
and she did not stir when Vail lifted her out of the car. Fabian opened 
the front door and greeted his family with mock reproof. 

“Deserting me, are you, Cresside? Stealing your aunt, eh, Vail? 
What’s the big idea?” 

“The idea was to introduce me to Mr. and Mrs. Prescott of New 
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Roads and their daughter Susannah,” Cresside answered with some¬ 
thing of her old drollery. “But the Plaquemine Sugar Festival was 
the medium for this auspicious presentation. We’ve seen two parades 
and a coronation and a ball and we’ve listened to three bands. We’re 
pretty much all in now, but we’ll tell you about it tomorrow. Good 
night, Vail. Just shift Frances Belle over to her father, will you? I 
think I can get her undressed without waking her. Thanks for tal ing 
me to the show. I’ve had a swell time. And by the way—tl ink 
Susannah’s a grand girl.” 

Muttering an incoherent word of appreciation, Vail kissed her g )od 
night and sauntered down the walk. From the gallery Cres ide 
watched him as he got back into t le rattletrap car and slammed the 
undependable door so that it would shut. Then she waved to hh i a 
last time and went back into the house with her husband as ’’■ail 
bucked off down the street. Const juently she did not see him t irn 
the car around and start back in o town instead of proceeding to¬ 
wards the River Road. He did not stop until he had almost reac led 
the ferry again. Then he drew up i: the little house behind the Fa icy 
Grocery Store where Luigi and Netta, in spite of their mount ng 
prosperity, had continued to live, and where they had taken it for 
granted that their only son would continue to live with them, in¬ 
stead of in barracks or at a fraternity house, while he attended the 
University. A few lights were still burning inside, and beyond the 
open window, Vail could see Riccardo seated at a desk. He whistled, 
giving a special signal that had been understood between them for 
years. Riccardo immediately jumped up and came to the door. 

“Hello, there I What on earth are you doing out at this time of 
night ? ” 

“Hello yourself! I’ve been to the Plaquemine Sugar Festival. What 
are you doing up at this time of night?” 

“Studying. The finals are getting too darn close for comfort.” 

“Hell, you should worry. You haven’t got a mark below A minus 
all year.” 

“I’m not worrying. But I don’t want to get anything lower than 
that next year either. ... I haven’t been studying all evening anyway. 
Just off and on. I’ve been reading that new book of John Gunther’s, 
Inside Europe, It’s keen. You ought to read it yourself, Vail, and find 
out what’s going on over there. You haven’t got the first idea.” 

“I got plenty to do, just trying to keep track of what happens right 
on the plantation. Dad can’t look after everything. . . . What else you 
been doing while I’ve been out dancing?” 

“Sounds sort of like the ant and the cricket, the way you put it. 
I’ve been listening to Paul Sullivan’s broadcast. Do you know what? 
He’s sure we’re in for another war.” 

“You’re crazy with the heat. Or else he is. The last one ^vas the 
war to end all wars.” 

“Tliat’s what you think.” 
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“It’s what everyone thinks, isn’t it? I know that’s why Dad went.” 

“I reckon it’s what everyone thought in 1916. I don’t know that 
so many people think that way any more. What does your father say 
about the occupation of the Rhineland?” 

“Nothing much. Something about how France and England could 
have stopped it between them but maybe they didn't think it was 
all that important or they would have. He said a lot more about-” 

It had been on the tip of Vail’s tongue to say, “About the Italian 
invasion of Ethiopia,” but he stopped just in time. Riccardo, either 
oblivious of the slip or pretending to be, swung open the screen door. 

“Come on in, why don’t you? If we’re going to settle the future 
of the world we might as well do it sitting down.” 

Vail did not wait to be asked a second time. There was nothing 
on earth he liked better than to stay up till all hours arguing with 
Riccardo on weighty matters which neither of them understood very 
well. When he did not return from an evening’s outing, it was as¬ 
sumed that he was spending the night on Somerulos Street. Occa¬ 
sionally this was the case, and as no one ever brought up the ques¬ 
tion, he did not feel it necessary to disclose that far more frequently 
he was spending it at the Tramontes’. 

“I could do with something to* eat,” Riccardo announced, latching 
the screen door. “How about you?” 

“I sure could. I haven’t had anything to speak of all day.” 

“I thought they had good food over in Plaquemine.” 

“Maybe they do somewheres. We couldn’t find anything,” Vail de¬ 
clared shamelessly, forgetting how recently he had chided Frances 
Belle for her unbridled appetite. 

“Well, we had a man-size hunk of roast for dinner. Must a 
left. Let’s see anyway. Don’t make any more noise than you can 'icio. 
Father has to get off to Lafayette around five tomorrow morning—1 
mean this morning. I don’t want to wake him and Mother.” 

The two boys tiptoed to the immaculate kitchen and switched on 
the lights. The huge white refrigerator loomed enticingly before 
them. Opening it, they extracted the substantial remains of a twelve- 
pound beef roast, cut off thick rare slices, and made themselves bulky 
sandwiches. Reinforcing these with three-fourths of a chocolate layer 
cake, half of a dewberry pie, and two bottles of milk, they returned to 
Riccardo’s bedroom and spread the feast on his desk in the midst 
of his books and papers. 

“How was the dance?” Riccardo inquired, sitting doWn, his mouth 
full of sandwich. 

“Swell. Aunt Cresside liked Sue a lot, too. At least she said so, and 
she’s all set to be nice anyhow. The hitch will come with Mom and 
Dad and grand'mhre. Especially grand'mhrer 

“How come?” 

“I never knew it to fail. A fellow’s family always says, why yes, of 
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course she’s a very nice girl, but still she isn’t exactly the soft of girl 
that-” 

Vail grinned, speaking in. a mocking falsetto, Riccardo failed to 
return the grin. 

“Anyway, they don’t stop you from taking her to a dance. They 
can’t, so long as her folks let her go. Now you take Syb and me, 
we can’t even get to go to a dance together.” 

“I know. It’s a dog-gone shame.” 

“I thought maybe I could take her to the junior prom this y ar. 
But I’ve just got a letter from her aying no soap.” 

“Gee, I’m sorry, Rick. If it w^as :ny say-so, she’d go with you, ou 
know that. Anyway, it’s a cinch i.o one can keep you from tak ng 
hei :o the senior ball. You’re sure to be Colonel of the Corps i ext 
year, Rick, and if you choose Syb :or Sponsor of the Regiment-” 

“What do you mean, \[? You k];ow good and well I’d choose .er. 
I chose her for one of i:he Batta on Sponsors this year, but a] it 
got me was I had to choose ovei again—^my big fat cousin Dj ina 
Montegino from New Orleans.” 

“Just the same I don’t think even Mom and Dad would try to k tep 
Syb from being Sponsor of the whole Regiment.” 

“I do. Besides, I may not have ajiy say about it. There’s nothing so 
certain about me being Colonel.” 

“Well, you’re a Major already, aren’t you? If you can get to be a 
Major when you’re a junior I don't see any reason why you can’t get 
to be a Colonel when you’re a senior.” 

“You seem to overlook the little detail that there are four Majors 
and only one Colonel.” 

This was so undeniably true that Vail did not attempt to deny it. 
Instead he devoted himself to the dewberry pie, having by this time 
devoured his share of the sandwiches. 

“Anyhow, I’ve got one thing coming,” Riccardo said after a reflec¬ 
tive pause. “At least I think I have. Fm almost sure Father’s going to 
give me a boat for a graduation present.” 

“Gee, that’s swell. What kind of a boat?” 

“Well, naturally I want a Gar Wood. I don’t know whether it’ll 
be a light cruiser or just a speed boat.” 

Vail whistled. The Fabian d’Alverys had always been extremely 
generous to him, but none of their gifts had begun to reach the pro¬ 
portions of a Gar Wood boat, nor did he know anyone besides Ric¬ 
cardo whose parents would have thought of giving graduation pres¬ 
ents on such a scale. “I should think a speed boat might hold you for 
a while, you lucky bum,” he said enviously. 

“Yeah. But if I got a light cruiser then you and I could maybe 
go up north and bring her down the river ourselves.” 

“Say, that would be the cat’s whiskers, wouldn’t it? How long do 
you reckon it would take us to make the trip?” 
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‘‘Oh, wc ought to allow a couple of weeks. Might as well look 
around a little while we’re about it. And maybe after we got the 
boat down here we could work it so as to take the girls out on 
it sometimes—Sue and Syb.” 

“Yeah, maybe wc could. Especially if we could get Aunt Cresside 
on our side.” 

“You think your Aunt Cressidc’s tops, don^t you?” 

“You bet I do. There’s nothing the matter with Mom though, or 
your mother, either.” 

They went on talking about the new Gar Wood and all the uses 
to which she could be put while they finished up their food and 
undressed. There were two cots in Riccardo’s room and one of them 
was always in readiness for Vail; he kept a pair of pajamas under 
the pillow, an extra shirt in the bottom bureau drawer, and a tooth¬ 
brush of his own in the bathroom. They gave him an extra feeling 
of “homeyness,” even when he neglected to use them, as he very 
frequently did; while a hidden package of razor blades was a still 
more beguiling feature of his visits to the Tramontes’. He had not 
as yet achieved a razor of his own, as his need for one was still not 
urgent or even obvious; but he experimented with Riccardo’s, once 
a week or so, to his own great satisfaction. Tonight, however, he 
suddenly felt very tired, so he dropped off his clothes and got on 
to his .cot without a single superfluous motion. He was almost asleep 
when Riccardo, who was much more meticulous in his habits and 
therefore took longer to get to bed, spoke to him again. 

“You know. I’ve been thinking, Vail. If there is a war. I’ll get into 
it right away.” 

“How do you figure that out?” 

“Because when I graduate I’ll be a reserve officer with a Lieu¬ 
tenant’s commission. I won’t have to wait for a draft or anything 
like that.” 

“Hell’s bells, Rick, you talk as if you wanted us to get into a war.” 

“No, I don’t want us to get into a war. But if we efo get in—^—” 

“Oh, for crying out loud! You’ve got war on the brain. You better 
stop listening to Paul Sullivan and reading John Gunther.” 

“Well, you’d better read something. You’ll forget how if you don’t. 
Did you see Mussolini’s statement about Ethiopia in the Advocate? 
Didn’t that get a rise out of you? Because if it didn’t, it sure as hell 
should have.” 

So Rick was ready to talk about Mussolini after all, and maybe he 
was right about another war, at that. If there really were one, of 
course Vail would want to go himself; he did not read books and 
listen to broadcasts, foretelling one, the way his friend did. But he 
had always been a ready listener to the accounts of Lucien Estrade’s 
dramatic feats on Beauregard’s staff and of the exploits in France 
which had led to the winning of Gervais* medals and the death of 
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the two uncles for whom he himself had been named; he had al¬ 
ways hoped that sometime he himself could exceed their triumphs, 
and make the family even prouder of him. He had also seen numerous 
thrilling movies depicting the glories of war which had inspired him 
with the fancy of sharing these in the hero’s role; and since he had 
met Susannah, this idea had taken a firmer hold on him. It was gratify¬ 
ing to imagine her following his triumphs from afar, keeping his 
picture in uniform on her dresser, weeping when she saw his n ime 
in the casualty list, welcoming him on his well-decorated return * vith 
open arms. Vail dwelt on these p^easing pictures with renewed i itis- 
faction, driving down the River Road the evening after his excui non 
to Plaquemine. He was alone, for Philogene and Joyeuse had st yed 
in town to go to the movies with some of their own special cr( aies 
and Franchot had been ailing th i last few days. So there wai no 
chaffing and clattering going on, . nd he could think things thre jgh 
by himself, as he had always likeii to do. He believed that Rick was 
right about most things. Every ti ne he went to the Tramontes he 
firmly resolved that he would read more, that he would study hai der, 
that he would strive to be more I ke his idol. But he was no sooner 
back on the plantation than this absorbed him again. He reseated 
the hours that he was obliged to spend in school, without spending 
extra hours buried in books after he reached home. He did not want 
to study, even after it grew dark. It was one thing sitting up half 
the night, once a week or so, talking to Riccardo; but if he sat up 
late every night, he was too sleepy, mornings, to get up at daybreak 
and ride out over the headland. And that was what he loved to do 
above everything else in the world. He might talk about going into 
Mr. Pereira’s office to learn the coffee business, because he was flat¬ 
tered that he had been offered the job, and because he was not sorry 
to impress Aunt Cresside with its importance. He might even feci 
he had better accept it, because there were so many of them at Belle 
Heloise and because he would need more money than he could get at 
home, as his rightful share, if by any chance he should happen to want 
to get married some day. On the other hand, he might decide to go 
to Princeton after all. He did not really object to it because it was a 
highbrow Eastern college; he could make the grade if he tried, and 
reluctantly he admitted to himself that perhaps he ought to, on ac¬ 
count of Sue. There could be no comparison between the eligibility 
of a suitor who had gone to Princeton and a suitor who had gone into 
the coffee business straight from high school. But in his heart of 
hearts he knew that he would never willingly leave Belle Heloise for 
any reason whatsoever, that it was almost as much a part of him 
as his hands and feet. All the aspects of it which had meant so much 
to him as a child meant even more to him now. 

He was nearly home again, and something within, him quickened 
at the realization of this; but as he approached the desolate expanses 
of Hathaway, he deliberately looked in the other direction. It was 
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a habit he had failed to outgrow. He himself had never been to any 
of the “bootleg shindigs** which were responsible for Sybelle’s banish¬ 
ment, and he shared the aversion which the local Negroes had for 
the place, though without superstition. It had never been inhabited 
or planted since the hideous accident which had cost Deettc Reno 
her life and banished Blood in order to save his skin. Blood was now 
managing a sugar factory in Mexico with conspicuous success, and 
Wilhelmina, who had long since divorced him, spent most of her time 
wandering aimlessly over the Continent from one watering place to 
another, much as the Tremaines had once wandered. The Negroes 
who had worked on the plantation had been only too glad to leave; 
some of them still lived in the scattered cabins along the Road, rais¬ 
ing small patches of cane and vegetables themselves, or working at 
Belle Heloise when extra hands were required; others had moved 
into town, “bettering themselves.’’ Micah and Jinny were profitably 
installed in the household of a Standard Oil magnate; Jonah was 
the janitor of a school; Meme ran a small cafe identified witli the 
sign STRICTLY COLORED. Phronsic had gone over to the West Side, where 
she had achieved a more ambitious establishment, more alluringly 
designated. Under the twinkling legend miss phronsina’s house of joy 
appeared the further caption come .in and pleasure yourselves. There 
was evidence to indicate that this admonition had not gone unheeded. 
But Minta had been sent off to an excellent school and from there 
she was going to a colored college. Later on, she was going to be a 
teacher herself. 

The deserted cabins at Hathaway were only part of the desolate 
scene which Vail so deliberately avoided. The looming fagade of 
the Big House was no longer white and gleaming; it had taken on 
a grayish tinge, and though this was only from lack of paint, the 
result was eerie, especially in a dim light. The garden and lawns which 
had formerly been so elegantly patterned had long been overgrown 
with rank grass and weeds, and thickets were closing in on the once 
productive fields. Wilhelmina Blood had been trying for years to sell 
the place, but without success. There was no market, any longer, 
for houses and plantations of that size. A new order of things had 
brought about a different way of living and the River Road had been 
shorn of its unique importance as a thoroughfare by the new airline 
highway, which cut straight across country, instead of following every 
bend of the Mississippi, and reduced the distance between Baton 
Rouge and New Orleans by nearly thirty miles. Besides, locally, nearly 
everyone except the riotous students shared Vail’s feeling about Hath¬ 
away. 

He continued to look at the levee now, until he had rounded the 
bend in the road which marked the boundary between Hathaway 
.and Belle Heloise; then, joyously he turned back to his own land. 
The hoe gang which had been cleaning the fields were just leaving 
these to go home, and the hands were singing as they swung away 
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towards the quarters. The cane was already shading the rows, and 
Vail thought, with satisfaction, of the old saying that if the fields 
were green by the first of May, the crop was assured. He knew that 
this saying was not infallible, that if the next months were so rainy 
that the hoe gang could not work regularly, the Johnson grass would 
get ahead of the men and there would be the devil to pay. But if this 
did not happen, and notliing else untoward occurred, the cane wc uld 
be as high as the fourth bars of the old-fashioned fences by the 
Fourth of July. Then the crop really would be assured. 

He hoped nothing would happt n to it this year, for Dad’s s ike. 
Dad had been through a long si< ge of bad luck, and it was t me 
he had something better coming t > him. The plantation was a )art 
of him, too, and he suffered with t and throve with it, just as '^^ail 
did. Except for his family and hi^ hunting, it was almost his < nly 
interest now. Vail had been too young, at the time of his fc iter 
father’s retirement from politics, to grasp many of its implicati ms, 
but he did know that there had :>een a bitter disappointment < on- 
nccted with it, and that since then Dad had tried to make the pla ita- 
tion compensate for everything else. He was highly regarded, not 
only as the virtual savior of the sugar industry in the state, bu: as 
a progressive planter who did not rest on his laurels but who con¬ 
tinued to experiment in new methods and to improve old ones. He 
had met with marked success in both directions; frequently he was 
asked to deliver addresses and write articles on the cultivation of 
sugar cane, and he was also called into consultation at various agri¬ 
cultural experimental stations, including the one in Washington. 
Though all this gratified him, to a certain degree, he was not es¬ 
sentially a writer or a speaker and he had wanted to go to Wash¬ 
ington in a different capacity. His failure to do so had embittered 
him. He looked and acted older than he was, and it was only when 
he went hunting that he seemed to shed his cares and his age. 

The year before he had gone, at Charles Boylston’s invitation, on 
a hunting trip to Alaska, taking a train to Seattle and a boat to 
Juneau, before starting back into the hill country. Harvey Lawrason 
of Denham Springs, who came more and more frequently to Belle 
Heloise now that Hackberry Lodge was closed most of the time, 
had been his fellow guest on this occasion, for Mr. Boylston never 
did things by halves, once he got started. He had even told Gervais 
he would be glad to invite one or two of their former political as¬ 
sociates, if the Captain thought it would do any good. Charles thought 
it might; now that Huey Long was dead, politics were going to be 
different in Louisiana: for instance, there was Happy Sevier, who 
had always been a good friend of his; Happy was now a member 
of the legislature, and might very well become quite a power there. 
But Gervais smiled rather wrily, and replied that it was Charles* 
party, and that of course, the host must do as he pleased. As far as 
he personally was concerned, however, he did not care about trying 
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to get in touch with anyone who had not first made an attempt to 
get in touch with him. He thought they would have a much better 
time if only the three of them went, as originally planned. So it had 
been decided that way, and the expedition was a great success. Gervais 
had sent back numerous snapshots, showing himself with a formidable 
growth of beard, and standing proudly beside a Kodiak bear he 
had killed. The bear’s head had been mounted and placed over the 
fireplace in his study, supplanting a family portrait, while the fur had 
been made into a rug to be put in front of the hearthstone. And 
Gervais had actually come home with the beard, even more bushy 
than it looked in the snapshots. Afterwards he had given a big party, 
inviting all the educators and sugar men who thought highly of him 
as a progressive planter, and for a time the atmosphere had been very 
jovial. But he had pointedly omitted from this gathering all acquaint¬ 
ances with political connections, and presently he had sunk back into 
his old bitter state. 

Vail had been delighted that Dad had had this fine trip, and with 
Sance to help him, had shouldered the responsibilities of the planta¬ 
tion in Gervais’ absence, as he always did during the briefer periods 
when Gervais went to Washington and elsewhere. He did a very 
good job for a boy of his age; he was flattered at the confidence shown 
in him and tried to deserve it; but he could not help feeling sorry 
that the trips Dad took were so seldom the sort in which Mom could 
share. When Uncle Fabian went anywhere, he took Aunt Cresside 
with him; sometimes Frances Belle went along and sometimes she 
'was sent out to Belle Heloise while her father and mother were gone; 
but in any case, Aunt Cresside shared in all Uncle Fabian’s pleasures 
and opportunities. Of corurse Vail understood that Mom did not like 
hunting or sports of any kind, and that while Dad did not mind 
this, the way he minded that Franchot did not like them either, he 
nearly always chose a hunting trip when he went anywhere for pleas¬ 
ure and this automatically debarred Mom from going too. Of course 
Daddy could not take her to Europe and Hawaii and Peru, just like 
that, the way Uncle Fabian took Aunt Cresside; there was not 
money enough and there was the responsibility of too many children. 
But he could have taken her to Washington once in awhile and to 
New Orleans fairly often. Grand'mhre and Granny Randall and Miss 
Mittie could have looked after the family while he did that. Mom 
was only a little older than Aunt Cresside, maybe three or four years, 
but there were times when she looked almost as old as grand*mhre, 
whose face did not have a line in it even yet, and whose figure was 
still her great pride. Mom loved her husband and her children and 
her home devotedly, and she never complained because it did not 
ever seem to occur to Dad that she might have welcomed a few out¬ 
side interests and diversions; but Vail felt they would have given 
her a great lift, and that she would have looked younger and felt 
gayer if she could have had them. 



Before Sybelle had been sent away to Grand Coteau, on account of 
Riccardo, Vail had usually managed to have a ride with her on the 
levee after they got home from school; now he spent this period with 
Sance or Plauch^ doing whatever was indicated at the season. After 
supper he generally played some kind of game with Joyeuse and 
the younger boys before he went reluctantly back to his books for an 
hour or two. The youngsters were all very good at games, and she wed 
so plainly that they were pleased because he played with them that 
he was flattered by their outspoken gratitude and admiration. Be¬ 
sides, the games gave him a good excuse for putting off the Ics ons, 
and in his mind there was only one choice between the two. 

On Saturdays and Sundays he spent even more of his free ime 
with the youngsters. He taught them all to swim in the river and 
to ride on the levee; he took them fishing in the barrow pit and 
squirrel hunting in the woods back of the plantation—at leas he 
taught them all to swim and to r.de, and he took all of them c: cept 
Franchot hunting and fishing. It made Franchot sick to see a fish 
squirming on the hook, and he a :ed the first time he saw a squ rrcl, 
which had been frisking and barking only a few minutes ea Her, 
lying dead on the ground. The others all made fun of Franchot v^hen 
this happened, but Vail had stood up for him. He was a good shot 
for his age, and he Uked to go fishing as well as anyone; but he had 
not forgotten how he felt when Betsy Ann died, and he knew that 
in a sense Franchot loved all free wild creatures the same way he 
himself had loved Betsy Ann. 

“Leave him alone!” Vail had said fiercely to the others, as they 
crowded around Franchot, jeering. “If this isn’t his idea of a good 
time, it isn’t, that’s all.” Vail took up the dead squirrel and tossed it 
away where Franchot would not see it. “Come on, brat, let’s you 
and me go home. There’s lots else to do, besides squirrel hunting. 
I’d rather ride on the levee myself, any day. What say we go for a 
good long ride straight off?” 

Vail had a real horse now, because he had outgrown Nostar; but 
Nostar was still alive and well, and though he was getting stiff and 
slow, Franchot rode him and loved him. Maud had died at a ripe 
old age several years earlier; but before she died, she had produced 
not only the coal-black puppy which Uncle Fabian had wanted so 
long, but a replica of herself, which Vail loved almost as much as 
he had loved her, and which he named Maudie after her. He said that 
from now on there would be a Maudie at Belle Heloise, just as there 
was always a Minnie. The current Maudie went racing along the 
levee when Vail and Franchot rode there, nosing the ground and 
snapping for bugs, just as her mother had done before her. She was 
an integral part of the plantation, too. 

This last winter Vail had not spent as much time with the young¬ 
sters as before, first because he had taken on more responsibilities 
during the grinding season and afterwards because he . had gone to 
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New Roads on so many week ends. Groups from the Baton Rouge 
High School frequently started out on a Friday evening over the 
fine paved highway now connecting Baton Rouge and New Roads 
and reaching Jim Jarreau’s camp in time for supper. This supper 
consisted of perch, trout or sac-aJait fried in deep fat along with little 
cornbread balls, called hush-puppies because it had once been the local 
custom to quiet the dogs which gathered around, begging for fish, 
by tossing the fried cornbread to them. The girls and boys who came to 
Jarreau’s ate prodigiously of these homely delicacies. After supper there 
was always dancing in the adjacent pavilion, connected with the bar, 
sometimes to the music of the gaudily colored juke box at one end of 
the hall, sometimes to the strains of a hillbilly band, imported for the 
occasion. Groups from the New Roads schools also came to these sup¬ 
pers and these dances, and it did not take long for the two ‘‘crowds” to 
get together, especially as many Baton Rougcans had relatives living 
along False River and vice versa. Often the Bouanchauds or the Kear- 
neys gave house parties and then the “gang” from Baton Rouge stayed 
over until Sunday for more dancing and for various kinds of sports. 

The Saturday night dances were different from any others: whole 
families came to the “night spots” from the surrounding countryside, 
some on foot, some in wagons, and some in broken-down cars. They 
were seldom seen seated around the tables, though occasionally they 
brough); food with them; more often they got to dancing with the least 
possible delay, refreshing themselves from time to time with beer 
which they drank direct from the bottles, standing at the bar or on 
the dance floor. Even nursing mothers found the exigencies of their 
condition no deterrent to their enjoyment; they carried their babies 
in their arms while they danced and permitted them to feed at will. 
The babies were in no wise upset by this casual treatment either; 
they evidently drank in a love for dancing with their mothers’ milk. 
As soon as they were able to toddle, they began to dance them¬ 
selves, taking to it like ducks to water; and the older they grew, 
the more proficient they became. The patriarch of a family danced 
with his great grandchildren, and his wife knew all the latest steps. 
The high-school groups did not mingle much with these family 
parties, but they liked to be in the same hall with them, vicariously 
sharing their pleasure; there was a general feeling that nothing was 
quite so much fun as the Saturday night dances on False River. 

The young people also hunted quail on horseback during the win¬ 
ter week ends, riding pinto ponies from Glen wood plantation, where 
they usually went for at least one meal with Trammel Harrison and 
his wife, who had been Miss Josie Glen. They fished off Lawrence 
Bizette’s wharf, where chairs were provided for their comfort, and 
if the fish did not bite very well near tkc wharf, then they hired boats 
from Oliver Guillaume and went fly-fishing or casting. They went 
speed-boating too, as several of the local boys had craft of this kind, 
and it was exciting sport, especially by moonlight. On Sunday morn- 
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ings many o£ them got up early and went to Father Savoure's little 
church at Lakeland, because he was their favorite priest; then they 
resumed their fishing and boating and hunting until it was time 
to start back over the new highway again. Very often as they went 
bucking along towards town they sang the song which was such a 
favorite among the local children that some of their elders, who 
had not admired Huey Long, said sarcastically it must be part of the 
school curriculum: 

“They call him a crook, but he gave us free school book, 

Tell me what’s the reason tf ey shoot Huey Long? 

Huey Long in his grave, wh le wc riding on his pave. 

Tell me what’s the reason tl cy shoot Huey Long? 

Huey Long dead and gone, Louisiana left alone, 

Tell me what’s the reason ■ ley shoot Huey Long?” 

Vail sang this song along witli the rest of the crowd, as he did 
“You’re the Top,” “The Music Gex s Round and Round,” “Moon ()ver 
Miami” and numerous other favorites of the moment. Most of tacm 
he hummed or whistled at home too, but he was careful never to 
include “What’s the Reason They Shoot Huey Long?” in his solos. 
He knew that Dad hated the very mention of Huey Long’s name, 
and that in some vague way the Kingfish had been responsible for his 
political disappointment and his subsequent bitterness. Vail did not 
have very much to say about the excursions to False River in any 
case; their significance to him soon centered around Susannah Pres¬ 
cott, and he was not ready to talk about her yet. He had not out¬ 
grown his childish habit of taciturnity, and none of his elders tried 
to force his confidence or restrict his freedom; it was taken for 
granted that he could come and go as he pleased and that he would 
want to go more than he did when Sybelle was at home, because he 
missed her companionship. But until he told Cresside about Susannah, 
when they were on their way to the Plaquemine Sugar Festival, it 
had not occurred to any of them that he had already found another 
companion who meant even more to him. 

Vail had first met Susannah at Jarreau’s and after that once or 
twice at the Triple Arch and the Island Queen; but her parents did 
not allow her as much latitude as most of the local girls were per¬ 
mitted. If she went to a fish supper with her friends, Mr. and Mrs. 
Prescott went, too; and althought they sat at a separate table, they 
made their restraining presence felt just the same. They required 
their daughter to leave the Friday evening dances at ten-thirty and 
they did not let her go to the Saturday dances at all, once they had 
seen the young mothers dancing and nursing their babies at the same 
time; moreover, they always took her home themselves. But at the 
Bouanchauds’ house and at Glenwood she was not quite so strictly 
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chaperoned, and Vail was everlastingly grateful to Miss Josic for giy* 
ing him his long-sought chance to sec Susannah alone. 

He dwelt on this episode now as he swung into the driveway and 
came in sight of the Big House at Belle Heloise. Most of the crowd 
had assembled, as usual after Sunday dinner, in the huge chamber 
back of the parlor at Glenwood; it was the favorite gathering place. 
But Susannah did not care for it. She did not make this too obvious, 
because she was too well-bred; just the same she managed to convey 
the impression that she had never been accustomed to sitting in 
bedrooms in mixed groups, and that she would a little rather not. She 
lingered behind in the parlor and Vail lingered too. Several of their 
fellow guests called to them, but Miss Josie glanced at them and went 
on without them to the huge chamber which was dominated by two 
enormous four-posters. 

^They’re having a good time where they are,” she said. *‘Why not 
just leave them alone for a while?” 

Susannah had seated herself on an old horsehair sofa, crossing her 
small feet in front of her and folding her slim hands in her lap. She 
did not say anything at all; she simply sat there, looking composed 
and contented and very, very pretty. Vail, who had never cared for 
noisy girls, found himself liking her‘better than ever when he found 
she did not immediately start in on some pointless chatter. He seated 
himself at the opposite end of the sofa, feeling comfortable and con¬ 
tented too. The silence between them was not awkward; it was com¬ 
panionable. But eventually he was moved to break it. 

*‘This is a nice place,” he said. “I like to come here.” 

“Yes. I do, too.” 

“You live in a pretty nice house yourself, don’t you?” 

“I think it’s nice.” 

“I’d like to see it sometime, if I could.” 

“I’m sure Father and Mother’d be very pleased if you’d care to 
come and call.” 

“Sure enough? You think I could come this evening?” 

“I don’t know why not. I don’t think they have any other engage¬ 
ment.” 

“Maybe I could take you home. Then if it was all right, I could 
come on in. Were you planning to go home with anyone special?” 

“No. Just anyway it happened.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Prescott did not insist on taking their daughter home 
themselves after she had been to parties in private houses during the 
daytime. But in return for this concession, it was understood she was 
to remain with a group. She did not “date,” she was not “going with” 
anyone—^in fact, Mr. and Mrs. Prescott considered both these ex¬ 
pressions, and the practices they described, extremely vulgar. 

‘T)o you think your father and mother would mind a lot if it 
would be with me? I mean, without anyone else along?” 

Susannah raised her eyes and considered him carefully. This was 
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not upsetting to Vail either. He preferred a girl who thought things 
over, the way he did, to one who jumped at the chance of going any¬ 
where, anytime, alone with a boy. Besides, she had beautiful eyes, 
and when she raised them he had a really good look at them; usually 
they were half hidden by her long black lashes. 

“Don’t you have to take some of the crowd back to Baton Rouge 
in your car?” she inquired at length. She had learned to speak of 
the “crowd” since coming to Kew Roads though she had i ever 
done so when she was going to die Winsor School in Boston. 

“Yeah. But I’ll have plenty of time to come back and get t lem. 
They’ll be whooping it up for hours yet.” 

A sudden burst of merriment from the bedroom served to con¬ 
firm this statement. Susannah ros*-, smoothing down her skirt. 

“All right. Let’s go and tell Miss Josie good-by straight off, shall 
we? Unless you’d like to stay iorger, of course.” 

A month or two earlier she \ oulc! have said, “Let’s go anc say 
good-by to Mrs. Harrison now, s iall we?” Vail was impressed A^ith 
the progress she was making tow ards talking like a regular hi: man 
being, and he thought her idea of immediate departure exce lent. 
He hastened to the door at her side. 

“I’ll bring Leaping Lena right around,” he said enthusiastically. 
“Thanks a lot, Susannah.” 

That was all there had been to it, except, of course, the ride be¬ 
tween Glenwood and Salome. This would have been wonderful if 
she had only sat beside him on the front seat of the old rattletrap 
car, with her hands folded in her lap and her eyes veiled again. But 
that was not all there was to it. In order to say something, Vail had 
told Susannah about the current Maudie and asked whether she liked 
dogs, too. After thrilling him beyond words merely by saying that she 
did and listening politely to his praise of Maudie, she had gone on to 
tell a very exciting story. 

“I have a dog now, too. I never had one before, but this German 
Police was on the place when we came, so Mother let me keep him. 
His name’s Major.” 

“That’s a nice name for a German Police.” 

“Yes, I think so. He’s a very gentle dog and he has a strange story. 
A wolf is in love with him.” 

“A wolf! In love with a dog! I never heard of such a thing!” 

“No. I never did either. Would you like to hear the strange story?** 

“You bet I would.” 

“Well, you see, Mr. McPherson, the man who owned Salome be¬ 
fore we did, brought a wolf there that he had caught while he was 
hunting once in North Louisiana. It was a young lady wolf, a gray 
timber. He kept her caged at Salome for about two years. Then he 
decided to set her free again. She ran off into the woods, but every 
night she came back and stayed with Major. She does still.” 
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“Gee, rd like to see her ” 

“You can, sometime. She never hurts anyone, but she’s never been 
caught again either. She comes to see Major and then she runs oflf 
to the woods again. Mr. McPherson kept hounds, too, and every once 
in a while after he set the wolf free he used to invite his friends to 
Salome—Voralberg its name was then—^for a wolf hunt. Of course 
he locked up Major beforehand, because, if he hadn’t. Major would 
have tried to protect the wolf. But the men set the pack of hounds 
after her and then they followed themselves in cars from different 
points on the plantation. There are old cattle paths all around the 
place that have been made into good roads. Sometimes the chase 
lasted so long that they went as much as two hundred miles—^not 
straight, of course, but in circles amounting to that much. But the 
wolf had so much more endurance than the hounds that finally she 
exhausted them and won out, and the very next night she would 
come back to Major again.” 

“Does your father have wolf hunts, too?” 

“No. But Mr. McPherson kept on having them for five years and 
still the wolf never stopped coming. But she’s still very wild. She’s 
never 'softened’ for anyone but Major. She’s never had any cubs 
either.” 

Vail was tremendously intrigued with this whole story, which he 
thought even much more exciting than the one about Romulus and 
Remus. He was also curious about the conduct of the wolf with the 
.police dog when she was in heat, but he decided, rather quickly for 
him, that it would not be suitable to ask Susannah questions on such 
a subject or discuss it with her, at least until he knew her a little better. 
In any case, they were already turning into the driveway at Salome 
and afterwards there was only time for a brief stilted call in the formal 
drawing room before he had to go back to the crowd. At least, that 
was all there had been time for that day. Since then he had been to 
Salome a number of times, and once Phil had gone with him. . . . 

For a moment the image of Phil at Salome rose up to disturb Vail’s 
happy memory. Phil had been instantly at home there, as he was every 
place. He had not minded the formality of the drawing room, or the 
restraining presence of Mr. and Mrs. Prescott, or the precision of the 
service at supper, for which Susannah’s parents, unbending for the 
first time, invited the two boys to remain. It was because of Phil, not 
because of Vail, they had done that. Vail had never made them laugh, 
the way Phil did, he had never asked them easy questions or told 
them funny stories. They had taken an instant liking to Phil, that was 
clear enough; they had urged him to come to Salome whenever he 
felt like it. But Phil had neglected this golden opportunity, never going 
to Salome a second time. He had his own crowd, which preferred 
the Amite to False River; and the next week end when Vail, trying 
hard to be fair, asked him to come along, he said hell no, he had other 
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fish to fry besides those you could get at Jarrcau’s, He did not so much 
as refer to the Prescotts’ kindness. 

So Vail had gone thankfully back to Salome by himself, and Susan¬ 
nah, after asking briefly for Phil, had amazed and delighted Vail by 
inviting him to be her escort at the Plaquemine Sugar Festival, for by 
that time she had written the prize-winning essay and had been 
chosen to represent St. Joseph s Academy. And now he had told Aunt 
Cresside and Rick Tramonte all about her, and was eager to tell Mom 
and Dad and grand'mere, too. . . . 

Maudie came bounding out to meet him as he put up his car . ti the 
shed and continued to leap alon^ beside him as he entered th : Big 
House. It was nearly always q det there, in “first evening,’’ vhen 
Mom was still in the garqonnu ^e and Dad still in the field: and 
grand'mhe resting, and there w: > something very pleasant aboi : this 
abiding peacefulness. Today it v is even quieter than usual, for with 
Phil and Joyeuse both in town ar i Franchot in bed, there was n ) one, 
around to make any noise. Vail ^ ^as very sorry for Franchot, the poor 
kid was sick such a lot. He dc ided to go over to the gargot nihre 
straight off and see if he could d > anything to help pass the tin e for 
the little boy; but first he would ^et rid of his books, for a while any¬ 
how. He was on his way to his own room with them when grand mere 
called him. 

“Is that you, Vail? I should like to speak to you for a minute before 
you go out again.” 

He went willingly enough into the boudoir. His grandmother, who 
was as usual enthroned on her sofa, indicated the Turkish chair 
beside it. 

“Did you have anything you meant to do just now, Vail?” 

“I thought I’d sec if Franchot would like to play checkers or some¬ 
thing, that’s all. Do you know how he’s feeling?” 

“He is better. Suppose you stay with me a few minutes first.” 

“All right.” 

Vail sat down in the Turkish chair and waited. He did not have to 
wait long. 

“Your Aunt Cresside came out to dinner this noon, Vail. She told us 
that you had taken her to the Sugar Festival in Plaquemine yesterday.” 

“Yes, I did. I thought she got quite a kick out of it, too. Didn’t she 
speak as if she’d had a good time?” 

“She spoke of meeting-a family named Prescott, from Boston, dis¬ 
tantly kin to Charles Boylston and now living in New Roads.” 

“Well, I thought she liked them, too.” 

“Apparently they are persons of some background, in their own way. 
I have always liked Mr. Charles Boylston, Vail, I believe you are aware 
of that. I see no reason for assurning in advance that I would not like 
his kinsfolk. But I am surprised you have never told us before of this 
new acquaintance, since apparently it is important to you.” 


531 



*1 didn’t know it would seem important to you, grand^mhre. If I 
had, I’d have been glad to tell you about it.” 

“It is important to me also.” 

“Well, there really isn’t a lot to say. Except there’s a girl I like and 
I reckon Aunt Cresside’s told you that already.” 

“Yes. She told me this girl was very lovely to look at, that she 
carried herself and conducted herself with great dignity. I could see 
that she was most favorably impressed with everything about her and 
I was inclined to be favorably impressed also, until your Aunt Cresside 
mentioned something she had said at the end of the evening which 
seemed to me rather lacking in restraint.” 

Vail thought for a minute, trying to isolate one speech of Susannah’s 
from all the others. “You mean the joke about Phil?” he finally asked. 
“Why, Aunt Cresside didn’t take that seriously! She couldn’t have. It 
didn’t amount to anything. You mustn’t take it seriously either, 
grand'mhrey 

He rose and walked over to the window. He did not want to talk 
about Susannah any more just then after all. He had been glad to, 
until the subject of Phil had come up. He was slightly ashamed 
because he found this so irritating, but there it was. 

“Just hearing about Susannah isn’t enough,” he said. “I want you 
to invite her over here—with her father and mother. I reckon Aunt 
Cresside’s told you that, too. She promised me she and Uncle Fabian 
would go over to New Roads for one of the Sunday breakfasts the 
,Prescotts have, and then I thought we could ask them all to Belle 
Heloise for Sunday dinner. Let’s wait and talk about Sue after that, 
shall we? I really have a lot to do right now.” He looked out of the 
window, and then he smiled, as if he had thought of something that 
pleased him. “I’ll tell you what, grand'mhre'' he said, “I’ll bet you 
dollars to doughnuts that when you see her you’ll say here’s a girl, at 
last, good enough for the green rosef” 


CHAPTER XLI 

The indicated exchange of civilities between Belle Heloise and 
Salome began almost immediately. 

The Sunday following the Sugar Festival, Fabian and Cresside 
called on the Prescotts and the call was promptly returned. An 
exchange of invitations next ensued, with Cresside taking the lead by 
asking the Prescotts to a garden party, and at the garden party Gervais 
and Merry, Vail and Philogene were all present. Waiving formality, 
the Prescotts proceeded to invite all the d’Alverys to Sunday morning 
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breakfast, even though Gervais and Merry had not yet called—a 
departure from precedent which, as far as the Prescotts were con¬ 
cerned, represented a real landmark. Only Madame d’Alvery and the 
younger children were missing when the family delegation set out for 
New Roads to attend this time-honored festivity; and a week later 
the two clans came together in full force, when the d’Alverys enter¬ 
tained the Prescotts at Belle Heloise. 

By this time Sybelle, having returned from Grand Coteau, was home 
again for her summer vacation, and helped to welcome the g lests. 
Charles Boylston, who had briefly reopened Hackberry Hall, was 
included in the Prescott group; and the Pereiras, who were \ week¬ 
ending at Belle Heloise, relieved the family atmosphere. The h )use- 
hold servants, scenting a budd ng romance and reveling ir the 
prospect, outdid themselves to imj ress the Yankees and the city p lople 
with the sumptuous fare and skiliad service to which their own ’vhite 
folks were accustomed. The codfi h balls and baked beans, the b own 
bread and apple sauce served by the Prescotts on their blue G nton 
ware were meager indeed compai ed to the shrimp and oyster gL nbo, 
the turkey with corn-meal dressin.,% the okra and rice and spoon t read, 
and the puff pudding which Lo«i Ida excitedly prepared and vhich 
Selah served with dignity on the bevres plates which had been pa .nted 
to order for Evaline Estrade with the complete history of Evangdine, 
Madame d’Alvery, wearing all the ancestral jewels she still retained 
after fulfilling her votive offering, presided in regal fashion at the head 
of a table covered with old lace and set with ancient silver. Gervais, 
resuming his neglected role of genial host and expansive man of the 
world, played this again to perfection. Merry, clad in a new and 
becoming dress which Cresside had chosen for her, looked young and 
lovely again, and Cresside herself was, as usual, the personification of 
chic and charm. Fabian, almost as familiar as the Prescotts themselves 
with the distant parts of the globe where they had lived, conversed 
about these with understanding and ease, and the poise which Sybelle 
had acquired at her convent school enhanced her artless graces. Mrs. 
Randall contrived to be unusually agreeable and Miss Mittie con¬ 
tributed several New England witticisms. Indeed, the only members 
of the family group who did not endeavor to create a favorable im¬ 
pression and signally succeeded in doing so, were Frances Belle and 
Philogene. 

Frances Belle was restless. She did not like to sit for such a long 
time at the table, keeping still while a lot of grown-up people she did 
not know talked about a lot of things she did not understand. She 
wanted to jump up and run around and she wanted to talk herself. 
Moreover, though she was fond of food, she did not want it all at one 
big meal like this, either; she wanted to have some of the things she 
liked best for dinner and the r.est at intervals during the afternoon. 
Her instinct told her that Lou Ida would not want any chilluns run- 
in and out of the kitchen after this feast was finished; she would 

533 



want to go back to her own quarters and rest her feet and discuss the 
Prescotts with the other servants. Frances Belle also resented her 
separation from Vail. It was tacitly understood that she was always 
to sit beside him when she came to Belle Heloise, and here he was 
placed between Susannah Prescott and Nellie Pereira while she herself 
was wedged in between Franchot and Barry Pereira. Franchot did not 
talk much because he was not feehng very well, and though she knew 
she ought to be sorry for him on this account, she was feeling too 
sorry for herself to have much sympathy left over; and Barry Pereira 
never talked much to anyone except Joyeuse, who was sitting on his 
other side, telling how crazy she was about her chemistry course. 
Frances Belle grew more and more silent and sullen and then she 
began to pout. Finally she got up from her seat and whispered first 
to her father and then to her mother, who looked at each other and 
said, all right, if grand'mere was willing, she might be excused now. 
Mr. and Mrs. Prescott, who missed no detail of her behavior, told each 
other afterwards that they simply could not understand why Mr. and 
Mrs. Fabian d’Alvery, who were such charming, cultured persons 
themselves, had not taught that horrid little girl better manners. 

Philogene’s conduct was even more reprehensible; he was worse 
than restless, he was rebellious. He had already made plans to go with 
his own crowd to Amite when he was informed that he was expected 
to be on hand for the Prescotts. At first he had flatly declined to do 
any such thing; it had taken an admonition from his father, much 
sterner than those Gervais usually gave Philogene, to bring him 
around; and though he had stayed at home, because he had been 
forced to, it was with the mutinous resolution that he would show 
that prim, stuck-up little Yankee Vail had such a crush on just what 
he thought of her anyway. Susannah, who had been secretly fearing 
that she would not have a chance to talk to him, was overjoyed to find 
that though Vail was on one side of her, Philogene was on the other. 
But her joy was short-lived; Philogene displayed none of the fascina¬ 
tion which had so captivated her and her parents on the occasion of 
his one visit to Salome. He answered her in gruff monosyllables when 
she spoke to him, and spoke about nothing at all of his own accord; 
and as soon as dinner was over, he mysteriously disappeared, and was 
seen no more for the rest of the evening. 

When Mr. and Mrs. Prescott referred to him, in the course of the 
drive home, in the same disparaging way that they had spoken of 
Frances Belle, Susannah quickly defended him. She did not believe he 
was feeling well. Someone had told her Franchot was Hot, but she 
thought that was a mistake; she thought it must be Phil instead. He 
had given up other plans in order to be home that day; he had told 
her so himself.•Well, he would not have done that unless he had meant 
to be pleasant, now would he? Yes, she did think Madame d’Alvery 
was a very fine looking old lady. Yes, she did like both Mr. and Mrs. 
Fabian d’Alvery and Captain and Mrs. Gervais d’Alvcry, and she did 
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think Sybelle and Joyeuse and Franchot were all very nice. But she 
still liked Phil the best. She had told him she hoped he would come 
over to New Roads the next time Vail did, and he had said he wasn’t 
sure, he thought he might be going to Amite, but he would come if 
he could. She believed he would come and that the next time he would 
be feeling all right again. 

While the Prescotts were discTissing the d’Alverys, the d’Alverys 
were equally busy discussing the Prescotts. Sybelle told Vail, very 
sweetly, that she thought Sue was lovely and that she did not w( nder 
he was crazy about her; but a mi lute later, her lips began to tre nble 
and when he asked her cripes, w iiat was the matter, she asked him 
if he didn’t wonder she felt badl / to think the whole family v ould 
break their necks, like this, to be ; ice to his girl and her family, ' vhen 
Riccardo and his parents were ne /er asked to the house for so ) luch 
as a cup of coffee, and when she ..adn’t got to go to the junior { rom. 
Here she had been home just a .ew days, and Dad and ^and mhre 
were already saying they thought it would be a good plan for I !r to. 
make a nice long visit to their ki.i in New Orleans and Mumm> was 
not saying anything; so probably she would have to end up by g )ing. 

“I wish I could do something to help, Syb. You know I think lick’s 
a grand guy. You know I doni want you to go away again. I’ve 
missed you like hell all winter.” 

“You’ve gone over to New Roads nearly every week end. I don’t 
believe you missed me over there.” 

“Yes, I did. That is, I knew it would have been even more fun if 
you’d have been along. Look, Syb, I’m going to try to work something. 
I’m going to see if we couldn’t fix it so Rick could go along to New 
Roads the next time I do, and you, too. You don’t have to start making 
those visits right off, do you?” 

Sybelle shook her head, her brimming eyes overflowing. “It’s no 
use, Vail. You know the Prescotts wouldn’t invite Rick to their house 
either, and that’s where you really want to go, when you talk about 
New Roads, isn’t it? I’ll just have to wait. But I can tell you one thing. 
I’ll never look at anyone else, not if I live to be a thousand. And I can 
tell you another. Just as soon as I’m of age. I’m going to elope. Rick 
says now he won’t let me, but maybe by that time he’ll be just as 
whipped down as I am now!” 

She sat down on the bench beside the refectory table and turned 
her head away, so that Vail would not see that she was crying, even 
though she realized that he knew it. Ordinarily he would have sat 
down beside her and tried to comfort her. But now, hearing approach¬ 
ing footsteps, he merely put a steadying hand on her shoulder and 
spoke in a warning voice. 

“Hang on to yourself if you can, Syb. Someone’s coftiing.” 

As he spoke, the door from the hall into the patio was thrown open, 
and Mr. William Pereira came out, rubbing his hands together and 
smiling with an air of great heartiness. He had put on considerable 
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weight with the years, and his phenomenal prosperity had increased 
his inherently cheerful outlook on life. At the moment he was replete 
with good food and good wine and he had found his fellow guests 
excellent company. He could not have been in better humor. 

“Well, well!” he said jovially. “What are you doing, off here by 
yourselves? Not badgering your sister about her boy friend by any 
chance, are you, Vail?” 

“No, sir, we were just talking. I was telling her- 

“Don’t you let him try to put anything over on you, young lady,” 
Billy Pereira persisted. “You’re in a position to give back as good as 
you get, these days. And this is the lad who tried to persuade me that 
the reason he wanted to go into the coffee business was because he 
wasn’t interested in sugar! Well, now we know what he is interested 
in, don’t we, Sybelle?” 

“I reckon I didn’t explain just right, sir. What I meant to say 
was-” 

“Oh, I know what you meant to say and what you meant to keep up 
your sleeve, too! But the cat’s out of the bag now all right. Well, I seem 
to be getting as much mixed on my metaphors as Mrs. Prescott does. 
. . . Have you noticed whether Sue’s inherited that from her mother 
Vail?” 

“I don’t think she has, Mr. Pereira. But anyhow-” 

“Anyhow it wouldn’t matter if she had? Suits you right down tc 
the grdund, eh, just the way she is? Now I tell you what, Vail. It 
never does any harm to look around a bit. That’s what I’d do if I were 
you. I wouldn’t let this little Yankee have the satisfaction of knowing 
you’d fallen for her, hook, line and sinker. I’d keep her guessing. I’d 
let her worry. It’s good for girls to worry. Why, look at Sybelle here, 
worrying her head off, and she was never prettier in her life!” 

“If you don’t mind my saying so, Mr. Pereira-” 

“But I do mind. I’m giving you good advice and I’m telling you 
you ought to take it. Just the same. I’ll say this too, Vail. Now that I 
really know what your interests are. I’ll make you a better offer— 
thirty a week instead of twenty-five, whenever you care to start. Any 
young couple ought to be able to manage on thirty a week. You could, 
couldn’t you, Sybelle, if you had the chance?” 

There was seemingly no end to Mr. Pereira’s joviality. Sybelle and 
Vail continued to writhe under .it, while he went on and on. Meantime 
the “small fry” had all gathered in the parlor around the old piano, and 
were singing vociferously to the accompaniment of Joycuse: 

“Va-II d’Al’ry, so they say, 

^ Goes a-courtin’ ev’ry day. 

Sword and pistol by his side, 

Susy Prescott for his bride!” 

The strains of this song, which none of the singers seemed to find 
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it tedious to repeat, penetrated easily to the patio. Vail could feel his 
face flushing and his temper rising; if it had not been for Sybclle, he 
would probably have “blown up.” But he did not want to risk adding 
to her discomfiture, and at last the ordeal ended. The small fry de¬ 
serted the piano and rushed out into the yard for a game of croquet. 
The Pereiras announced that they must allow for a brief stop at Hack- 
berry Hall on their way to New Orleans, and Charles Boylstor de¬ 
parted to prepare for their coming. Cresside and Fabian went fome 
too, deciding that was the best place for Frances Belle, who was still 
sulking. The members of the immediate family had the Big House 
to themselves again, and assembled in the library to enjoy a [uiet 
evening and talk over the day. 

“I like those people,” Merry sjud, unequivocally. “I like then all. 
Fm glad we’ve met them. I hope they’ll come to Belle Heloise very 
often.” 

“That man Prescott’s nobody’? fool.” Gervais also spoke wi hout 
hesitation. “Vail, you said he Wi s a retired diplomat, and I hs i an. 
idea he was just sitting around o:i his hands these days. But it j :ems 
he tinkers with machinery all the time. He’s had two or three i men¬ 
tions patented already. Now he tliinks he’s on the track of some hing 
that’ll revolutionize cane cutting. I suppose it would be too mil:h to 
hope that anything would come out all right in this wretched 
business-” 

“The P.O.J. came out all right.” 

“Yes^ I grant you that, Merry. But with all these governmental 
restrictions on acreage and marketing that we’ve got now, we’re 
almost back to where we were before we started those experiments. 
Just the same, it would help if we could solve some of our labor 
problems by machinery. That problem’s bound to get worse instead of 
better. Those strikes they’re having in France are just the forerunners 
of what we’ve got to expect here.” 

“That child spoke excellent French,” Madame d’Alvery interposed. 
“Her parents’ was good but hers is better— vraiment, de racademie! 
I was interested in her account of the False River dances. They have 
evidently made quite an impression on her and she describes them very 
well. I used to go to dances in New Roads occasionally when I was 
young, Gervais—more often than you and Cresside ever did, I think.” 

“Did you, maw an? I never heard you speak of it before.” 

“Possibly not. ... I also went once to a dance in a public hall in 
Back Brule with your father shortly after we were married—Doiron’s, 
I think the name of it was.” 

“Tell us about it, grand^mirel* Sybelle urged, with genuine interest. 

“Well, the hall was just a rough structure divided into two rooms, 
a large one for dancing and a small one where the children who were 
brought along could be put to* sleep, some in beds and some on quilts 
spread out over the floor. In the larger room there were benches sur¬ 
rounding the wall where the older members of the community sat and 
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watched the dances. The local girls were in robes de style made of 
flowered cretonne, identical as to cut but different as to design. They 
had all provided their escorts beforehand with enough material for 
blouses to match their dresses; hence it was easy to tell which young 
men and which young girls were interested in each other.” 

“That’s not so hard, ever,” muttered Vail, whose spirits were begin¬ 
ning to revive. 

“A violin and an accordion furnished the music and the party 
opened with the lancers,” Madame d’Alvery continued, without ap¬ 
pearing to notice his interruption. “Only those in costume were allowed 
to take part in this, though outsiders were welcome to look on and 
join in the subsequent figures. But of course my husband wished to 
participate in every dance, and knowing beforehand of this ruling, 
he had insisted tha:; we go provided for it. So I had a very lovely toile 
de fouy made on purpose for the occasion and we danced with the 
others. I remember that the refreshments consisted only of Creole 
gumbo, baked sweet potatoes and black coffee—a rather extraordinary 
menu, but I must admit that it tasted good.” 

“ril bet it did,” Vail said, thinking of the gumbo at Breaux’ 
Restaurant in Plaquemine. 

“My husband enjoyed it so much that he wanted to make up a 
party again the following summer.’ Of course it was impossible at any 
other time of year.” 

“Why, grand'm^re?'' 

“Because such expeditions could be undertaken only when the dirt 
or plank roads were passable and it did not take too long to go with 
a horse and buggy—remember we had no pave’ then and no auto¬ 
mobiles. So we made our plans. But the next summer my poor little 
baby was only a few months old and I could not leave him. My 
husband suggested that I should take him, after the fashion of the Back 
Brule women—which I gather is still the fashion in the countryside 
around False River.” 

Madame d’Alvery paused in her recital and smiled. Her family, who 
had never before heard of the expedition she had just described and 
who had never known her to tell a story in this vein either, waited, 
with suppressed astonishment, for her to continue. 

“It was the sort of jest he enjoyed,” she said. “Indeed, I do not think 
he would have been in the least nonplussed if I had taken him at his 
word. But I could never unbend as he did. ... I lost my poor little 
baby shortly afterwards, and then of course I did not dance again, at 
Doiron’s Hall or anywhere else. But I believe I still have that toile de 
Jouy dress put away somewhere, though I have not seen it in a long 
time. I shall ask Lucie to look for it. I recall that the pajttern was made 
up of rose garlands and blue lover’s knots against a cream background. 
Possibly Susannah might be interested in seeing it or even wearing it, 
if costume dances are becoming general again. I believe, Merry, that 
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it would compare favorably with the dress she wore in Plaquemine, 
from what Crcsside told us of that/’ 

“Fm sure it would, Madame Mere. Fd like to see it myself,’" 

“Well, we will look it up. Susannah would set it off very well. She 
has been taught to stand and sit properly, which is something, in this 
day and age. You really must speak to Joyeuse, chere. She sprawls 
over everything. When she sits with her knees spread apart and her 
toes turned in, as she does half the time now, it is almost more than 
I can bear. I suppose it is what comes of sending her to a public s hool. 
And does she have to wear socks nd sneakers, except for sports ? After 
all, she is thirteen now, and unl< ss I am very much mistaken, Barry 
Pereira is beginning to be epris w th her. It is ridiculous, but it aj pears 
to be true. If she is old enough tc have a beau she is old enough ;o act 
like a young lady. Well, as I was saying—the little Prescott real!’ does 
act like a lady. She even enters a oom with grace, which in my c eperi- 
ence is rare in the young. I noti :e that she does not wear sock : and 
sneakers. I must say she is very suitably dressed. Very stylishb , too. 
You may be sure everything she has comes from Paris.” 

It was some hours later before Fabian and Cresside spoke about 
Susannah. They had gone to bed early, almost as soon as Fiances 
Belle, for they were unaccountably tired, and Fabian had fallen asleep 
almost immediately. He woke to the realization that Cresside was also 
awake, and guessed that she had not slept at all. He reached out his 
arms and drew her towards him. 

“Anything the matter, darling.?” he asked gently. “You’re not wor¬ 
rying about Vail, are you.?” 

“Yes, I am.” 

“But you knew this would happen sometime.” 

“Yes. Sometime. But not when he was only sixteen.” 

“Most boys have crushes as young as that, Cresside. I know I did. 
Not that it got me anywhere.” 

“That’s what Fm worrying about, mostly. He’s so young to be hurt.” 

“There’s no certainty that he will be, is there?” 

“No, but Fm afraid he will. Fm afraid this isn’t just a crush. Fm 
afraid it’s the real thing. And Fm selfish, like most women. Fm not 
ready to lose him so soon. I didn’t think I would.” 

“Well, there’s one person you’ll never lose. You know that, Cresside. 
Doesn’t it help at all?” 

“Yes. I do know that. And it does help. A lot.” 

She put her face close to his in the dark and kissed him. Then she 
lay very quiet in his arms. They were still around her, holding her and 
supporting her, when she finally went to sleep. 
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CHAPTER XLII 


Vail went to bed, the night after the momentous gathering of the 
clans, in a glow of happiness. The day had seemed perfect to him 
from beginning to end and only one regret crossed his mind: he 
wished he had told his family about Susannah Prescott months sooner; 
as it was he had wasted a great deal of time which might have been 
far more profitably spent. But even this regret was short-lived. He was 
too elated over the satisfactory present to dwell with disappointment 
on the wasted past, especially as he foresaw an increasingly rosy future. 
Now that Susannah had come once to Belle Heloise, he was sure she 
would be coming right along; she would be there for the swimming 
and fishing and the sand dances that summer, and in the fall for 
hunting. Sybelle would ask her to slumber parties, and they would 
sleep in the very next room to his, which was an exciting thought, just 
in itself; they would get to be close friends, the way girls did when 
they sat up whispering to each other half the night and this would 
create another bond between him and Susannah. Of course Sybelle 
would ^so go with him to New Roads, and he would find a way to get 
Rick there, too, whatever Rick and Sybelle might say about it them- 
.selves. Suppose the Prescotts were just as unreasonable about peddlers* 
sons as the d’Alverys? Rick had managed the sand dances and if he 
could do that he could certainly manage Jarreau's. , . , 

In these rosy dreams Vail failed to consider the eventuality that 
though Susannah did come to Belle Heloise several times during the 
early part of the summer, it was neither Sybelle’s company nor Vail’s 
for which she showed a marked partiality, but Phil’s; and that though 
the twins were frequently asked to Salome, Phil was always included 
in these invitations. Then in August Mrs. Prescott found that she 
could not stand the heat in Louisiana any longer, and departed for 
Bar Harbor, taking Susannah with her; to make a. bad matter worse, 
when she rejoined her husband in November, she left Susannah 
behind with Boston relatives, to resume her studies at the Winsor 
School. It appeared that Mrs. Prescott had been disappointed in local 
scholastic standards; she had also felt that possibly Susannah was 
going to more parties than were good for a girl of her age and that it 
would be better for her to remain in the North most of the time until 
after her formal debut at the Chilton Club. When that had taken 
place, Mrs. Prescott would be delighted to have her daughter enjoy 
a carnival season in New Orleans, under the right auspices; indeed, 
she thought they might take a house there for part of one winter. 
At all events, Susannah would not forget how kind and cordial 
everyone in Baton Rouge and New Roads had been to her and would 
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look forward to seeing her Louisiana friends again in due course of 
time. • • • 

Vail accepted the first of his own disappointments fairly philosophi¬ 
cally. He was as ready as anyone to admit Phil’s superior attractions— 
the easy grace, the quick wit, the fluent speech, fhe laughing ways 
which he himself lacked. Phil had never gone through an awkward 
age, mentally or physically; he danced well, he talked well, he wore 
his clothes well. There was a harmony between his brown hair an« 1 his 
hazel eyes and his delicately tannt d skin which was less striking but 
more pleasing than the violent coi trasts in Vail’s coloring; even more 
pleasing, many persons thought, than Sybelle’s exquisite blond aess. 
Phil and Joyeuse looked and act d very much alike, and Frai chot 
would have shared this beguiling i csemblance if his sensitive little face 
had not been so thin and pointec! and his bearing listless inste< d of 
gay. Vail could understand why Susannah should have found Phil 
better company in many ways, a d he did not begrudge his br 'ther 
her preference for sharing super:icial pleasures with him; Vai felt, 
that somewhere deep within her she must instinctively feel th: t he 
really counted to her for more in important respects, because she 
counted so tremendously to him, and that presently the supeificial 
pleasures would not matter. He thought, since he knew beyond any 
shadow of a doubt that she was destined to be his sweetheart, she 
could not help finding it out too, sooner or later. 

Phil’s own attitude towards Susannah was responsible, in no small 
measure, for this absence of active jealousy. He soon ceased to avoid 
her or to treat her rudely, but he accepted her favors instead of seeking 
them, and there w,as a little condescension mingled with his carefree 
affability. If he and Susannah became separated from the others in the 
course of a sport which they all shared, such separations were either 
accidental, or maneuvered with great delicacy and adroitness by 
Susannah herself. Phil never instigated them. His attitude towards her 
was exactly like his attitude towards Nellie Pereira, and Nellie’s meth¬ 
ods were a little less subtle than Susannah’s. Phil took the line of least 
resistance with girls, and since Nellie made it more difficult to resist 
than Susannah, she saw more of him. And she was a very pretty girl, 
too. Vail counted on Nellie to divert Phil more and more as time went 
on. This confidence helped to quiet the pangs which might otherwise 
have tormented him. 

However, he found it much harder to reconcile himself to Susan¬ 
nah’s indefinite removal from the scene. In her absence, the week-end 
outings to False River completely lost their allure for him and even 
the diversions he had always most enjoyed at Belle Hcloise began to 
seem dull, flat, stale and unprofitable. He came in for a good deal of 
teasing, which he took good-naturedly at first, but more and more 
touchily as time went on and Susannah did not even answer his letters. 
Fabian was the only person who succeeded in reasoning with him 
during this period or even in persuading him to talk about his troubles. 



“You know, I’ve always thought the only kind of girl who was 
worth having was the kind that was hard to get,” Fabian said one 
day, apropos of nothing in particular, when the two were sitting on a 
log, resting during a dove hunt. “It took me five years to persuade 
your Aunt Cresside to marry me. First I had to get her used to the 
general idea and then I had to give her long breathing spaces between 
proposals. You just can’t hurry that sort or badger them. It takes time 
and it takes tact to get them in the end. Your Aunt Cresside admits 
herself that if I’d tried to pull anything fast on her, everything would 
have been all over.” 

It had always been tacitly understood between them that they should 
refer to Cresside as Vail’s aunt. This time the reference had other 
implications for the boy, in any case. 

“Five years!” he exclaimed in outspoken dismay. “What on earth 
did you do with yourself all that time.? I should think you’d have 
gpne nuts.” 

“Not at all. I was too busy.” 

“What doing?” 

“Making money, for one thing,” Fabian said practically. “I knew 
rd need plenty if I had a family later on. I don’t think your Aunt 
Cresside’s ever gone without anything she wanted. I don’t intend that 
she ever shall. Or Frances Belle either. But I had several other interests 
besides raking in shekels—^my camellias, for instance, and Belizaire. 
And I did a lot of traveling in connection with my law practice. I 
learned to speak Spanish and I met some very interesting people and 
' saw some very beautiful sights.” 

“Didn’t you ever get low in your mind?” 

“Lord, yes! Everyone gets low, every so often. And I didn’t have 
anything definite to bank on, for a long while. There wasn’t any 
reason why I should have had—^then or later, as far as that goes. You’d 
know that, just to look at me,” 

Fabian had never referred to his deformity since the first day he had 
asked Vail to help him down the levee bank, and Vail seldom thought 
of it himself, unless it was directly called to his attention. Fabian had 
too many other attributes which were more arresting. 

“All the same, I managed to hang on to a forlorn hope for two 
years,” he continued, smiling as if certain recollections of the period 
were not altogether unpleasant. “And after that it wasn’t so hard 
' because the hope wasn’t so forlorn. I’ll admit the courtship seemed to 
me more like an endurance test than a romance, almost up to the last. 
But that was worth waiting for. And so were all the years we’ve had 
together since.” 

He picked up a dry stick and poked reflectively among the fallen 
leaves, the happy smile of reminiscence deepening. Then he dropped 
the stick, brushed some stray twigs off his knees, and put his hand on 
Vail’s shoulder to steady himself as he rose. 

“Time we were getting back, I reckon,” he said. “They’ll be looking 
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for you at the Big House and for me on Somerulos Street—seems 
pretty good to have supper waiting and someone glad to see you when 
you get in, doesn’t it? Fact is, I think that’s about the best part of the 
hunt We might go out again next Sunday, though, unless you’ve got 
something better to do.” 

“No. I haven’t got anything better to do.” 

“Well, for the love of Mike, don't talk about it in that tone of voice, 
even if you haven’t. But look here, Vail, you’re beginning to go >tale 
on this place—it’s time you got oi r it for a while. You’d better ta ^e a 
quick trip to Europe with us this summer.” 

“Gee, that would be swell, Unck Fabian, if Dad could spare me- ** 

“Of course he could, during the slack season. We’ll take a fast b( at— 
might as well be the Normandie- -and go wherever you say for a few 
weeks—France, England, Italy. A terwards—see here, I don’t wa it to 
tun the subject of Princeton into he ground, but-” 

“I’ve been meaning to tell you. I’ve decided to go after all, th t is, 
if you still want me to and I can ..ct in.” 

“Of course I still want you to a id of course you can get m—at [ease 
you can if you really put your b ick to it and do some sure en« 'Ugh 
studying between now and next June. I even suggest that wc cut 
down on all this Sunday hunting, much as I enjoy it—a good deal of 
work can be crammed into long week ends, as your friend Rick 
could tell you. By the way, I was glad to hear that he got his Colonelcy. 
I thought he would. I’m picking that lad to go straight on and up. 
But don’t forget I’m picking you to do the same.” 

With his usual deliberation Vail turned this conversation over in his 
mind before he began to act upon it. But not long after it took place 
his correspondence with Susannah changed in both volume and char¬ 
acter. Instead of plying her continually with rambling and reproachful 
letters, he waited for one of her own brief and infrequent missives, 
and after allowing a week or so to elapse, answered it in kind. He was 
working hard as hell, he told her, between school and grinding. His 
chemistry course was a caution, at least he thought so, though that brat 
Joyeuse simply ate up anything of the sort. She spent every Saturday 
fooling around the laboratory at the mill, at least when she could get 
the head chemist to let her. He was at the mill till all hours himself, 
as they were mighty short-handed. He hadn’t been to New Roads 
in over a month, so he didn’t have any news for her about the crowd. 
He hadn’t even been hunting, because he was too busy week ends. 
But his Dad was planning a squirrel hunt in the Atchafalaya swamp 
back of Port Allen to celebrate Phil’s birthday, and of course he was 
going to take time out for that. The whole family was going, even 
Franchot, who hated hunting, as she knew. But Franchot wanted to 
please Phil, especially when Dad had gone to all this trouble, and 
Mr. Lawrason was coming over from Denham Springs, too. Mr. 
Lawrason didn’t go in much for squirrel hunting as a rule; he always 
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>vanted to use his dogs, so cat hunting was more in his line; but he 
was making an exception this time, on account of Phil’s birthday. 
After that they would all be too busy in what spare time they had 
getting roseau reeds ready for the Christmas bonfires, so she mustn*'. 
be surprised if she didn’t hear from him straight off again. He sen 
her his best. . . . 

Susannah read this letter with more attention than she had given 
any he had sent her in some time, and answered it fairly promptly, 
for her. But several weeks went by before she heard from Vail again, 
and she had actually begun to watch for a letter. When it finally came, 
she found it contained only a few lines: 

“Dear Sue: 

This is just to say I was glad to hear from you, and that I would 
have written sooner except that Franchot is very sick and I can’t 
seem to think of anything to say but that, because it’s all I’ve got 
on my mind. I wish to heaven we’d never gone on that damn ' 
birthday hunt, and I don’t feel right now as if I would ever want 
to go hunting again, though I suppose some day I shall. I will tell 
you what happened later on, that is, if you want to hear. Mean¬ 
while you must not think it was Phil’s fault or Dad’s that every- ^ 
thing went wrong and you must ‘excuse this measly little note. | 

Yours, J 

Vail.” 


The hunt to which Vail referred with such bitterness began under 
very pleasant and auspicious circumstances. Harvey Lawrason arrived 
at Belle Heloise on the eve of Philogene’s birthday, bringing with him 
his trailerful of dogs, as if he hoped that the nature of the trip might 
be changed at the last moment. However, he took the announcement 
that the plans stood for a squirrel hunt with hearty good nature, and 
after an excellent supper, while everyone else sat around the fire 
listening to him, embarked on a series of typical tall tales, Gervais, 
who was in rare good humor, rallied him by saying these were not up 
to his usual standard, however. 

“Which-I-God, a funny thing happened last week to a nigger I knew 
up in Tangipahoa Parish. Quit this nigger’s name was. His ma named 
him that because he was the tenth to come along in twelve years and 
she figured it was quittin’ time for her. But she had another one after 
all, and named him Golast, and he was. Well sirs, as I started to say, 
ihis nigger Quit went out in the woods to chop, and his wife. Silky, 
’ toted his dinner out to him in a bucket, just like she always done. 
’Bout the time he knew she was coming, he drove his wedge into the 
top of an old block, and then he sat down on it himself, to rest a mite 
while he waited for her. She see him settin* there when she come 
along, and he had a grin on his face, too; she was a mighty good cook, 
and he always looked forward to them dinners she brought him. But 
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^hcn she hollered, ‘Hello, Quit’! he didn’t answer her, and after she 
^t up close to him, she could see he was dead. The pressure of the 
wood in that block had drove the wedge up through his body, right 
*^here he sat.” 

. “You say this happened to a nigger you knew up in Tangipahoa 
Parish, Harvey?” 

“Yes sir, just this last week.” 

^ “Well, it’s a funny thing, but my father told me that same story, 
about a nigger down here on the River Road, when I wasn’t more 
than five years old. I wouldn’t g) looking for any more stories in 
Tangipahoa, if I were you, Harvey —they’re stale. Fact is, I think d lat’s 
one Parish I’d steer clear of any iow, if I were you. The mer up 
tfeere don’t stand for any fooling, when it comes to their women oik, 

'^hey shoot mighty quick. And w,th tastes like you’ve got-” 

• “Which-I-God, I got the same tastes as any man, ain’t I? < )nly 
lifference is-” 

I “If you’re planning to get off at four in the morning, I thinl the 
/(^ildren ought to start for bed early,” Merry said, rather ha tily. 
j^|anchot was snuggled up on the sofa beside her, half asleep alrt ady, 
iid she ran her hand lovingly through his hair. “This littfe boy s :ems 
S be coming down with another cold,” she said. “He’s been snee zing 
ill day. I believe he’s a bit feverish now, too. I think perhaps he’d 
Setter not go after all.” 

“But Mummy, I want to.” 

“You know you don’t like squirrel hunting much, honey. Remember 
that first time, when Vail brought you home-” 

“Aw, I was just a baby then.” Franchot was wide awake again now, 

r id hastening to defend himself. He spoke almost too eagerly. “Course 
like squirrel hunting—leastwise I’m going to, soon as I get used to 
it. Besides, this isn’t just any old squirrel hunt, right on the plantation. 
It’s a real trip, way over to the other side of Port Allen. And it’s Phil’s 
birthday party. Like he had a cake and everything, only different.” 

■ “We’re going to have a cake too, anyway, after everybody gets home, 
'il'ou could help me put the candles and the lettering on, if you stayed 
here.” 

“Merry, it’s no wonder that boy’s a mollycoddle. You pamper him 
like nobody’s business. Right at the very time when he’s beginning to 
get over his silly willies about hunting.” 

“There’s a phobia of your own, Gervais, you’ve never got over.” 
“Good God, Merry, are you trying to compare a natural antipathy 
for poisonous snakes with squeamishness about the mere sight of 
blood?” 

“About needless killing? And calling it sport? Yes, I am.” 

They were on the verge of one of those heated arguments which 
roused Gervais to quick and .violent rage and transformed Merry’s 
characteristically gentle and yielding attitude to one of stubborn re¬ 
sistance. Their love for each other was still strong and vital after all 
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these years; but they had never achieved the complete harmony v^hich 
existed between Fabian and Cresside, and a struggle of wills, like the 
one which was now beginning, completely disrupted the pleasant 
atmosphere. Vail, who was always acutely uncomfortable during such 
scenes, rose and edged over to Franchot, throwing a persuasive arm 
around his shoulder. 

“You heard what Mom said about getting to bed, brat. Come ori 
let’s go. I thought maybe you’d sleep in my room tonight. Then oni* * 
of us would be sure to wake the other up on time.” 

“I thought Phil was going to sleep there.” 

“Well, he is. But hell’s bells, there’s room for all three of us, isn’t 
there?” 

It was the first time Vail had made such a suggestion, and Franchot 
was thrilled at this admission into the fellowship of his older brothers. 
He was still more excited when he really did wake up first. He had 
been restless all night, partly with the fear that he would oversleep, 
and partly because his cold, which seemed to be getting worse, made , 
him uncomfortable. But in his elation over the chance of rousing bot(-:’>L 
Vail and Phil froiii their profound slumbers, he forgot his achftf|^‘^Uj[ 
head and sore throat; and when Vail asked him, during their has^W' 
breakfast, how was the cold this morning, he said truthfully enoughI 
that he felt fine, he thought it was gone. Gervais, noticing his flushei||* 
cheeks, asked him the same question and received the same answer.^ 
Well,"the flush was probably due to excitement, then, Gervais decided/ 
not without reason; for Franchot’s apparent exhilaration lasted durind^-' 
the drive to Port Allen and over the old logging roads behind it. Th^ 
woods which the hunters soon entered were the dismal type of lovJp 
cypress, where quantities of gaunt black “knees” projected from poolfl 
of stagnant water and the scattered gum trees were already bare oh 
leaves; and as the ground became increasingly soggy, they got out o£| 
their cars, and started to separate into groups of two. It had originally-t'^ 
been Gervais’ intention to keep Phil with him, and send Franchot o^ 
with Vail; but proud of the little boy’s sudden staunchness, he niad|i 
an abrupt change of plan. 

“You tag along with me, son, and I’ll show you some real sportt^ 
Before the day’s over, you’ll forget you ever thought you didn’t want|: 
to hunt. Listen, do you hear that blue jay? He’s warning all the other* 
creatures in the woods that someone’s coming. We have to keep 
mighty quiet for a few minutes.” 4 

There was a period of profound silence. Gervais stood with his arm 
around Franchor’s shoulder, waiting. Then a flock of crows circled^ 
overhead, calling harshly and interrupting their flight to swoop down ^ 
towards one tall tree after another. 

“They’ve found an owl,” Gervais whispered to Franchot. “He was 
asleep, but they waked him up. Now they’xc chasing him from tree 
to tree, pecking at him.” 

“Will they hurt him?” 
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Gervais could feel Franchot flinching as the child asked the troubled 
question. He answered nonchalantly. 

“Not to worry about. Just watch, Franchot, and Fll show you lots 
of other ihteresting things. You must keep your eyes open in the woods 
and your ears, too. That’s a Lord God you hear now.” 

“A Lord God?” 

“Yes, a very large woodpecker with a big topknot. You can’t see him 
aiough. He may be as much as half a mile away. He gets on a h )llow 
stub in a swamp and raps away at it. ‘Log God’ is the old Ei glish 
name for him. That’s how com; the colored folks got it chj nged 
around to ‘Lord God.’ Some of th^^m even call him ‘Papa Lord C od’I” 
Franchot listened attentively. Nothing about the deliberate b( at of 
the woodpecker’s rapping suggested pain, and the longer he Jtood 
still, the longer the evil moment v^f killing could be postponed. Pres¬ 
ently he heard another sound, thi^ time one that was vaguely far liliar. 
“Isn’t that a catbird. Daddy?” 

“No, it’s a cat squirrel. I’m not surprised you thought it was i cat- 
I '-d, though. They sound a lot ai ke. He must have seen some ( f the 
. zrs in our party. We’ll wait here a minute or two longer anc give 
neone else a chance for the first shot.” 

The delay added to Franchot’s sense of reprieve, but he was chagrined 
u. having mistaken the cat squirrel for a catbird. He had often 
syatched squirrels in the woods back of Belle Heloise and had learned 
good deal about them. He knew that when they were feeding on 
/press balls you could hear them a Jong way off, just as he had heard 
he woodpecker a few minutes before. He could even recognize two 
distinct sounds—the noise the squirrels made while they were gnaw- 
ag the cypress balls with their teeth and the noise the pods made 
.fter these had been emptied of seeds by the squirrels and were drop¬ 
ping in a light patter on the dry leaves which covered the ground. 
He knew that after a squirrel had finished with one ball, it would 
' :amper to a limb from the crotch of the tree where it had been feed- 
5g, and begin searching for another seed pod; and that after it had 
aten all it wanted, if nothing happened to disturb it, then it would 
cart playing with two or three squirrels. It would race round and 
round the trunk of the tree, flipping its bushy tail in the air, and 
|ometimes it would even leap from one tree to another, which was 
prettier to see. On the other hand, if it caught sight of a human 
being, it gave three or four short, sharp barks close together, thereafter 
moving very quietly, to keep the tree between itself and its probable 
enemy, and then “freezing.” Since Franchot knew all this, he felt he 
should also have known enough not to mistake a bird’s note for a 
squirrel’s bark. He was grateful to Gervais for making light of his 
error and eager to atone for it. So instead of seeking further reprieve, 
he assented with apparent willingness when Gervais suggested it was 
time they were getting on with their hunt. 
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For some moments more they kept together, moving quietly for¬ 
ward. They heard two shots, close together, and then, after an interval, 
a third one further off. The others were beginning to get their squir¬ 
rels, Gervais remarked; possibly they had come across a wood duck, 
too. But it was squirrels they were really out for this go-round. And 
it was about time for Franchot to start looking for them himself. 
How about this point for a stand? It looked pretty good to Daddy 
because there was a clear vision of the upper limbs all around. He 
was going further on himself, but he would be within easy calling 
distance if Franchot wanted him—only, of course, no one shouted on 
a hunt unless there were a darn good reason for it. But he knew 
Franchot realized that. He would come back after a while, whether 
he were called or not. Meantime Franchot was on no account to leave 
his stand. If he wandered off he might get lost for true. Well, so long 
and good huntingl 

Franchot did not voice any objection when Gervais suggested leav» 
ing him; but after his father had disappeared among the trees he was 
a httle frightened by the stillness and the solitude. These woods weif 
not like those back of the plantation, which he knew and loved » 
well; they were darker and more dismal, and their strangeness, as 
as their gloominess, was disquieting. The crows had ceased th| 
circling and cawing and the woodpecker no longer rapped against 
hollow stub. No more shots rang out in the distance either. Thl 
silence was complete. But it was not a tranquil stillness; there was % 
queer tensity to it. Standing watchfully at the point of observatioflt 
where his father had placed him, and conscientiously watching 
upper branches for the squirrel he was expected to shoot, Franchc 
was conscious for the first time since early morning that his head w^ 
hot and his hands cold and that his throat was really very sore. 

He was still gazing stcadfasdy at the trees, when his attention wai 
diverted by a strange sound in the distant underbrush. For a time he 
tried to disregard it, but as it continued, growing a little louder as ^ 
it were getting closer, he turned in the direction from which it seem^ 
to be coming and peered with a feeling of mounting fright into tMt 
tangle of underbrush. At first he could sec nothing; then he becanis 
dimly aware of moving branches, and of a strange horned creatun^ 
which was causing this motion. Something enormous and terrifying 
was unquestionably coming towards him. Franchot dug his feet more 
firmly into the ground, bit his trembling lips and fired. 

The shadowy creature leapt into the air and then charged wildly 
forward, knocking against the trees which obstructed its path. Franchot 
dropped his shotgun and screamed. Then he shrank back towards the 
swamp, overwhelmed with shame and terror. The scream had been 
involuntary, and he was appalled because he had not managed to sup¬ 
press it; he knew that while he might have shouted in an emergency, 
the scream would be unforgivable; he had lost his last chance of 
proving he was not a sissy and a ’fraid cat. And he had no idea what 
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to do next. He had promised not to leave the stand and he ought to 
keep his promise, at least. But the strange wild creature was lunging 
nearer and nearer, still knocking against the trees as it came. 

Another shot rang out and the great animal leapt up again and fell 
heavily to the ground. The next instant Franchot heard his father’s 
voice, calling to him. 

“Stay where you arc, Franchot. Fll be there straight off.” 

“Yes, Daddy.” 

He was shivering all over now, no longer with fright, but wit h the 
relief which was mingled with liis shame and with the cold which 
was no longer confined to his ha ids and feet, but which had crc )t all 
over him, except to his hot head He stood still until he caught sight 
of Gervais hurrying towards hb i and then he could not wai any 
longer. He rushed forward and dung himself against his fathe . 

“Steady there! What made yc i think you could kill a deer with 
squirrel shot?” 

“I didn’t know what it was. I never saw a live deer before, D iddy^ 
I just fired, that’s all.” 

*'You hit him in the eyes with your number six; the shot scattered 
and blinded him. That’s why he tiirashed around so. You needn’t have 
been frightened—he couldn’t see you and you could have kept cut of 
his way. We must have disturbed him from his bed, moving around, 
so he started moving himself. But he’s good and dead now. Come on 
and have a look at him.” 

“I—I don’t want to, Daddy.” 

“Nonsense! Of course you want to. He’s as fine a nine-point buck 
as I ever saw. I’ll have his head mounted for you, just like I did the 
bear’s I shot in Alaska. He’s yours, you know. You really got him.” 

“No, I didn’t. Daddy. You got him. He’s your deer.” 

“I only finished him off for you—^good thing I brought along a 
couple of buckshot shells just in case. . . . But I wouldn’t have got 
him unless you’d blinded him first. I’m proud of you, son. Twas 
nearly ten years older than you before I got my first buck and he 
wasn’t nearly as fine as this. Not by a long shot.” 

Gervais leaned his shotgun against a tree and fumbled for his hunt¬ 
ing knife. When he had freed it from its sheath, he knelt down beside 
the buck, his face glowing with pleasure as he examined the mighty 
antlered head. Franchot watched him anxiously while he arched the 
great neck back and exposed the throat. 

“What are you going to do now. Daddy?” 

“I’ve got to cut his throat to bleed him. Afterwards I’ll have to gut 
him, too. But before that I’m going to ‘blood’ you. Don’t you know 
every hunter’s blooded after he’s killed his first deer?” 

“But I didn’t kill him! You killed him. Daddy! I wouldn’t have 
killed a deer for anything. I said I’d try to kill a squirrel this once 
because it was Phil’s birthday, but I never said-” 

“Come on, son! You want Daddy to keep on being proud of you, 
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don’t you?” As he spoke, Gervais plunged his knife into the angle 
below the deer’s jaw and drew the sharp blade forward and down. 
A slow flood of dark crimson followed the steel, welling and bubbling 
out on the grass. He dipped his fingers into the blood and jumped up. 
Franchot backed away from him. 

“Don’t touch me with that nasty stuff, please. Daddy!” 

“Now, now, mighty hunter!” Gervais strode swiftly towards him, 
and clamping the fingers of his left hand into the struggling boy’s 
shoulder, smeared the blood across his forehead. With a sharp cry, 
Franchot flung his arm over his face to protect it, but Gervais thrust 
it laughingly aside and spread the evil-smelling liquid over the child’s 
cheeks and neck. 

“Now you’re a sure enough hunter at last,” he said triumphantly. 
“I was afraid we’d never make you into one, but you’ve gone and 
made yourself into one. . . . Stop that screaming, Franchot, stop! I 
told you!” 

He tried to take hold of Franchot again and to clap his hand over 
the child’s mouth; but this time Franchot eluded his grasp and ran 
swiftly towards the swamp. When he reached this he leaned above 
it, dashing the stagnant water over his blood streaked little face. He 
was no longer screaming when Gervais caught up with him, but he 
was still sobbing and he turned to his father with a look of loathing. 

“Don’t you touch me!” he cried. “Don’t you ever touch me again! 
I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!” 

Suddenly he began to be sick, retching violently and vomiting into 
the stagnant water. Gervais, kneeling down again, tried to support 
him and to soothe him. But Franchot fought him off. And then, 
without warning, he toppled over in a dead faint. 

Everyone told Gervais afterwards that of course it was not his fault. 
Everyone, that is, except Merry. 

He waited in vain to have her tell him, as everyone else did, that 
she knew he did not realize Franchot had such a bad cold; if he had, 
of course he would not have taken the child hunting in the first place. 
Of course he did not realize how much chilly swamp water had run 
down Franchot’s back when he tried to wash the blood off; otherwise 
Gervais would have got him out of his drenched clothes. Of course 
he did not realize that the sight and smell of blood really did make 
the child sick; if he had, he would never have carried out the hideous 
ritual of “blooding.” . . . Merry could have said all this, for it would 
have been true. Instead, all she said was, while she sat‘by Franchot’s 
bed, waiting for the doctor to come, “Fve always felt that he was more 
like me than any of the others. I couldn’t have stood it either. I’ve 
stood a good deal, but I couldn’t have stood that.” 

She was very quiet, then and afterwards. She did not even say that 
if it had not taken so long to reach the doctor, Franchot would have 
had a better chance. She never admitted that she was tired during the 
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long days and nights of watching and nursing, of hoping and despair¬ 
ing, that followed the birthday party. She sat, dry-eyed and composed, 
at the funeral, and stood, still dry-eyed and composed, by the open 
grave. But when Gervais tried to put his arm around her to support 
her there, she drew away from him; and when he came into their 
room that evening, she was still wearing the veiled hat that she had 
worn to the cemetery, and she looked up at him over an open suitcase. 

‘‘I was coming to tell you, in just a minute,” she said steadily, “I’m 
going to spend the night with C'resside and Fabian. Perhaps s weral 
nights. I’m not sure what I’m go ng to do after that. Except thj t I’m 
not coming back here.” 

“Merry, you’re completely un trung, you’re completely shat :ered. 
No wonder, either. But you dca’t know what you’re saying You 
couldn’t.” 

“Yes, I could. I do. And I’m not unstrung. I’m not going to irgue 
with you this time either, Gcrva;s. But I’m going.” 

“Merry, I’ve never needed you so much in my life as I nee 1 you 
now. You can’t fail me now.” 

“I never have before, have I, Gervais? You’ll have to give me :redit 
for standing by, without complaining, through thick and thii for 
nearly eighteen years^” 

“I do. Merry. I never could have pulled through myself without you, 
I can’t go along without you how, either.” 

“You’ll have to, Gervais.” 

“You’ve got three other children of your own and a foster child. 
They all need you, too. They can’t get along without you, either.” 

“Vail’s almost a man now. He can look after himself and Phil, if 
you can’t, and if Fabian and Cresside don’t—^but they will. Your 
mother can look after Sybelle and Joyeuse, at least until we can work 
out something better. I don’t know why we’ve always treated her as if 
she were an old woman. She was under fifty when you came home 
from the war. She isn’t really old, even yet. And she’s strong as steel.” 

“She didn’t do such a good job of looking after Cresside, you may 
remember. Merry.” 

“Well, my mother’s here, too. That is, I don’t suppose you’ll turn 
her out, even if I do go. Or Miss Mittie, either. I think I’ve earned 
their keep.” 

“Merry, how can you be so unjust? You know your mother’s wel¬ 
come, that she always will be, and Miss Mittie, too. But they’ll be lost 
without you, we all will. It’s been you who’s given us courage, who’s 
given us hope, who’s given us strength. Don’t take all that from us 
now. We can’t survive if you do,” 

For a moment he had a faint hope that she might waver. Instead, 
she turned away from him without answering, and continued to pack 
the open suitcase. 

Vail had a very sweet letter from Susannah in answer to the one he 
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wrote her telling her that Franchot was ill and that he couldn’t think 
of anything else. A few weeks later he had another, telling him she 
had just heard about Franchot’s death, and that she wanted to let him 
know how very, very sorry she felt for him. If there were anything at 
all that she could do. . . . 

There was nothing that Susannah or anyone else could do for Vail 
just then. It was one of those times, of which Fabian had warned him 
before there would be many, when he had to fight his way through 
alone. It did not make it any easier for him to know that Gervais was 
fighting through it alone, too. 


CHAPTER XLIII 

Neither Fabian nor Cresside tried to reason with Merry or even to 
talk with her the night after Franchot’s funeral, and they managed to 
make Frances Belle understand that Aunt Merry was very unhappy 
and very tired, too, and that she must not be worried. The little girl 
was feeling very badly about Franchot herself, so she understood that 
part; but she did not see why Aunt Merry was coming to Somerulos 
Street for a rest, instead of just going to bed at the garqonnihe. How¬ 
ever, an unwonted firmness in her parents’ manner warned her that 
it was not the time to disregard their suggestion, and the more she 
glanced at Aunt Merry on the ride back to town, the more she realized 
that something dreadful must be the matter. Because Aunt Merry not 
only looked very sad and very tired; she had changed so much in all 
sorts of ways that she did not seem like the same person any more. 
She seemed like a total stranger. 

After they got home, and Aunt Merry had gone to bed in one of 
the little dormer guest rooms, Frances Belle called her mother and 
talked to her about Franchot, and asked if Aunt Merry looked the 
way she did because he had died. Cresside said yes, and then she tried 
to add a reassuring note. 

“I think perhaps Dr. Champagne will come to see Aunt Merry in 
the morning, darling, and give her something that will make her feel 
better. Perhaps she’ll feel better anyway, after she’s had a good sleep.” 

“She didn’t look as if she were sleepy to me. Mummy. She looked 
queer. Had she gone to sleep, when you came downstairs?” 

“No. But I hope she will pretty soon. I hope you will, too. Good 
night, honey.” 

“Mummy, I don’t feel sleepy either. I feel sort of frightened. I wish 
you’d stay with me.” 

. “There’s nothing to be frightened about, darling. But I’ll stay with 
you, if you want me to.” 
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Cresside lay down beside Frances Belle and gently stroked the little 
girl’s head and back. For a long time Frances Belle tossed restlessly 
about, but little by little she was quieter, and finally her even breathing 
betrayed her drowsiness. Cresside waited until she was sure Frances 
Belle v/as sound asleep before she herself moved from the bed. 'Hien 
she tiptoed back to her own room, where she knew Fabian would be 
waiting for her. 

“Frances Belle’s upset,” she told him in her troubled voice. '^‘Wc 
oughtn’t to have taken her to the funeral. She’s too young to see that 
sort of thing.” 

“Is she upset over the funeral or is she upset over Merry?” 

“Well, both, I suppose. I’m upse? about Merry myself. Aren’t y< u?” 

“I’m concerned. But let’s not wc rry too much until we see hovi she 
is in the morning. Things do have a way of working themselves out, 
if you give them a chance.” 

“They take a kjng while, sometimes. And this is so out of char^ :ter. 
Merry’s always faced everything I ke a good soldier before.” 

“Perhaps that’s why she can’t face this. There’s always a mit 
somewhere. But I confess I woul In’t have expected it of her ei her. 
. . . Well, as I said before, let’s wi^it and see what happens in the 
morning.” 

There had still been no sounds from the dormer bedroom when 
Fabian left for his office the next day, and both he and Cresside hesh 
tated to run the risk of disturbing Merry if she were resting at last. 
However, at ten o’clock Cresside went upstairs with a tray and 
knocked on the door, so lightly that the rap could not possibly have 
roused Merry if she had still been sleeping. But she answered 
immediately. 

“Come in. I’m not asleep.’* 

“Have you been awake long?” 

“I’m not sure. I think so.” 

“Well, why didn’t you call me when you first waked up. Merry?” 

“Why should I, when I didn’t want anything?” 

“Because of course you wanted something. You always want coffee 
as soon as you wake up.” 

“You mean I always did. I don’t any more. But I’ll drink some if 
you’d like to have me, Cresside.” 

Merry sat up in bed and accepted the tray from her sister-in-law’s 
hands, pouring out the coffee and drinking it clear, in slow, small sips. 
But she did not unfold the napkin in which the rolls were wrapped, 
nor even appear to notice anything on the tray except the coffee, and 
presently she set the cup down. 

“Thank you,” she said. “Cresside, Fye been thinking . •. I believe 
I’ll go and see Mr. Goldenberg.” 

“Today?” 

“Yes, today. I don’t want to put it off. I’m afraid if I do I won’t go 
^d I believe it’s the best thing I can do.” 



“I hoped you’d stay in bed today, Merry, and rest. I hoped you’d let 
me send for Dr. Champagne and ask him to give you a strong seda¬ 
tive. If you could have a good long sleep - ” 

“I don’t want a good long sleep. I want to do something. I want to 
get things settled.” 

“I know Mr. Goldenberg’s always been a mighty good friend to 
you, Merry. But do you think that just now-” 

“Yes, just now, more than ever.” 

Cresside took the tray and turned towards the door. She was afraid 
that whatever she said might be wrong and that therefore it was 
probably better to say nothing. At the same time she did not feel she 
could let her sister-in-law make the rash move which was evidently 
in her mind without at least trying to stop her. She set down the tray 
on a small table and went back towards the bed. 

“Merry,” she said with great earnestness, “I know what it’s like to 
be desperately unhappy myself—^you realize that, don’t you? I know 
what it’s hke to feel trapped with despair, just the way you do now. 
I would have been trapped, too, if you hadn’t helped me. Well, it’s 
my turn now. You must let me help you. I believe I can, if you’ll only 
give me a chance. I won’t urge you to go back to Gervais if you feel 
you can’t. I won’t talk to you about your duty to your husband and 
your children. I won’t try to stop you from seeing anyone you choose 
or doing anything you think best, if you’ll just wait until you’re physi¬ 
cally alid mentally fit to do it. But you’re not now. You’re a sick 
woman—^very sick. I’ll play fair with you. I won’t send for Dr. Cham¬ 
pagne unless you tell me I may. But I want you to play fair with 
yourself. You won’t be doing it, if you try to get out of bed and go 
downtown today.” 

“I’m not sick. But I am desperate. I’ve got to find a way out of my 
despair. I can’t do it lying in bed. And no one can do it for me. Not 
even you, Cresside.” 

“But you said Mr. Goldenberg- 

“I said I wanted to see him. That’s all. And I’m going to.” 

She pushed away the covering and swung her feet over the side of 
the bed. Cresside made one more effort. 

“Then let me call him up and ask him to come here. Merry. It’s 
a lovely mild day. You can sit on the terrace and talk to him. I promise 
I won’t let anyone disturb you.” 

' “We’ve none of us ever invited Mr. Goldenberg to come and see 
us at home before, have we? I should say this was a mighty poor 
time to begin. Besides, I’d rather see him at the store. It would seem 
more natural to me. And this is a business call, anyway.” 

“Well, would you let me call up and make sure he’s there, and free? 
I’d hate to have you make the effort for nothing.” 

“He’s always there and he’s always free, as far as I’m concerned. 
You don’t suppose Hazel would try to keep me from seeing him, do 
you? She’s still his secretary, you know. She had the good sense to 
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keep her job, after she married. Of course, she never had any children.” 

It was worse than useless to argue with Merry; Cresside saw that 
at last. She picked up the rejected breakfast tray and left the room, 
heavy-hearted. 

Merry was right; she had no trouble in penetrating to Mr. Golden- 
berg’s private office. She was followed by curious glances as she went 
through the store, for her deep mr)urning made her conspicuous, and 
something in the expression of her pale, set face was also very ai rest¬ 
ing. However, if she were conscious of the attention she was recer ing, 
she did not betray this. She seen ed oblivious of the strangers A^ho 
stared at her, and she barely ackn( wledged the greetings of acqu lint- 
ances, but went steadily on to t ie little cubicle where Hazel was 
typing, in her old easy, methodical way. Hazel was in the midd ^ of 
a paragraph when Merry approach'd, and nodded without looking up, 
waiting for a good stopping place t*'tfore rising to greet the unident fied 
caller. That was a habit of long anding, too, and heretofore M tny 
had always respected it. But this t me she interrupted. 

“Hazel,” she said impellingly, “] want to see Mr. Goldenberg i ight 
away.” 

Hazel jumped up so quickly that she struck the release on her 
machine and sent the carriage shooting across to the other side. “Why, 
Merry!” she stammered. “You frightened me! You’re the last person 
in the world I expected to see!” 

“I didn’t mean to frighten you. Mr. Goldenberg’s in, isn’t he.?” 

“Yes, he’s in. I’ll let him know, straight off, that you’re here. . . , 
Merry, I want to tell you that I’m terribly, terribly sorry for you. I think 
it’s the saddest thing I ever heard. I nearly cried my eyes out yesterday, 
at that poor little boy’s funeral. I wish there was something 1 could 
do for you.” 

Hazel’s sympathetic eyes filled with tears again. Merry looked at 
her without any sign of emotion. 

“There is. You can tell Mr. Goldenberg I’m here,” she said briefly, 
and leaned over to straighten a paper. 

Neither Mr. Goldenberg nor his office had changed in any notice¬ 
able respect -since her last visit. He rose to greet her, gravely and 
quietly, and then he sat down again and regarded her, still gravely 
and quietly, with his shrewd, bloodshot eyes. He did not express any 
surprise at seeing her and he did not offer her condolences or ask 
her questions. He waited for her to say whatever she wanted to tell 
him, and meanwhile his gravity and quietude were reassuring to her, 
as they always had been. She did not feel hurried about speaking to 
him, and she looked around the office, taking in its familiar details, 
while she prepared to do so. The thermos jar, the bud vase and the 
picture of Mrs. Goldenberg were still in their accustomed places. 
Merry remembered now that Mrs. Goldenberg had died some time 
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before, and wondered, fleetingly, if Gervais would keep her picture 
beside him for years after she was dead. No, of course not. Men did 
not cherish the pictures of women who left them, only the pictures 
of women who stood by until they died. She was not standing by 
and unfortunately she was not going to die. It was Franchot who had 
died. . . . 

“Mr. Goldenberg, I’ve always found I could talk to you very can¬ 
didly about everything that matters a great deal to me,” she finally 
heard herself saying. “I came and told you when I wanted to get 
married. I came and told you when I was afraid we’d lose Belle 
Heloise unless you could help us keep it. Now I’ve come to tell you 
that I’ve left Belle Heloise and my husband.” 

“I’m very sorry to hear that, Mrs. d’Alvery.” 

“I knew you would be. But still I thought you’d understand, if I 
told you why, and I want to.” 

“I shall certainly try. And when I said I was sorry, I did not mean 
for a moment to pass judgment. You realized that, I hope. I only 
meant it seemed a pity you should be disappointed in anything that 
meant as much to you as your marriage, or your home. I should have 
said that of all the women I have ever known, there was never one 
to whom both meant so much.”, 

“They meant everything. I was willing to give up everything else 
for them. At least I thought I was, a long time. I did give up a great 
deal.’^ 

“I am sure you did. No woman could have done so much for her 
husband, or preserved her home, in the face of great difficulties, the 
way you did, without making tremendous sacrifices.” 

“I did make tremendous sacrifices. I loved Gervais so much I sacri¬ 
ficed my pride, and married him when I knew his mother would have 
done everything she could to keep me out of her house. Then over 
and over again I sacrificed my will and my judgment, so that Gervais 
could have his own way. The few times I opposed him we quarreled 
bitterly, and I dreaded those quarrels; so I avoided them as much as I 
could. Besides, I wanted him to have his way, even when it took him 
from me. It took him further and further all the time. I didn’t realize 
it would, and I don’t believe he did, either. I’ve got to be just. At least 
I’ve got to try.” 

“I am sure you would never be anything else, Mrs. d’Alvery.” 

“I don’t know. I don’t think it’s right for a woman to talk like this 
about her husband, to anyone. But I’ve got to talk to someone. I’ve 
kept still just as long as I could. I can’t stand it any longer. I tried to 
talk to a priest, but I couldn’t do that. You know I wasn’t born a 
Catholic. I only—” She bit back the words “I only became one because 
I knew it would mean so much to Gervais that I convinced myself 
I believed what he did.” But she might just as well have said them, as 
far as Mr. Goldenberg was concerned. “I can’t seem to get much out 
of the confessional,” she went on lamely. “It isn’t that I mind the 
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principle, I think that’s wonderful. I looked forward at first to laying 
my problems before someone wise and righteous, in complete con¬ 
fidence and candor. But there’s always a long line of people waiting 
in a church, every one of them in a hurry, and the priest seems to be 
in a hurry, too. I can’t pour out my soul when there’s that sense of 
pressure and haste.” 

“No, I can see that would be hard for you.” 

“Of course this time a priest wc^uld have come to me. But I’ve been 
disappointed and thwarted so many times I couldn’t risk it again. And 
I couldn’t talk to Cresside, because she’s one of the family. Natu ally, 
it would be easier to talk to a woman than to a man, all things 1 eing 
equal. But as it was-” 

“You know I have always been very much honored by your con¬ 
fidence. You know I’m very prouci that you regard me as your fri nd.’^ 

“I’ve got so few,” Merry said n a low voice. “You see, all hese 
years that I’ve lived at Belle Hek se, I’ve hardly seen anyone bu my 
family, and I’ve hardly been off i :ie plantation. I went twice to Sew 
Orleans when I was first married, but that’s about all. I didn’t r lind, 
for a long while. I didn’t care whether I ever saw anyone excep my 
husband and my children. Gervai,^ and I were very close at first. Very 
—^very happy. And he enjoyed everything we did together as much as 
I did. But while I was having children so fast, he got out of the habit 
of doing things with me. There wasn’t money enough to do much 
anyway. And then gradually he got out of the habit of talking things 
over with me, too, except the things that went wrong. Presently we 
weren’t sharing anything except our troubles. No pleasures. No view¬ 
points. No ideas. Gervais expected me to make the best of the hard 
times, and I expected that, too. But I didn’t expect that after the novelty 
of marriage wore off he’d prefer to have all his good times without 
me. I didn’t expect he’d find his only serious interest in politics and 
crops, and his only diversion in hunting. I didn’t expect he’d never 
ask what I wanted to do and where I wanted to go or what I thought 
or how I felt. I didn’t expect that when I lost my lover I’d also lose my 
companion and my mainstay.” 

As she went on speaking, her voice became increasingly unsteady. 
She paused, hoping to bring it back under control, and again Mr. 
Goldenberg waited quietly for her to go on. 

“I heard Regine Hathaway say once that all a man wanted anyway 
was someone comfortable to sleep with,” Merry said at last. “I flared 
up and told her that he wanted a great deal more than that, in his wife. 
I said if that was all he v/anted he didn’t ask a girl to marry him, 
he didn’t offer her his name and his home and his position, he didn’t 
choose her for the mother of his children. I thought-” 

“And you were right in thinking so. You say you want to be just to 
your husband, and I believe yo’u. So in spite of your feeling that he has 
failed you, I beg you not to imagine-” 

“I’m not imagining anything. I know that he wanted someone to 
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keep his courage up, just as much as he wanted someone comfortable 
to sleep with. More, after a while. So I tried to do that. No one will 
ever know how hard I tried. And what happened in the end? He 
wasn’t satisfied with having me sacrifice for him; he wanted to sacri¬ 
fice the children, too. He needed someone to bolster his courage all the 
time, and yet he called our poor little boy a coward. He drove that 
child to his death, badgering him and hounding him. If it had only 
been me instead-” 

She bowed her head and for a long while she did not even make 
any attempt to go on. But this time Mr. Goldenberg reached over and 
took her hand firmly in his. 

“You are being very unjust right now,” he said gently. “When you 
recover from the shock of this terrible experience, you yourself will be 
the first to admit it. Captain d’Alvery loved that little boy just as much 
as you did. He wouldn’t willingly or consciously have hurt him for 
the world. But every father tries to develop manliness in his son. That’s 
what Captain d’Alvery thought he was doing—all he thought he was 
doing. Harvey Lawrason’s been here to see me too, Mrs. d’Alvery. 
He’s another good friend who talks to me confidentially. Perhaps 
you’ve never seen it, but there’s a very tender side to Harvey’s nature. 
He’s completely shot to pieces himself over this. He says none of them 
had the slightest idea the child was sick before they started on that 
fatal hunt. And as for the ‘blooding,’ he’s seen that done over and over 
again, and never knew a man to think of it as anything but another 
episode in a day’s sport. He admitted it’s pretty rough sometimes— 
said he’d seen a shirt torn right off a young hunter’s back and his 
whole body smeared with blood, over and over again. And once the 
deer’s entrails draped around the hunter’s neck, and its stomach put 
on his head for a cap-” 

“On a child? A delicate, sensitive, twelve-year-old child?” 

“Lawrason didn’t say. No, I suppose not. Boys as young as that don’t 
often shoot a deer—after all, Franchot only did it by accident. But your 
husband wasn’t thinking of him as a delicate, sensitive, twelve-year- 
old child, Mrs. d’Alvery. He was thinking of him as the son he’d been 
afraid was going to grow up a milksop, who turned out to be a good 
sport and a fine shot, after all. He was so proud of the boy that his 
pride swallowed up everything else. He didn’t think straight and he 
didn’t see straight. He’ll never get over that, as long as he lives. I’m so 
sorry for you that I can’t find any words to tell you how sorry. But if 
you’ll forgive me for saying so, I’m sorrier still for your husband.” 

“Mr. Goldenberg, if I’d thought you’d say that to me-” 

“I had to say it, because it’s true, and some day you’ll realize that, 
too. But I know you can’t do it now. No one could expect you to. 
And I want to do anything and everything I can to help you over this 
hard period. I’ve been trying to think how I could, all the time we’ve 
been talking, but so far I haven’t succeeded. Could you suggest any¬ 
thing yourself?” 
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“Fd be very grateful if you’d let me ask you one or two questions/* 

“I wish you would, if that would help.” 

‘‘You’ve spoken to me about Harvey Lawrason, you’ve defended my 
husband yourself, and said that he did. But would you have done 
what Gervais did?” 

“No. Probably not. But your husband belongs to a great Creole 
family and Fm only an emigrant Levantine who’s made his own way 
in the world.” 

So he calls himself a Levantine. Merry said to herself, surprise I that 
her tragic thoughts could be dherted, even for a moment. H< isn't 
ashamed of it. Of course, there's no reason why he should be, bt t Vve 
always supposed he was. Fm sure Gervais thought so, too. Mr. G Iden- 
berg went on talking while she } ondered in amazement. 

“I didn’t say that sarcastically, ^Nlrs. d’Alvery. And I wasn’t try ig to 
disparage great Creole families < r extol poor Levantines, eithej But 
every class and every race have tl “ faults of their virtues as well s the 
virtues of their faults, their c* rrelative weaknesses and stn ngth.' 
Prowess is an essential quality in men of your husband’s breed; »ensi- 
tivity isn’t. It’s the other way aro md in mine. But don’t forget i: was 
just that sort of essential quality v\ hich made you fall in love witl him 
—^prowess and vitality and magnetism and grace. You didn’t fill in 
love with him because he was gentle and wise and subtle and long- 
suffering. If you’d been looking for that in a man, you’d have fallen 
in love with Fabian d’Alvery instead of Gervais d’Alvery.” 

“Both d’Alverys!” 

“Ah, but Fabian isn’t an Estrade, too! His mother was a Lassiter, 
wholly unrelated to his father. She came of a very different strain. 
And Fabian’s a cripple, not a physical paragon, a scholar, not a war¬ 
rior. He’s seen more and suffered more than Gervais ever did—or 
could. He’s learned more—^he’s got a greater capacity for both suffering 
and learning. But as I said before, none of that made you love him. 
The kind of man you were impelled to love was also the kind of man 
who wouldn’t know how unhappy he was bound to make you or how 
cruel he’d almost inevitably be to a little boy who was more your child 
than his.” 

“Then in spite of everything I’ve said, and the way you know I feel, 
you think I ought to go back to him?” 

Mr. Goldenberg appeared to consider, and while he did so Merry 
realized, with mounting gratitude and in spite of her agitation, that 
they had been talking for a long time already and yet he had given 
no sign of preoccupation or haste, though he was an extremely busy 
man. If she could only have talked to a priest like this! . . . She was 
grateful to Hazel, too—there had been no inopportune telephone calls, 
no distracting taps on the door. Only a very zealous and a very efiicient 
secretary could have guarded her employer and his visitor like this. 

“Yes,” Mr. Goldenberg said at last, “I do think you ought to go back 
to your husband. I’m afraid I may hurt your feelings again; never- 
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thcles5, I’m going to remind you that while you sacrificed a great deal 
for him, he’s done a great deal for you, too. He did offer you his name 
and his home and his position, he did choose you for the mother of 
his children. The name’s ancient and honorable, the home’s beautiful 
and historic, the position’s not only secure but outstanding. Lots of 
people pretend to scoff at advantages of that sort; but the only persons 
who really take them casually, and who can afford to, are the ones 
who’ve always had them. You’re very honest, Mrs. d’Alvery, so I’m 
sure you will be willing to admit you hadnt always had them.’* 

“Yes, I am. But-” 

She almost added, “I don’t think they’re really all that important.” 
But she could not do it because, as Mr. Goldenberg said, she was too 
honest to pretend. And she was also withheld by the sudden poignant 
realization that they were supremely important to him, and that the 
knowledge he himself could never obtain them, for all his wealth and 
his power, was bitter to him. “Do you think that if a man gives a 
woman a great name to share and a handsome house to live in and 
a prominent social position to maintain, she ought not to expect 
anything more of him?” Merry inquired, substituting the question for 
the statement she had so nearly made. 

“No. But I think they ought to go a long way in making her recog¬ 
nize her obligation to him,” Mr. Goldenberg answered imperturbably. 
“Especially when he gives them to her gladly and proudly, as your 
husband has, and not grudgingly, as so many husbands do. And I 
think his personal conduct should also have great weight with her. 
As far as I am aware. Captain d’Alvery has never given you the 
slightest cause for complaint on this score. Gossip travels fast in a 
place like this. I should almost certainly have heard if he gambled 
recklessly or drank to excess, or if he humiliated you by improper 
conduct with any other woman.” 

“No, he doesn’t—^he hasn’t,” Merry said quickly. 

“Well, then, human nature being what it is—” He broke off, looking 
at her with a smile which, oddly enough, had in it something of the 
whimsical quality of Fabian’s. But it lasted only a moment. He shook 
his head and sighed. “I wasn’t trying to argue with you,” he said 
almost sadly. “I was only trying to make you see the whole picture, 
at least as I see it. And it seems fairly clear to me. But I know you 
won’t go back to your husband, in your present frame of mind. Perhaps 
you can’t. Perhaps it seems like such an impossibility that it really is 
an impossibility. If it were feasible for you to do whatever you 
wanted, what would you choose to do, right now?” 

“I’d go back to work. I’d like my old job with you. Of course I know 
I’m terribly out of practice, that I couldn’t qualify for it any more. 
So please don’t think I’m asking for it, indirectly. But it’s what I’d like. 
I can’t Jive up to the d’Alvery standards. I’ve tried and I’ve failed. 
I’m sorry, but I’m not as ashamed as I was before you made me sec 
what those standards really are, the way you did just now.” 
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*Tou could get back into practice. You’ve done typing for your 
husband right along, haven’t you?” 

“Yes. I’ve always handled the correspondence and the accounts. 
He’s never had a secretary since we’ve been married.” 

“You mean he’s never had a paid secretary. There, I shouldn’t have 
said that. Well, there’s no question that you could qualify, as far as 
ability goes. But I wouldn’t take you back into this store, Mrs. 
d’Alvery.” 

“You wouldn’t? Not if I were really good enough?” 

“No. Because I’m not going to be the one to give the whole Tarish 
the chance to say that a girl from St. Napoleon Street tried to Cross 
the tracks to the River Road and couldn’t make the grade after 
all.” 

Merry flushed and bit her lip. Before she could frame an adequate 
retort, Mr. Goldenberg went on. 

“But that doesn’t mean I could n’t give you a position elsewhr re, if 
you really want one, and I can sec you’re in earnest about that. B( sides, 
you’ve convinced me that a complete change would probably I e the 
best thing in the world for you. And it so happens I have a good 
many interests outside of Baton Rouge, though I don’t say much 
about them here. As a matter of fact. I’m the principal stockholder in 
two very large New York stores. I’m in a position to add anyone 1 wish 
to the personnel in either. I’d be very glad to add you. But not in a 
secretarial capacity.” 

“I couldn’t qualify, in any other capacity.” 

“You’re a very attractive woman, Mrs. d’Alvery. But if you’ll forgive 
me for saying so, you’re not nearly as attractive as you easily could be.” 
He looked at her, not unkindly but appraisingly, with his far-seeing 
eyes, and Merry, for the first time in years, felt acutely conscious of 
the lost trimness of her bearing, of her casual coiffure, and of her 
unmanicured hands. But almost immediately came the comforting 
realization that Mr. Goldenberg was right, that the effect of her figure 
would be very different in better-made clothes, that her neglected hair 
was still beautiful in itself, and that with a little care and attention 
her hands might be beautiful, too; it was only because she had lost 
interest in her appearance when she thought Gervais had that it had 
ceased to be a credit to her. “You were one of the loveliest girls I ever 
saw,” Mr. Goldenberg went on, impersonally. “You could be just as 
lovely now, in a different way—not with that first elusive freshness 
which is never recaptured, but with the mellowness of maturity. If 
I’m not mistaken, you’re still under forty. You could be almost irre¬ 
sistibly charming, if you cared to make the effort. I’d like very much 
to see you do it. . . . Incidentally, how is your French?” 

“Why, it’s—it’s fair. I didn’t know much when I married, but I 
started talking it right away, with my mother-in-law, because I thought 
that was one thing I could do to please her, and she taught me a good 
deal. She’s insisted all the children must grow up bihngual. She’s 
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taught them, too. And we very often speak French at meals and read 
it aloud. . . . What makes you ask?” 

*‘I was wondering whether a position on my Paris staff would 
interest you. The two New York stores I mentioned both have offices 
there, and we keep several representatives in France all the time, 
besides our seasonal buyers. We would easily use anothei.” 

^'You'd send me to ParisI'* 

Her voice was very like a sick child’s who had suddenly been offered 
a sojourn in fairyland. Mr. Goldenberg did not fail to notice this. 
Nevertheless, he answered in a matter-of-fact way. 

*‘rd be very proud to have you in my Paris bureau. I think, after 
you’d learned the ropes, you might easily become its directress. The 
present one’s over sixty, though she doesn’t look it, and she’s been 
saying for some time she wished we’d give her an assistant whom she 
could train to take her place, eventually. I believe you’d be the very 
person. That is, if you’re sure you’d be happy so far from your family, 
in the long run.” 

"‘But I’ve told you-” 

"‘Yes, I know. I don’t think you’d mind the separation from your 
husband—^for the present. And it might be a good thing for both of 
you. But what about your children? Could you leave them?” 

“Franchot was the one I couldn’t have left,” Merry said, her eyes 
filling with tears again. Then she went on, at first using much the 
same words she had spoken to Gervais the evening before, but gradu- 
,ally changing her line of argument. 

“Vail’s almost a man. He’s always been independent and self- 
sufficient. And Phil’s his father’s white-headed boy. Gervais can easily 
be father and mother both to him.” 

*‘I wonder. Boys’ mothers mean a great deal to them—often more 
than their mothers realize, I believe. Mine was the most powerful 
influence in my life, even more powerful than my wife. We came up 
together, the hard way. My father’d been killed in one of the Turkish 
massacres when I was a baby, so there were just the two of us, and 
part of the upward climb was pretty rough. By the time I married, 
the way was easier. And ease isn’t what always keeps people close 
together, in spite of what you think now, Mrs. d’Alvery. Sometimes 
it is sharing troubles and hardships that counts for the most.” 

Momentarily his eyes rested in thought on the framed photograph 
of his wife; then he glanced at Merry again, and this time his gaze was 
less impersonal than when he had told her, a few moments before, 
that she had been a very beautiful girl and that she might still be a 
very beautiful woman. Merry remembered the shrewd, shriveled little 
old lady whom she had met when Mr. Goldenberg invited her into 
his office to see the Victory Loan Parade, and also the large effulgent 
woman wearing satin and pearls and sables, and she understood why 
a man like this would have felt closer to his mother than to his wife. 
At the same time she wondered why the realization that Mj:. Golden- 
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berg was a tremendously wealthy widower should suddenly have 
made her vaguely uncomfortable, and why she was so self-conscious 
now under his glance when she had not been self-conscious at his 
words. 

“I really don’t think I mean all that much to Phil,” she said, a trifle 
hurriedly. “Besides, he’s self-sulScient, too, in a different way. He’s so 
popular that no one person means a great deal to him, not even in his 
family. Sybelle’s different; but it’s Vail she’s dependent on, rathe) than 
me. As long as she has Vail, she’s satisfied. And just now, I thir k she 
and I might be better apart. There’s been a little friction over he • first 
suitor, and I think perhaps if wc were separated for a time. . . . She 
could visit me once in a while, c( uldn’t she?” 

“Certainly. Whenever you like 1. Besides, you should come bj :k to 
this country at least once a yeair, to keep in touch, anyway. And 
possibly you’d like to take your \ounger daughter with you. Jo^ euse, 
her name is, isn’t it? That would be perfectly feasible, from my point 
of view.” 

“Oh, Mr. Goldenberg, you’ve nade everything seem so natural and 
easy—and rightl I haven’t words to tell you-” 

“Don’t try. You haven’t asked me to tell you much of anythin g, by 
the way—^what yr)ur salary would be, or your living conditiojis or 
anything of that sort. Would you feel five thousand was fair to begin, 
with trans-Atlantic passage furnished twice a year and some kind of 
an additional expense allowance for incidental travel and other items? 
I should think you could manage on that, but I’m not sure. You’d 
have to spend a good deal on clothes, especially at firsL” 

Again his eyes wandered over her appraisingly. But this time she 
was not embarrassed because she did not even notice the searching 
gaze. 

“Manage on five thousand!” she gasped. “With travel expenses 
besides! Why Mr. Goldenberg, I’ve never had five hundred a year to 
spend on myself! If I had five thousand I could help at home, too. 
I could-” 

“You see you’re already beginning to think of helping at home,” 
he said, rather drily. “No, you shouldn’t try to do that. You’ll need 
to spend at least that much on yourself, if you’re to fill the position 
I have in mind acceptably. You’ll need not only good clothes; you’ll 
need a suitable apartment, and a car, and efficient servants. You’ll 
need to go about quite a little, too, visiting picture galleries and 
museums and chateaux; a great many of the best fashion ideas have 
come from such sources. And then you’ll have your young daughter 
with you. She’ll need to go to a good school, to have travel advantages, 
too. No, I don’t think five thousand and expenses will be enough. I 
think you had better start with seventy-five hundred. And I’m sure 
you won’t make the mistake of supposing for a moment that this offer 
is philanthropic. I’m expecting you to earn every cent of your salary. 
I’m confident that you’re going to.” 
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He did Upt actually rise, but he made a slight movement which 
Indicated to* Merry that he would lik4 to have her do so, that he con¬ 
sidered the interview ever. As she got to her feet, still too dazed for 
adequate speech, he made one more suggestion. 

*‘You know now that you can get away any time you wish,” he said. 
‘You have the prospect of financial independence already. I believe 
that after a little while you’ll find that your new interests and your 
provocative surroundings will help you to overcome your grief. So 
if you will permit me to say so, I think you should try very hard 
not to da anything at present which you would regret afterwards. 
Under normal circumstances you have great self-control and great 
dignity. I know it will be hard for you to do what I am going to sug¬ 
gest, but I hope you will not find it impossible. I hope you will now 
go back to your sister-in-law’s house and permit her to send for Dr. 
Champagne, as she wished to do earlier this morning. I feel sure he 
will prescribe a sedative and tell you to stay in bed for a few days. 
After you have had this much needed relaxation, I think you should 
talk to him candidly, telling him much that you have told me, and 
I am convinced he will say you are desperately in need of a complete 
change and a long rest—in the sense that any release from strain is 
rest. Then you may tell him about my offer, and he will almost cer¬ 
tainly advise you to accept it. After that, I think you should have an 
equally frank talk with your husband, and that you should ask Dr. 
Champ^lgnc to talk with him, too. Captain d’Alvery may oppose the 
plan at first, but I do not believe he will do so for long. I think he will 
realize that if you stayed at Belle Heloise, in your present condition, 
you would soon have a very serious nervous breakdown—so serious 
that you might never recover from it. I am less sure that he will realize 
his only hope of getting you back lies in letting you go, but perhaps 
he will. At all events, I think you should stay quietly at Belle Heloise 
for a formight or so while you are making your preparations for 
departure. Don’t let anyone outside the family get an impression of 
flight, or of rupture. If you follow my suggestion, it will be very sim¬ 
ple to say, afterwards, that you have gone away for a rest cure, and 
later on, that you developed interests, while abroad, which led to an 
independent career. So many women have these nowadays that you 
could do it, too, without causing any comment, provided you go about 
it in a way that seems logical, and provided the career is important 
-enough and pursued far enough from home. I do not need to tell you 
that the executive director of a Paris ofiice would occupy a very dif¬ 
ferent position, in the eyes of the world, than a stenographer in Gold- 
enberg’s store on Third Street. There would be no question, in the 
former instance, that you had been unable to cross the tracks. On the 
contrary, the general opinion would be that you had done it so suc¬ 
cessfully that you had been able to go much further than the River 
Road.” 

He held out his hand, and Merry took it mutely. She did not ask 
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him how he happened to know she had already left Belle Heloise 
and had gone to Somerulos Street. At the moment it did not even 
occur to her to wonder. 

“I have been assuming all this time that eventually you would want 
to come home for good,” Mr. Goldenberg said. “I hope and believe you 
will. But if for any reason you decide, in the end, on a divorce, of 
course Paris is an excellent place to get one. Several very able lav7ers 
are among my acquaintances there. I will see that you meet them 
socially, at once, so that if you feel you need them professionally ater 
on, the way will already be pave i for you. In fact, I can pro! ably 
arrange an introduction in person. Mrs. Goldenberg and I always jsed 
to go to Paris every year. She bought all her clothes there, and I laid 
the foundations for the present t ffice. Since her death, I have not 
been back. But I have been thinking for some time that I ought i) 
regularly again.” 


565 






PART X 

Letters to Susannah 

Spring 1937-Autumn 1943 


‘‘Off we go, into the wild blue yonder 
Climbing high, into the 'un. 

Here they come, zoomir g to meet our thunder. 
At ’em boys, give ’er the gun! 

Down we dive, spouting our flame from under 
Off with one hell of a ro .r. 

We live in fame or go d wn in flame 
Nothing can stop the An ay Air Corps!” 

—Army Air Corps Song 







PART X 

Letters to Susannah 

Spring 1937-A itumn 1943 




CHAPTER XLIV 


Belle Heloisc 
May 26, 193} 

Dear Sue: 

I was very pleased to get your letter telling me about your school 
and everything and reminding me it was quite a while since I had 
written you. I know it is but I did not feel much like writing for a 
long time after Franchot died and Mom went away. (I suppose you 
know she had a bad nervous breakdown and as she couldn’t seem to 
get well at home or in a sanatorium, Dr. Champagne decided that 
perhaps a complete change would help and she has gone to Europe, 
taking Joyeuse with her, which of course leaves another hole, though 
we were all glad the kid could have such a swell chance.) It’s been 
pretty grim here at Belle Heloise ever since, and I didn’t go to New 
Roads or anywhere else all winter, so I don’t know what’s been cook¬ 
ing. I have just kept plugging along trying to get better marks than 
I have so far, because I know if I don’t I won’t have a prayer of getting 
to Princeton, which I have now decided to do if I can. I wish now I 
hadn’t gone to school for so long just to eat my lunch. 

Last week my friend Riccardo Tramonte graduated from L.S.U., so 
I broke down and went to the military commencement and it was 
quite a show. Eighty-nine cadets got their Lieutenant’s commission 
and Colonel Hill, the Commandant, administered the oath of alle¬ 
giance to them after the graduation ceremonies. There was the tradi¬ 
tional flag raising which is always one of the main features of gradua¬ 
tion morning and there was also a regimental parade in the a.m. 
Then a review in the late p.m. and’of course the military award pro¬ 
gram in the gymnasium. Rick got the highest award of all, the L. 
Kemper Williams saber, which is given annually to the best cadet 
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officer. Colonel Williams, who is past president of the Reserve Officers 
Association, presented the saber in person. It is a knockout and I got 
about the biggest thrill of my life when Rick accepted it from him. 
Syb went to the exercises and a concert in the Greek Theatre with me 
and took part in the dress parade, but grand'm^re would not let her 
go to the senior dance, on account she is in mourning, even though 
she had been chosen Regimental Sponsor. At least grand'mere said 
mourning was the reason. Me, I can’t see how it would have been any 
worse for her to wear a party dress than her sponsor’s special uniform, 
or how it would do Franchot any good now to make Syb miserable, 
and that is what grand'mere did and Dad too, not to mention leaving 
Rick high and dry for the dance. I would not stand for it if I were in 
their place and I don’t know how much longer they will either. She 
and Rick have thought a lot of each other ever since they were kids; 
of course I realize everyone says that is just puppy love, btit I think 
sometimes you can tell right from the start no matter what age you 
are. I reckon you can guess why I feel that way about it so I won’t go 
into it all again. 

Rick has gone abroad now, the lucky bum. The Tramontes invited 
me to go along and Uncle Fabian and Aunt Cresside invited me too, 
but I figured I had better stick.around here a while longer. I’ll be 
gone soon enough anyway and the house seems pretty empty already 
to Syb without having anyone else lighting out of it. 

To answer your question, Phil is fine. He has been pitching on the 
high-school baseball team sponsored by the American Legion all spring 
and Baton Rouge has won games with Bogalusa, Hammond and 
Slidell, which gave us the District Championship, though we lost 
afterwards to New Orleans in the State Finals. Of course Phil went 
there to play and has been there twice besides to stay with the Pereiras 
who have shown him a tall time. They gave a dinner at the North 
Shore Club that he said was simply the cat’s whiskers, boiled crabs and 
turtle soup and sheepshead salad and everything. Grand'mere doesn’t 
seem to mind having Phil play around even if he is supposed to be 
in mourning. 

Well, as I said before, there is really no news so I will close. As ever 

Your affectionate friend, 

Vail d’Alvery. 


Belle Heloise 
July 21, 1938 

Dear Sue: 

Well, what do you know.^ I got into Princeton after all and I’m 
coming East around Sept. 1st, maybe a little sooner. Uncle Fabian and 
Aunt Cresside are planning a trip to New York and New England 
then and this time I have decided to accept their invitation and go 
along. That is the slack time on the plantation anyhow and besides 
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a few weeks here one way or another won’t make much difference 
when I’m going to be gone all winter and they will mean a lot to me. 
We thought we might take in Bar Harbor somewhere along the line 
as we shall be motoring. Will you please let me know how late you 
will be in Maine yourself and whether your family would have any 
objections if we turned up? Of course we would stay at a hotel and 
we do not want to put you out at all but gee, it is nearly two years now 
since I have seen you and it sure would be swell if I could, i t least 
I think so. 

We had quite an epidemic of graduations in the family this spring 
because Phil got through high s^:hool too, and Syb finished at Grand 
Coteau. Phil has decided to go to Tulane instead of L.S.U. a 4 long 
as Pm not going to be here, it least he said that was the ‘eason 
but I’m beginning to think the d’Alverys are mighty good at alibis. 
He has been itching to get away from the plantation for a Ion.; time 
and he is crazy about New O'leans so Tulane is a logical hoice, 
though I should think he would rather go into the R.O.T.C. w. ich is 
just starting up there than to tal e the regular college course, bi t nat¬ 
urally it’s his business, not mine. I wouldn’t be so sure the P reiras 
wouldn’t have something to do with it, what I mean is Mr. I ereira 
and Barry went there, not just that Nellie will be going to Nevxomb 
next year. I think Dad is disappointed but he has been very decent 
about it as he is about most things. I don’t think he’s caught on yet 
that Phil isn’t interested in sugar and I hope he won’t for a long time. 
He’s had a good many knockout blows as it is. 

Syb is going to stay at home because grand'mhe doesn’t believe 
in college for girls and I don’t believe Syb cared much about going 
anyway. Grand’mere and Dad both hope she can be a Maid at Carni¬ 
val this next year, she would have stood a good chance of being Queen 
of Comus if Dad could have spent more time in New Orleans and 
kept in with his relatives and important friends, the way Uncle 
Fabian has. There won’t be any question about Frances Belle when 
she comes along because Uncle Fabian and Aunt Cresside have an 
apartment at the Pontalba now and go down there a lot and Frances 
Belle is meeting everybody and everybody likes her. But Dad has 
never been able to afford to do anything like that and he has let all 
his best contacts slide except for the Pereiras and of course they have 
Nellie to look after first. He talked to me about it and said he was 
sorry about Syb, he had always hoped and expected she would be 
a Queen but somehow he had let the chance for it slip just like so 
many other things. I’m afraid he feels he has been a failure but there is 
no reason why he should really because he is a grand person. I told 
him I was sure Syb wouldn’t care about being a Queen anyhow, 
and that was the truth because I don’t think she will. All she cares 
about is marrying Rick and I reckon it is just as well he stayed abroad, 
"hat is, if Dad and grand’m^re are going to keep on along the same 
fines. 'Rick is studying for his Master’s at the Sorbonne. Mr. and Mrs. 

571 



Tramonte are so proud of him theyxan hardly see straight, of course 
they were always but this is just the cat’s whiskers as far as they are 
concerned. I go to their house once in a while to spend the night just 
like I did when Rick was home; it gives them a chance to talk about 
him, of course I might add it gives me a chance too. 

Well, let me know about Bar Harbor as soon as you can because ii 
really would be swell if I could see you there as I said before. 

With my best, 

Vail. 


Blair Hall 

Princeton University 
January 12, 1939 

Dear Sue: 

Of course I was very much interested to get your letter saying you 
were going down to New Orleans for Mardi Gras. Yes, I do remember 
hearing your mother say she thought it would be a pleasant experience 
for you. Of course it is just my hard luck I won’t be in Louisiana when 
you get there, but you will see Syb because she is going to spend 
three months with our Estrade cousins who live on Esplanade and 
take in the whole show. I think things are going to be all right for 
her, about being a Maid I mean, but naturally all that is supposed to 
be a deadly secret right up to the day of the ball. 

I am surprised Phil didn’t answer your letter, I reckon he’s busy 
studying for his mid-years, or maybe as you say he never got it any 
way, though just Tulane ought to reach him all right. His complete 
address is Kappa Alpha Fraternity House, Tulane University, New 
Orleans. 

This is a grand place, wonderful teachers, a swell bunch of fellows, 
beautiful grounds and buildings. I wish you would come and see it, 
perhaps you will some day. I am majoring in American history, as that 
is what Uncle Fabian wanted me to do, and don’t think I made any 
mistake. However, I may as well confess I seem to be getting a lot 
more out of the Civilian Air Pilot’s Training for which I signed up 
right after I got here than I am anything else. I am by no means alone 
in this feeling, for the whole college is air-minded and there is a 
Flyers’ Club where nobody talks about anything else. However, not 
knowing how much interested you are in subjects of that sort, if at 
all, I won’t go into details abput my course right now. 

As ever, 

Vail. 


Belle Heloise 
September 4, 1939 

Dear Sue: 

I would have written before but I have spent most of my time lately 
listening to the radio at the Tramontes’ and expecting every minute 
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to hear Rick say, ‘‘Well, what did I tell you?” but he hasn’t. He sure 
left Europe in the nick of time, apparently the people who are caught 
over there haven’t a notion of how or when they can get home. Rick 
was really itching to stay, so he wouldn’t have minded if he had got 
caught, but after all he has been gone a winter and two summers 
already and all this time his father has been counting the days until 
he would become a junior partner—the business is a big one now, 
mostly wholesale, and Mr. TramonteV getting on in years, so he really 
does need help. Besides it looks an awful lot like Italy would go in 
with the Axis later and the Tn montes are going to take it r lighty 
hard if that happens. Personally 1 think it’s just as well none oj them 
is in Naples right now because 3*:’s a cinch they’d have a tremc adous 
row with their friends and fami’y about Mussolini if they wei c. 

Now that Rick is back in Bate n Rouge to stay—unless we git into 
this war ourselves which he still says we will—there has got t( be a 
showdown about having him at } *elle Heloise and Fm going to ave a 
try at thrashing the whole thing out with Dad and grand'mh’i after 
supper tonight. I have only got ten more days at home before I g( back 
to college and naturally I want ro see all I can of Rick durin g that 
time as I shan’t get another chance until Christmas, and I don’t pi opose 
to keep going to his house and never asking him to mine. Besides 
even if Dad and grand'm^re won’t consent to a formal engagement I 
want them to at least admit there’s an “understanding” between Rick 
and Syb, because there is, whether D. and G. like It or not. When you 
come right down to it there’s not the slightest reason why S. and R. 
shouldn’t get married straight off except the family is so mule-headed 
about it, Rick is getting a fine salary and earning it too, and Syb has 
had plenty of chances now to find out whether there might be anyone 
she would like better and there isn’t. Some ape is always bobbing up 
that she met when she was at Grand Coteau and the River Road gets 
blocked with cadets coming out from L.S.U., not to mention all the 
old fogies who gave her a whirl when she was in New Orleans last 
winter and want to keep on doing it. And they just aren’t there as far 
as she’s concerned. If a girl cared for me like she cares for Rick I’d be 
right in the seventh heaven. Of course I don’t mean any old girl. I 
mean a very special girl and you know who. 

In one way I’m sorry to have a showdown just now with Dad be¬ 
cause he has had another big disappointment which he has taken 
rather hard. You know that the place next to ours, Hathaway Hall, 
has been vacant for a long time and has got terribly run down. Mrs. 
Grover Blood who owns it has been trying to sell it for ten years 
because there were lots of reasons why she didn’t want to live there 
herself but neither did anyone else. Well, this summer a Mr. Trevers, 
^ big shot from Monroe, got really interested in the place and made 
Mrs. Blood a good offer for it. Then he found out that the sugar act 
of ’37 would prevent him from marketing anything but syrup and he 
Vi^anted to market sugar—^at least he could have marketed sugar from 
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ten acres but what would that amount to when he would have had 
nearly 3,000 under cultivation? You see this fool law provides that only 
mills that were in operation when it was passed would be given the 
marketing quota and that this would be based on the amount pro¬ 
duced then and as Hathaway had been closed down for nearly ten 
years, Mr. Trevers couldn’t get any quota. So finally he got all hot and 
bothered and said he would have to withdraw his offer. Mrs. Blood 
took the case to court and Uncle Fabian did everything he could to 
help her, but there was no soap. She stayed with us while she was 
trying to make a go of things, and she and Dad kept talicing evenings 
about what was the use, you couldn’t win in the sugar business what¬ 
ever you did. Then one of these junk agents came along right out of 
the blue and said there was a big demand for American machinery 
in Mexico and offered Mrs. Blood $50,000 for the machinery in the 
Hathaway mill and she took it. The machinery cost close to $350,000 
so that meant a $300,000 loss but she said it was better than having the 
mill stand idle forever and she was sick of the whole thing anyway. 
All this week the wreckers have been tearing things up at Hathaway, 
and Dad has gone over there every day and watched them, and said 
well, that was the end of sugar raising at one more place on the River 
Road and as far as he could see he might as well let the wreckers come 
here and gut our mill too. Of course that was all nonsense because we 
were operating full blast in ’37 and the only way we had been hurt by 
that law and the other one those ginks up in Washington passed two 
y^ars ago and then repealed was that we had to plow under part of 
our cane and burn up some more. Naturally that was pretty bad but 
not bad enough to get us to the point where we would let some Mex 
who would sell sugar back in the U.S. at a big profit have our machin¬ 
ery for a song. If Dad had only gone to Congress like he should have 
I bet he could have stopped all this foolishness and he would have been 
a lot happier about everything. Mom was the only person who could 
talk Dad out of these moods he has now. She was always so cheerful 
and sure everything would turn out right in the end, until she broke 
down all of a sudden. I guess she had just taken it too long. Now there 
is no one to fill her place with Dad or the rest of us as far as that goes. 
But we thank our lucky stars she didn’t get caught in this European 
jam anyway. She has had a swell job in Paris for two years now which 
she has enjoyed very much, and it has been fine for Joyeuse too; but 
she had quite a lot of piled-up leave so she decided to let her assistant 
go to the fall openings and spend her leave in Latin America. You see 
her work has to do with fashions and that sort of stuff and she thought 
it would be a good plan for her to see the native costumes in Peru, 
Bolivia, Guatemala, Mexico and what have you, to get new ideas. She 
had seen most of the picture galleries, etc., in France which is another 
way she gets ideas, but not the ones in Italy, so she and Joyeuse went 
down to Naples, stopping along the way to look at pictures and finally 
took one of those high-toned Italian ships that go straight to the west 
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coast of South America and landed in Valparaiso. Now that she’s got 
there she naturally wants to make the most of it, especially as she can’t 
do her job in Paris while this war is going on and wants to run things 
in New York till the shooting’s over, once she gets organized for a 
good start. 

Well, I hope I haven’t bored you with all this talk about family 
matters and about sugar, but you see I feel ^s if you were one c f the 
family, at least you know I wish you were and as far as the si gar’s 
concerned I care a lot about that too and I’m going to be a plant \r no 
matter how many laws these gink s pass, or how many quotas th( y fix 
or how many acres they make us | low up and burn over. I never • ould 
be anything else, come hell or higl. water, and I shall hang on to Belle 
Heloise even if it is the last plantat ion to raise sugar on the River 1 oad. 
I would rather die myself than ha^ c it gutted and deserted like H itha- 
way. Down deep in his heart I know Dad feels the same and n aybe 
I can have some influence with h m because we are the only tw( left 
with this feeling except grand'nji re, and it is different with ar old 
lady than with a man. Maybe she thinks it isn’t but I know it is, Phil 
has finally told Dad that he doc' n’t want to stay on the plant; tion 
which of course was another blow He wants to go into business with 
Mr. Pereira instead. I thought of doing that myself for a while but it 
was not because I wanted to. It was because I thought maybe that 
would be the quickest way to make money. If I had a grand girl just 
waiting to marry me like Rick I might be thinking more about that, 
but as it is I’m not, and even if I were I know now I’d have to manage 
and so would my wife on what I could make at Belle Heloise because 
this is where I am going to stay. 

As ever, 

Vail. 


Blair Hall 

Princeton University 
May 28, ’41 

Dear Sue: 

I have just done something that seems mighty important to me so 
I hope it will seem that way to you too. Anyway I want to tell you 
about it. 

I think I wrote you I was very disappointed because I was not old 
enough to register in the draft last fall, I thought it was tough luck to 
miss it by just a few months and I decided I would not wait for the 
second registration if I could help it. Ever since I came up here I have 
been hearing and seeing a lot that has made me feel Rick was right 
when he said we were bound to get into this war, though I couldn’t 
see it while I was still in Belle Heloise. (Somehow the idea of war 
doesn’t hit you very hard in a plate like that, it always seems so peace¬ 
ful, but when you get right down to it there was plenty going on there 
in my great-grandfather’s time.) Rick was right when he said there was 
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going to be one in Europe and I didn’t believe him when he first told 
me that and now I realize my mistake. With Yugoslavia and Greece 
both conquered things are moving mighty fast and there’s no telling 
which way they’ll move next. Well anyway, yesterday when I read 
Roosevelt’s proclamation announcing an unlimited state of National 
Emergency something snapped inside of me and I sent in an applica¬ 
tion for enlistment in the»Army Air Corps as a flying cadet. Of course 
my civilian pilot’s training is going to come in mighty handy now, as 
I’ve already taken two phases (primary and secondary) and have a 
total of nearly 90 hours in the air. So I’m not especially worried about 
the flying cadet examination and I’m hoping very much to get into 
action right away but I don’t believe I’ll have much chance of making 
one of the summer courses, it’s so late already. If I don’t I’ll go home 
as soon as I’ve taken my physicals; I have to go into New York for 
those—^90 Church Sfereet. Well, I don’t suppose the address makes any 
difference to you, but somehow even that’s exciting to me. 

As ever, 

Vail. 

P.S. By the way, I don’t think I wrote you before that Rick was called 
to active duty in Feb. He had received a notice from the War Dept, 
several months before saying he would be and asking if there were 
any reason why he would need a deferment. Of course there wasn’t, 
and he reported to Camp Shelby at Hattiesburg, Mississippi. He’s crazy 
about it there and naturally his letters make me even crazier than 1 
was already to get going myself. 


Belle Heloise 
Sept. 10, 1941 

Dear Sue: 

Well, here I’ve been practically all summer, just as I was afraid I 
might be, and nothing much has happened so there has been no point 
in writing. I’ve been busy with the usual chores on the plantation and 
I’ve managed to get over to Hattiesburg several times to see Rick. 
Once I even managed to take Syb with me and Rick has been home 
for one short leave too. Of course Syb and I haunted the Tramontes’ 
house while he was there, and Dad did not ask too many questions 
about what we did when we went into Baton Rouge evenings. We 
were supposed to be at Aunt Cresside’s when we were not going to the 
movies or what have you, but I think he suspects we were actually at 
the Tramontes’, and though he has never invited Rick out here him¬ 
self, he hasn’t kicked up too much row when I’ve asked Rick to stay 
to dinner or something on my own. Dad’s calmed down all sorts of 
ways since Mom left and looks and acts lots older than he is, and I 
honestly believe if it wasn’t for grand'mire he’d stop putting up a 
fight. But she eggs him on, every chance she gets. If she only Imew it, 
she’s making a Hg mist:il:e, because it’s the fact that Dad’s seemed 
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more ready to let nature take its course that’s made Rick and Syb 
willing to let things slide a while longer hoping he’ll see still more 
reason and give them the kind of wedding and send-off they really 
want. But every time grand*mere gets up on her ear, they think maybe 
they’d better take the shortest cut out of all this nonsense, which of 
course they could do perfectly well. 

I’ve kept hoping that the next time I wrote I could tell you Mom 
had come home, because it didn’t seem like she could stay in Latin 
America forever, and anyone would think two years would be ) *lenty 
to learn all there is to know about quaint costumes and thing i like 
that. She has been back to the United States once and her rout; was 
right through New Orleans, bu’ she didn’t get a stopover to :omc 
home. I think that was just the la^t straw as far as Dad was conc« rned, 
because when it happened he ha 1 to stop pretending she wasn’ well 
enough to come and face the fact he didn’t want to come. He’d k dded 
himself along just as far as he c uld. She did invite Syb and P lil to 
visit her in New York and they both went and had a grand ti ne. I' 
went in from Princeton too, onct or twice—^it was term time fc r me 
while she was there, though Phil was having vacation from Tul ne— 
and she took me out on the town too. We went to all the best s lows 
and restaurants, etc. Mr. Goldeni)erg who owns the big department 
store on Third Street in Baton Rouge was there one evening toe* and 
was also very nice to me. He happened to be in New York on business. 

I don’t know whether you know he owns two big stores in New York , 
too, and that these maintained the Paris bureau Mom directed till the 
war broke out. Not that there’s any reason why you should. Anyway 
he dropped in to see Mom and we all went to see “Lady in the Dark” 
and to the Oak Room at the Plaza afterwards. Mr. Goldenberg didn’t 
seem to have any trouble getting reservations. Mom has a suite at the 
St. Regis and she was looking like a million dollars. I never realized 
before what a knockout she was or at least could be. She has an office 
in Rockefellei Center and a big staff and it’s all mighty smooth. And 
she certainly isn’t sick any more though there wasn’t anything put on 
about that when Dr. Champagne said she was. She was good and sick 
for a while. But not for nearly as long as Dad tried to think. I don’t 
mean he wanted hei to be sick, I only mean . . . Well, I reckon I’m 
getting all balled up and I’d better stop trying to explain. But anyway, 
what I’m slowly getting at is, this summer Joyeuse wrote she was all 
fed up with Latin America and wanted to come home. She said Mom 
didn’t need her any more than a cat needed two tails, and was Dad 
willing she should take the next plane she could get a seat on. Of 
course Dad cabled her he was and we all went down to meet her. I’m 
sure he thought right up to the last moment that when Joyeuse got 
off that plane Mom would get off too, that they were planning to 
surprise him. And then Joyeuse got off alone after all. She is just as 
smart as paint, you’d never recognize her as the leggy little somebody 
«hc was when you last saw her. She’s only 18, but she seems older than 
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Syb in lots of ways and has she got a linc^ in three languages at thatl 
She’s going right into the junior class at the University, can you beat 
it? I had no idea they taught so much at those foreign schools as she’s 
managed to pick up. She’s planning to major in chemistry and physics 
and to spend all her evenings and week-ends in the laboratory at the 
sugar house as soon as grinding begins. I think Barry Pereira has 
different ideas about the way it would be nice for her to spend her 
week-ends, but that’s neither here nor there. He hasn’t got the field to 
himself by any means though. I think poor Dad is in a daze with so 
many boy friends cluttering up the scene, but I’ll say this for Joyeuse, 
she knows how to handle them all mighty well. I reckon she learned 
more than languages in the course of her travels, and she gets no end 
of airmail letters from all over the place, addressed in big bold mascu¬ 
line hands. Well, I should worry about Joyeuse. Syb’s the one I’ve got 
on my mind. 

Speaking of Barry Pereira, he got a great kick out of his ROTC 
training and is all fixed up now with a commission of Ensign in the 
Naval Reserve, so he’s in the same sort of position that Rick is, gen¬ 
erally speaking, in case we get into the war—ready to jump right into 
the fight the minute it starts. And here I am still waiting around to 
hear from that application of mine. 

I gave Phil your message and he' said to give you his best too. Of 
course he’ll have to register early next year and I suppose he’ll be 
drafted right after that. I still don’t see why he didn’t go into the 
ROTC when he had such a good chance at Tulane, and he still doesn’t 
see it my way, in spite of Barry Pereira and everything and we’ve 
stopped talking about it because we both seem to get hot under the 
collar when we try. 

Well, I reckon this is all the family news for the present and I’ve 
written you again as if you really were one of the family and will 
repeat I wish this were true. You’ve told me you wanted to think it 
over and I’ve tried not to hurry you, to give you all the time you 
needed, but don’t you honestly feel you’ve thought it over enough 
now? Couldn’t you possibly say yes and let me come to see you before 
I start back to College? 

Honey, if you only could, it would mean everything in the world 
to me* 

Yours ever, 

VaU. 


Blair Hall ‘ 

Princeton University 
Nov. 2, 1941 

Dear Sue: 

Well, I seem to be off to a flying start at.last and I don’t mean to 
make a bad pun either* 

As you know I was pretty discouraged not hearing a wen^d all sum- 
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mcr or for two moit& lifter I got back here. But yesterday evening I 
got a notice from the War Dept, telling me my application had been 
accepted and instructing me to report immediately to the recruiting 
officer at the P.O. Building in Trenton. Of course I hot-footed it in 
the first thing this a.m. and my orders are to start immediately for 
primary school at Cimarron Field, Oklahoma City, so please address 
your next letter there. I understand Til be there until Jan. and then get 
sent on to Enid, Oklahoma, for basic training which comes nex—that 
is if I can make the grade. I also understand they don’t allow cadets 
much time out for writing love letters but you can bet I do lo ^e you 
and that I shall never stop trying to get you to marry me wb ther I 
keep on saying so every few da\s or not. There is no time to < alarge 
on that now either though as I have to pack. 

Yours ever, 

Vail. 


Cimarron Field, C^kla. 

Jan. 5, 1942 

Dear Sue: 

This is only to say hello and to wish you a good year coming up. 
The schedule here is mighty stiff, just as I expected, and there isn’t 
much time for letter writing. However, since you say you’d like a 
description of the place, here goesl 

This field is about 25 miles out of the City located on very flat 
plains. The buildings are quite attractive—^white frame construction 
decorated inside with a scheme inspired by the Indian tribes around 
here. We sleep in double-deck bunks and the food is super. There’s a 
huge stone fireplace in the recreation room vnth. Indian relics all 
around it which would be a grand place to spend hours of case if we 
had any. The flying field is sod<overed with a wind tee separating 
the right and left traffic patterns in the center. These are the main 
items that occur to me right now though I suppose 1 could think up 
a lot more if I had the time. Maybe they’ll suggest some questions to 
you and if they do I’ll gladly answer them, probably from Enid as 
I expect to be pushing off for there pretty soon now unless there’s 
some sort of a last minute slip-up. 

1 have had a note from Dad saying that he and Harvey Lawrason 
and Charles Boylston have all written to the War Department for 
questionnaires to fill out. I didn’t see it—^I don’t get much time for 
reading either—but it seems there was a general notice in the papers 
asking men who had served as officers in the First World War to do 
this if they felt inclined. Dad had already written offering his services 
and had got a polite acknowledgment, nothing else; but now he hopes 
the questionnaire may lead to something. I wouldn’t be surprised to 
see him get into active service yet before Phil does, or me either, and 
all I can say is, more power to him. I Ukc to sec the old boy showing 
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some spirit again. It’s the first time he has in a long while but now 
he’s like an old fire horse rearing to go again. 

Well, time’s up, so I must sign off, with my best as always, 

Vail. 


TELEGRAM 

ENID, OKLA. 
MARCH 15, 1942 

MISS SUSANNAH PRESCOTT 
NEW ROADS, LOUISIANA 

MADE THE GRADE ALL RIGHT. LEAVING IMMEDL 
ATELY FOR ADVANCED SINGLE ENGINE TRAINING AT 
LAKE CHARLES. SORRY NOT TO SEE YOU EN ROUTE BUT 
SHOULD HAVE BETTER LUCK DURING NEXT TWO 
MONTHS AS I SHALL BE MUCH NEARER YOU. MY BEST 
AS ALWAYS. 

VAIL. 


Gerstner Field, Lake Charles, La. 

April 3, ’42 

Dear Sue: 

I was ever so pleased to know you got the note that was attached to 
the haridkerchief-sized parachute I released when I went over Salome 
on my last navigation flight. I jazzed the throttle and waggled my 
wings too, but 1 knew there wasn’t much chance you’d realize who it 
was, since I couldn’t let you know beforehand I was coming and ask 
you to be on the look-out. It was a grand flight, the best I’ve had so 
far. It was such a clear day that visibility was really unlimited and of 
course I was delighted to sec the cane coming up to such a good stand. 
False River was beautiful from upstairs and Salome stood out so 
plainly I almost felt as if I could reach down and touch it or you. 
I wish I could have. 

Realizing it was so uncertain whether you’d get the little note, I 
didn’t put three things in it that I wanted especially to say. The first 
is that I can’t tell you how glad I am you’re back in Louisiana at last. 
I began to think you were going to stay in Boston the rest of your 
life and of course I couldn’t help wondering whether there might not 
be some special attraction keeping you there. Second, I’ve got some 
good news: I get one week-end off while I am here and this next one’s 
it. Of course I’m heading straight to Belle Heloise and* by the time 
you get this or very soon after your mother’ll be having one from 
grand*mhre asking if you won’t all come over and spend Sunday with 
us. And please remember that we mean it and that we want you the 
worst way. 

Third, I’m going to ask if you won’t come to my graduation on the 
20th of May. Uncle Fabian and Aunt Cressidc arc coming and bring- 
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ing Frances Belle and Dad is bringing Syb and Joyeuse. It’s even 
possible that grand'mhc may come, so you see you’d have plenty of 
chaperones—^worse luck, but I know your father and mother still go 
in for those in a big way. Of course if you like I will ask them too 
and I really think they might find it rather interesting because the 
school here is going to put on quite a show when its first graduating 
cadets finish training and get their wings. I’m tickled pink to be in 
this first class. Just a year ago this place was a rice patch out n the 
country; now it is a fine flying iield with any number of red-r )ofed, 
gray-shingled buildings, streets, | lanes, ofliccrs and enlisted mei who 
keep it humming day and nighi. It makes you realize we do * hings 
in a big way in the USA—even in the South, whatever you Ys ikees 
say, once we get going and have a reason for it! Well, I won’t write 
any more details because I hope you’ll soon be seeing it yoursel . Let 
me know when you’re coming a;.d how many so I can make re erva- 
tions at the Majestic. 

As ever, 

Vail. 

P.S. Yes, Phil was drafted all right and sent to Camp Beauregard for 
processing. Now he’s at Fort Bragg, near Fayetteville, North Carolina. 
You’re right: I don’t see why you don’t hear from him direct. Rick’s 
still at Shelby but doesn’t think it’ll be long now. Goch, I wish he and 
Syb could have got married before he pushed off. I don’t need to add 
I hope I can. Harvey Lawrason has got another questionnaire frorq 
the War Dept., more complete than the one that came in first after 
he and Dad and Charles Boylston all wrote in January. So he has 
answered it and is eagerly awaiting developments. He went over to 
Belle Hcloise to tell the family about it, incidentally regaling them 
with his usual tall tales. This time he told one about a man who lived 
up near Denham Springs, and who had said he hoped there wouldn’t 
be any mourning at his funeral; instead he wanted his friends to get 
together and celebrate in a big way. Well, according to Harvey, he 
died, and the celebration took place just as he wanted. But all the 
guests, including the officiating clergyman, got so high that the next 
day no one could remember where they’d buried the corpse and they 
haven’t found him yet. I wish I’d been around myself to hear good old 
Harvey telling this story and saying Which-I-God every few minutes. 
There’s no one tells a story just like Harvey does or such stories either. 

Dad and Charles haven’t had a second questionnaire yet, but Charles 
heard that a procurement officer for the Army Air Corps was to be 
in New Orleans on his way East from Dallas, so Charles went down 
to see this man and Dad went at the same time and tendered his 
services to the Commanding Officer at the Port of Embarkation. So 
they are also eagerly waiting to see what happens next. 
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Army Air Force Aerial Gunnery School 
Harlingen, Texas 
August 1, 1942 

Dear Sue: 

Of course I was interested to hear that you had stopped off at 
Fayetteville to see Phil on your way North, and I agree with you that 
your parents have made a lot of progress towards a more enlightened 
viewpoint about chaperones and am glad you could take advantage 
of it. Just the same Pd like to have got the good of this change of 
heart myself and I sure was disappointed that you didn’t get to Lake 
Charles. You see, I’d counted on having you pin my wings on for me, 
and though I was glad to have Aunt Cresside do it, if you couldn’t, 
Still it wasn’t quite the same. Most of the fellows had their girls pin 
their wings on after the exercises but there was one quite interesting 
exception to this: Colonel Schauffler, who made the graduating address, 
pinned his own wings, which he had won 25 years before, on his son, 
who was one of my classmates, and who is now here at Harlingen 
too. The Colonel made a good speech, telling us we had been fortu¬ 
nate in having the preparation we needed to go out into the world 
and fight and now we were the best-trained men, not only in the 
USA, but in the world. He “reminisced” as he called it, a little, and 
said that when he was training he w^s in the air only two hours 
before he got his license, and that General Billy Mitchell, who did so 
much to make it possible for us to get our flight training, was up less 
, than that. Even when Col. S. made his first flight over the German 
lines in 1917, he had been up only 12 hours. I know we’re lucky in 
having so much better preparation all around, but at that I wish it 
didn’t take quite so long to get into action for I sure am rearing to 
go. However, there are rumors that next year the course is going to 
be a lot longer, so I suppose that instead of griping I ought to thank 
my lucky stars that I got in when I did. 

To get back to the graduation, it was held in Recreation Hall and 
was mighty impressive. The Chaplain who delivered the invocation 
called it the first milestone of the post and invited us to pause there. 
After that he got going on the Pilgrim Fathers and I didn’t quite 
see the connection or follow him very well, but I’m sure you would 
have. The stage looked swell, all fixed up with flowers and plants, 
and we marched across it to receive our wings and personal con¬ 
gratulations from Col. S. to the tune of war planes overhead, so k 
was all very military as well as very festive. Col. S. also presented 
the class with a song which he and his daughter wrote, so you see he 
was quite the big shot of the occasion. The name of the song is 
“Happy Landings, Army Air Force” and it was printed on a large 
white drawing board where we could all see it, and illustrated too. 
The hall was chock-full of the pilots’ families and friends and I 
sure was glad to have so many of my people there. I think they got 
quite a kick out of it too, especially Aunt Cresside. Dad got a snap- 
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shot of her taken while she was pinning on my wings which I am 
enclosing just in case you’d be interested. Of course I never told her 
I really meant you to do it. I missed Mom too, so things weren’t quite 
perfect, I don’t suppose they ever are. I don’t know though—that 
very afternoon one of my classmates, Marion Henderson, was married 
in the Post Chapel. His girl and her mother had both come down 
from North Carolina, his father assisted the Chaplain in perffirming 
the ceremony and his mother and brother were there too. I reckon.he 
thought things were about perfe ct, I know I would have in hi^ place. 

I was unexpectedly sent to Matagorda to finish my gunner ^ prac¬ 
tice; now I have been shipped down here as tow-target pil »t and 
don’t know how long I’ll have lo stay before I get across. Riel made 
it all right, not long after I last wrote—left San Francisco as i First 
Lieutenant in his Infantry Div sion and is now “somewhere In the 
Pacific,” the lucky bum! Chaiies Boylston has started on h s way 
too as he was ordered to report to Harding Field for physict Is two 
weeks ago, then commissioned < 'aptain in the Air Force straigh : from 
civilian life and sent to Miami. (His service in the First Worl 1 War 
was in Infantry, but that doesn’t seem to matter!) He had just 9 
days at Hackberry before starting off, but Seaver has really run their 
things for years and done it mighty well, so that doesn’t ma:ter so 
much. Harvey is foaming at the mouth because he has got no further 
than a 3rd questionnaire, this time from the procurement officer in 
New Orleans, and according to Dad arrived there breathing fire and 
brimstone over the delay which he doesn’t like any better than I 
do; but I think he’ll be getting somewhere pretty soon. Dad has been 
in New Orleans himself for two months now, on duty at the Port 
of Embarkation with the rank of Captain, but has applied for transfer 
to the School of Military Government at the University of Virginia, 
as he thinks the course there might lead to something for which he 
is better fitted. I don’t know just what will happen to the cane crop 
this year with neither of us at Belle Heloise and a lot of the hands 
gone too, for the draft has caught up with some of the Negroes and 
others have left to take big-paying jobs in town. However, Sance is 
still on the job though he’s getting pretty old now and I know he 
will do the best he can and Uncle Fabian has given me one of your 
father’s harvesters for a combination birthday and Christmas present, 
which of course is going to make a huge difference too. 

My duties as tow-target pilot here consist almost entirely of flying 
an AT-6 equipped with a reel on which cable is wound to pull up 
the flat flaglike tow-target. An enlisted tow-reel operator rides in 
the rear seat of the airplane and it is his job to attach the tow-targets 
and play out the cable through a hole in the bottom of the fuselage. 
The work is apt to be rather monotonous as it consists in flying 
from the field to the gunnery ranges which parallel the Texas coast 
north from Brownsville—a distance of approximately 50 miles. After 
we reach the gunnery ranges we fly at a specified altitude from one 
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end of them to the other, then turn around and fly back again. 
The training missions are accomplished by a group of 4 airplanes, 
one tow-target airplane and 3 firing airplanes, flying in formation as 
far as the gunnery range; then the tow-target plane starts up the 
range, playing out 6 or 7 hundred feet of cable to which the flag- 
target is attached and one of the firing airplanes makes passes at the 
target. In all cases the firing is towards the open water. Each of the 
gunners is using ammunition that is distinguished from the other 
’ gunners’ by paint applied to the nose of each bullet before it has 
had a chance to dry completely, so when it passes through the cloth 
target a colored ring, red, green, blue, or what have you is left on 
the flag-target. When all the firing planes have completed their 
mission, the tow plane returns to the home base, releasing the target 
over the base where it is retrieved by a ground crew. 

Well, that’s enough shop for today. 

As ever, 

Vail. 

Harding Field 
December 10, 1943 

Dear Sue: 

This is Phil’s twenty-first birthday and I sure wish we were together 
for it because he is already overseas, the lucky stiff. Somewhere in 
Northern Ireland, I think, but of course all we have is his A.P.O. 
number. If you thought my letters sounded discouraged before, I 
don’t know what you will think now. I was sure I was going to get 
across after Harlingen, especially as I asked for overseas duty, but 
when my orders came through—well, just look at the top of this page 
and you’ll see that it has taken me 13 months of the hardest kind 
of training to get as far as home. Of course, it’s nice in a way to be 
near the folks and I can run out to Belle Heloise every evening, 
but I should hate like hell to have to tell my grandchildren one of 
these days that I fought the battle of the Heidelberg Baroque Room. 
Right now I’m taking what is called an indoctrination unit course 
along with about 600 others. I’m not going to explain that. It wouldn’t 
interest you, and the less I talk or think about it, the better I feel. 

I haven’t the faintest idea how long they’ll keep me here; probably 
until I trip over my long white whiskers. 

Phil isn’t the only one who^s made it overseas. Believe it or not, 
Charles Boylston, after receiving Combat Intelligence training at the 
AAF Intelligence School at Harrisburg, is now somewhere in England 
with the Eighth Air Force. I bet even Harvey Lawrason beats me 
across. He’s in Dallas now waiting for assignment—a Captain in the 
Military Police. I have a hunch he may get the snappiest berth of all. 
With the kind of luck he usually has I’d be an ace by this time. And 
what do you know? He got time off to get married before he went to 
Texas and the wedding was at Belle Heloise! Everyone thought he was 
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a confirmed bachelor though there was a pretty little widow in Baton 
Rouge he liked a lot and used to come over from Denham Springs 
to see. She lived in one of the Pentagon Building apartments and of 
course they’re nice but they’re mighty small, and she didn’t have any 
kin, so grand^mire crashed through and offered her the parlor at Belle 
Heloise for the ceremony. Syb wrote it was a very pretty little wedding 
and Dad got up from New Orleans and gave the bride away. Since 
then Mrs. Lawrason has been in Dallas near her husband tho igh she 
is coming back to Baton Rouge when he goes overseas. Gos i, some 
people have all the luck! GramVmhe is all set to keep on beiag nice 
to her though they never kne^v each other before. War doc i make 
a lot of difference in some people’s feelings and I can’t unc erstand 
why it hasn’t yet in Mom’s. Sh is located in New York now for the 
duration and is doing awfully well, that is, financially. She writes 
to all of us except Dad and grand*mhre and she would like ver ' much 
to^have either or both of the g Is come and live with her bu it just 
so happens they prefer to stay ^ : Belle Heloise. Syb is working at the 
local headquarters of the Red Cross and Joyeuse is doing . swell 
job on the plantation and still making good enough marks to get 
by at the University. She is re,dly running the laboratory as we do 
not have a graduate chemist kft there now. The one we did have 
has gone to DuPont, and though the younger man who was working 
under him has stood by and is very capable and intelligent, he does 
not even have a high-school education. Two women, wives of men 
who are working in the mill, who are high-school graduates, are 
helping him, and doing the best they can too, but Joyeuse has taken 
charge of the whole outfit and they were thankful enough to have 
her. The others all work on eight-hour shifts, but she just plows right 
along, night, day, any old time. I don’t see how she stands it, but she 
seems to thrive on it. (Incidentally, we haven’t even got any sample 
boys left any more; sample girls have taken their place too!) All this 
is rather rough on her various boy friends, especially Barry, whose 
ship gets into New Orleans every now and then and who would 
naturally like to have her come down there while it is in port. But she 
says there will be plenty of time for all that, meaning I suppose dates, 
after the war is over, which shows she isn’t very hard hit yet. Just 
as well, two in one family are enough even if they weren’t as far 
gone as Syb and I both are. 

To go back to Joyeuse for a moment, I don’t know whether I ever 
told you she can run a tractor as well as any man I ever saw and I 
wouldn’t put it past her to go straight out into the fields if the labor 
shortage gets any worse. The new harvester is working like a breeze, 
the crop will get in, and it’s a good one. 

As ever, 

Vail. 

P.S. Don’t you think y:ou could make it over here for just one week¬ 
end at Christmas time? 
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Harding Field 
July 1, 1943 

Dear Sue: 

What do you know? Rick has been in Fiji! He has sent Syb some 
trinkets from Suva and she and I have both had long letters from 
him. Syb didn’t show me hers—^just read parts of it to me—^which 
didn’t surprise me much! But I think you’ll be interested so I’m 
copying down parts of mine. 

“Word came through today that we are permitted to say where 
we have been this last year and since this is the case I might tell you 
a little about it. Most of my time was spent in the bush but I got in 
to Suva three times and stayed at the Grand Pacific Hotel(!) which 
is reserved for officers only and where the servants are Indians. While 
there, was able to get a little beer and a good deal of Scotch whiskey 
which is about all they drink over here, owing to the British influ¬ 
ence.” i 

Well, from there Rick goes on to tell about some marriage customs 
among the Fijis which I reckon I better not repeat to you as I don’t 
know just how they would strike you though I thought they were 
very interesting. If you think you’d like to hear them let me know 
and m put them in my next letter. After describing these quaint 
customs Rick goes on to rave about the beauties of the island, which 
however, apparently didn’t make up for the discomforts, as he says: 
“Our iiggest problem was encountered on patrols and routes into 
the interior and hell is a small word for the hardships of jungle 
country. At one time I stayed wet for 10 days. All of my equipment 
including soap, extra socks and what little else I carried were soaked 
during the first two hours. There is nothing harder than to have to 
lie down in a pool of water on a chilly night in wet clothes and try 
to get enough sleep to keep you plugging along the next day. When 
I finally emerged into civilization, such as it was, my shoes were in 
shreds and my clothes in ribbons. That was when I took five days 
leave in Suva. I had so much water in my system that all the liquor 
I drank did no good—the water neutralized it. But some of the 
dinners with the English resembled heaven. To go to their lantern-lit 
wood houses and eat off china at a table with cloth on it and have 
cold beer in the evening was anything but hard to take.” 

There was a lot more and I just ate it up but I’ve got to remember 
you’ve hardly met Rick and that you can’t be expected to care what’s 
happening to him the way I do, and besides he’s only one of several 
who’s having exciting experiences. Dad graduated from the School 
of Military Government at Charlottesville late in May, right up close 
to the top of his class, and was sent at once to Algiers for final in¬ 
doctrination and training, alongside British outfits. Charles Boylston 
is “somewhere in Scotland^” apparently at some air station. Harvey 
Lawrason has been in Rio and is now apparently in Bombay, but 
from his necessarily vague letters his wife gathers this is just a way- 
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station to some even more exciting place. Everybody but xnc seems to 
get sent to exciting places. 

I have finished the indoctrination course I mentioned in writing 
before, and am now one of 80 left here out of the original 600 who 
took it, the others all having been divided elsewhere, but of course I 
couldn\ be one of those. However, if I can’t be overseas Vm glad 
to be near home, and at least the work isn’t monotonous any longer, 
quite the contrary. I have now begun to have first-hand cxficricncc 
flying P-47s in formation flights over Lake Pontchartrain. T!he last 
one I was in was not such a success as far as I was concernc d. The 
weather closed in, one of those fogs boiling up from the < rulf, so 
I headed towards Lake Maurepas and started to follow up the Missis¬ 
sippi but got lost because the visibility was so bad. Finally I was led 
home by a combat returnee pilot who was out scouting the weather. 
Now I’ve been put up for questioning because I left the flight, and 
can only hope the quality of mercy won’t be too much stra ned in 
my case. 

As ever, 

VaiL 


Belle Hcloise 
September 18, 1943 

Dear Sue: 

The next date line will probably be the stockade at Camp Livingston 
where I will be awaiting execution for having mutinied. I don’t know 
just how much longer I can take the battle of Third Street. I’ve about 
made up my mind to push one of our stone lions off his pedestal 
and take his place as being more of a contribution to the war effort 
than anything they’ve got me doing now. You’ve heard about our 
lions, haven’t you? Nobody knows where they came from or how 
they got there. The day after Harding Field was opened, there they 
were. Incidentally, a cow was found in the swimming pool at the 
same time. Nobody knows how she got there either, but they got her 
out. She’s probably gone the way of all hamburger stands by now, 
as she was real; but the stone lions have stayed on. They say that 
any time a virgin walks between them those lions roar. However, 
there’s never been any kick about the noise. One of them has lost 
his lower jaw, though, so maybe he did try to roar once. 

Otherwise it’s the same old routine that I’ve written to you till you 
must be as sick of it as I am. Our squadron of P-47s is the hottest one 
in the entire Air Force. Maybe that’s why they’re keeping us here. 
Any time we get to Europe and Fatso Goering hears about it, the 
Luftwaffe will quit and the war will be over. 

Phil is in England and. no doubt has got hot and cold running girls 
in every shire. He’s griping because his outfit missed the North 
African show, Sicily, Italy and all the rest of the good clean innocent 
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fun in the Mediterranean. He should be in my shoes; then he’d really 
have something to gripe about. 

As ever, 

Vail. 


Harding Field 
October 15,1943 

Dearest Sue: 

Well, they’ve come through at last—of course I mean the overseas 
orders. I’ve had final physicals, made my last will and testament and 
now Fm getting 10 days leave. After that I’m to report to the staging 
area and receive my equipment down to the last shoestring and 
razor blade. Then I’ll be on my way almost any moment. 

So this won’t be a long letter. It’s just to tell you the news and ask 
you again if you won’t marry me. Not whether you’ll think it over, 
this time. Whether you won’t just do it, straight off. We could crowd 
a lot of happiness into 10 days, honey, if you would. I know there 
wouldn’t be time for the kind of wedding you’d like to have. But 
docs that matter such a lot, at least, if you care? You could wear that 
dress of your great-grandmother’s that you wore at Plaquemine, 
couldn’t you? And everyone would help you get ready. It ought not 
to take so long at that. Please try hard to say yes, and say it quick. 
Because of course 10 days are quite a lot, but we’ve got to make 
every one of them count. Please, Sue. Please, darling. If you only 
knew how much I love you and how hard I’d try to make you happy 
I’m sure you would. 

As ever, 

VaiL 







PART XI 

'^Hail the Conquering Herd* 

Autumn 1943-Autumn 1944 


The right is more precious th .n peace, and we shall fight or the 
things which we have always carried nearest our hearts—for lemoc- 
racy, for the right of those who submit to authority to have a \ )ice in 
their own governments, for the rights and liberties of small i ations, 
for a universal dominion of rigl t by such a concert of free pec )les as 
shall bring peace and safety to ill nations and make the worL . itself 
:.t last free. 


—Woodrow Wilson: Address to Congress, April 2, 1917 











PART XI 

'Hail the Conquering Herd 

Autumn 1)43-Autumn 1944 




CHAPTER XLV 

“This is the next best thing, -sn’t it, Vail?” 

“Yes, it’s the next best thing. But you know it wasn’t the nt xt best 
thing I wanted. It was the very best.” 

“Hushl I’m afraid someone will hear you!” 

“What difference would that make? I don’t care if the whole world 
hears me. It’s true. Don’t you think. Sue, that even now—I’ve still got 
two more days. We could get married tomorrow. We could-” 

“I said, please hush, Vail! People are staring at us.” 

“Let’s get out of here then, and go some place where they can’t.” 

He rose, pushing back his chair abruptly and signaling to their 
waiter. They had dined at the Court of the Two Sisters and stayed on 
for dancing afterwards. Between every dance Vail had proposed again, 
lightly and casually at first, more and more urgently as the evening 
wore on. Susannah was thankful he had suggested leaving at last. She 
had been on the point of doing so, a dozen times, herself, but she 
was trying hard to help Vail get all the pleasure he could out of these 
last days, and she did not want to suppress him or rebuke him, if she 
could help it. Now she had almost reached the breaking point. 

She had answered his last desperate letter very gently. She wished 
she could say yes, she told him. He must not think it was because she 
would miss a big wedding, if she married him straight off; she knew 
things like that did not matter, when you really cared. But that was 
the trouble. She didn’t really care—at least not enough to marry him. 
She thought the world of him and all of that. And he mustn’t blame 
her father and mother. She had told them about his letter and they 
had both said they would be willing. They were very fond of him too. 
It was just that she didn’t love him the way he wanted. And it 
wouldn’t be fair to marry him when she didn’t. But if there were 
anything else she could do . . . 

Vail had gone to Cressidc and Fabian after hearing from Susannah, 
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and they had immediately invited the girl to spend a week with them 
at their apartment in New Orleans. She had accepted by return mail 
and had joined them there the following day. As there were only three 
bedrooms at the d’Alverys* apartment in the Pontalba, Vail took a room 
at thc'Monteleone and he had slept there for a few hours each night; 
the rest of the time he had spent with Susannah, who consented readily 
to every outing he suggested and proved herself a consistently adapt¬ 
able and delightful companion. They had made the harbor tour on 
the President and returned to drink coffee at the French Market. They 
had dined in a private room at Antoine s and taken in the floor show 
at the Roosevelt. They had wandered through the French Quarter, 
window shopping as they went, and ended up at Pat O’Brien s after 
having their fortunes read in tea leaves. They had gone to the Fisher¬ 
men’s Mass at Our Lady Star of the Sea. And now they had been 
dancing, closely embraced, all the evening. But there had been no 
other close embraces, nor even a light exchange of kisses and an occa¬ 
sional lingering handclasp. Vail knew that if he started to kiss Susan¬ 
nah the kisses would soon cease to be light, because that kind would 
not satisfy him, and she knew it too. Through forebearance on his 
part and tact on hers they had managed, so far, to keep their associa¬ 
tion merry and casual. Now Susannah realized that it could not be 
kept like that any longer. 

The interested eyes which had already made her uncomfortable fol¬ 
lowed them as they moved across the floor and left the restaurant. 
Now that he had outgrown his early awkwardness and brought his 
unruly locks under control, Vail had become an exceedingly handsome 
young man; his color was as striking as ever and he wore his uniform 
with dash as well as with distinction. Unhappily, Susannah realized 
there was not a girl among those who were watching them, unless in 
love with someone else, who would not jump at the chance of being 
with Vail. Because vanity was not among her failings, she did not 
consider the correlative probability that there was not a fancy-free 
youth in the restaurant who would not have been equally glad to 
squire her. Just as Vail had outgrown his awkwardness, she had out¬ 
grown her slight stiffness. Her flawless features had become softer and 
ijweeter; she had infinite grace of bearing; everything about her was 
charming. Meeting an unusually bold glance, she flushed a little, 
bending her head and veiling her eyes in her old shy way. Vail caught 
the presumptuous look, glared at the offender, and held open the door 
for her. 

“I reckon it was just about time we left,” he said, reverting to the 
light and easy way of speaking which he had managed to maintain 
until that evening. “You were attracting altogether too much attention, 
Sue. All those stares had nothing to do with my inopportune proposals; 
they were wholly the result of your fascination. . . . All right, well 
skip it. Where do you want to go next?” 

“I suppose I might suggest that you take me home ” 
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“You might, but I hope you won’t. I reminded you a few minutes 
ago that I had two days more. Now I’ll remind you that’s all I’ve 
got. You don’t expect me to waste one of my evenings in the Pontalba 
Building, do you?” 

“We could sit on the gallery. It’s plenty warm.” 

‘‘We could at that. It’s not a bad idea of yours, Sue. I don’t see why 
neither of us thought of it before.” 

Susannah made no direct reply. The d’Alverys’ gallery wa: com¬ 
fortably and attractively equipped with rattan furniture and potted 
plants; Cresside had managed to give it the same gracious atmc >phere 
which characterized her walled garden on Somerulos Street, greatly 
as the two places differed in c^^ery other respect; but she he i also 
screened it so effectively from th adjacent galleries that she hac given 
it great privacy too. Susannah h id deliberately avoided so inti) late a 
setting for a tete-a-tete. Now she knew that the time had come ; Dr her 
to seek it because she could no k nger postpone the moment of t liking 
to Vail with great candor. 

They went quietly through t he paved vestibule and up th : bare 
curving steps to the apartment. Shaded lamps still gave a siiodued 
glow to the patio and drawing room, but the bedroom doon were 
closed, and the pleasant stillness suggested that no one had waited up 
for them. They went out on the gallery and through the delicate tracery 
of its ironwork looked down on Jackson Square. The old-fashioned 
street lamps shone brightly above their dark standards and the fagade 
of the Cathedral caught some of their radiance and reflected it. Other¬ 
wise the Square was in soft darkness. The Cathedral clock struck 
midnight, and the notes vibrated and trailed off into silence. Then 
nothing happened to disturb this. Vail came closer to Susannah and 
put his arm around her. 

“Sue!” he said imploringly. 

“Yes. I want to talk to you, Vail. Let’s sit down, shall we?” 

She freed herself gently, but when he tried to take her hand, after 
they were seated, she did not repulse him. She spoke to him with great 
earnestness however. 

“I’ve got to tell you, Vail, why I can’t marry you, why you must stop 
asking me to. I hoped I wouldn’t have to, but after tonight I know-” 

“You don’t have to tell me anything you don’t want to. There’s 
nothing you could tell me anyway that would change my mind. I 
haven’t changed it in all these years, have I?” 

“No. But you will now. I don’t love you, Vail. I’ve kept telling you 
that all along and you wouldn’t listen. Perhaps you’ll listen if I tell 
you I belong to someone else.” 

“No, I shan’t. Because if you were engaged to someone else you 
wouldn’t be out here with me. You wouldn’t have been running around 
with me all this week. You couldn’t play any man a dirty trick like 
that. You haven’t got it in you.” 

“I didn|t say I was engaged to anyone else, Vail.” 
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“Well, good Lord, you’re not trying to tell me you’re married, are 
you?” 

He laughed lightly, and leaned over to give her the kiss she had so 
long managed to evade. She drew away from him. 

“Yes, I am. That’s just what I’m trying to tell you. I’m secretly 
married. I’ve been secretly married for nearly a year.” 

“I don’t think much of your joke. Sue.” 

“It isn’t a joke. It’s gospel truth.” 

“You couldn’t be married. No one would marry you and keep it 
a secret. No one would want to.” 

“My—^my husband did, Vail. He wouldn’t marry me unless I prom¬ 
ised to keep it a secret. And—and I wanted him so much I didn’t care 
what terms I married him on, just so I could do it.” 

“The dirty, thieving blackguard! The miserable sneak! The-” 

“Oh Vail, stop—^please stop! You mustn’t talk about him like thatl 
I’m—I’m married to Phil.” 

The soft stillness of the night had suddenly become electrified; 
instead of uniting them it tore them violently apart. Vail dropped 
Susannah’s hand and leaped to his feet. 

“You’re—^you’re married to Phil!” he said hoarsely. “You’ve been 
married to him for nearly a year! No, you’re not, you couldn’t be! No 
Army chaplain would marry you secretly and no civilian priest either. 
Even if there were, you couldn’t keep it a secret. If you went oflE 
together and registered at a hotel, someone would be sure to find out 
about it. Besides, you’d be using Phil’s name now, you’d be getting 
part of his pay, you’d be living at Belle Heloise while he was gone, 
waiting for him to come back-” 

“Vail, you don’t understand. We were married by a Justice of the 
Peace. Phil—persuaded him not to let anyone know.” 

“You mean he bribed this damn rascal not to record the marriage?” 

“Vail, please don’t talk about it like that. It wasn’t Phil’s fault. It 
was mine.” 

“You’ll have hard work making me believe that. Sue.” 

“But it was. You see, Phil knew I was in love with him. I don’t 
mean he thought perhaps I might be, from the way I—from the way 
I ran after him. Because I did run after him. You know that. You’ve 
seen me do it, over and over again. But I mean I told him so, too. Of 
course I shouldn’t have, but I did. And, the last time I went up to 
Fort Bragg, he said, hell, if I felt that way about it, maybe we better 
get in a week end together before he was sent overseas.” ‘ 

So that's what he did, Vail said to himself. / rechfin thafs what Aunt 
Cresside has always been afraid I'd do sometime, I rec\on she's dreaded 
that she'd find out, sooner or later, I was the same sort of blackguard 
my father was. And instead, it was Phil who did it, Phil, who'd dways 
been the white-headed boy of the family, Phil, who's the overseas hero 
now, winning medals while I got stuc\ at one training camp after 
another. Well, he may be all that, but he's a dirty bastard justjthe same. 
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He too\ Sue off to some filthy cathouse and registered under a fdse 
name and laid her. No. I'm getting this ail mixed up. PhiPs an officer 
and a gentleman, Fm the bastard. But I wouldn't have done what 
Phil's done. Fve always loved Sue too much to mess around with 
whores, and Phil's treated Sue as if she were a whore hersMf. My 
sweetheart, who was going to be my wife. God damn him to hell .. , 

“Vail, you don’t understand even yet,” Sue was speaking in a voice 
of desperate pleading. But she was not pleading for herself, she was 
pleading for Phil, who had done this dreadful thing to her, at d sud¬ 
denly Vail’s hatred for Phil beceme a consuming flame. But sb: went 
on pleading. She even tried to take Vail’s hand, just as many times 
he had tried to take hers, and this time it was he who snatched ii away, 
“I told him J. couldn’t. I don’t know why, but I just couldn’t. Some¬ 
thing inside stopped me, I know lots of girls do go off for week ends, 
nice girls too, and I don’t blame them, if that’s the only way tb ty can 
be with the men they love and they’re satisfied with that muc i. But 
I couldn’t. I didn’t. You see I didn’t want Phil just for a week end. 1 
wanted him for always. At least I wanted to know I had a ri ^ht to 
him for always. So I said I was sorry, but I just couldn’t. An»l then 
Phil made fun of me. He told me I was a sissy. And he told me I 
needn’t be afraid, that he’d take care nothing happened to me. I 
didn’t understand what he meant at first and then he laughed and 
explained I needn’t be afraid I’d have a baby.” 

This can't be Sue who's talking to me, it can't, it can't. I thought 
she was going to be my son's mother. Hell, that's one of the things 
that's \ept me loving her sol Any man would be proud to have her 
for the mother of his son, any man except Phil. No one but Phil would 
have acted as if she was some round heel in heat who mustn't get 
hooded, because, if she did, it would be aw\ward for him • . • 

“By and by he stopped making fun of me and explaining things to 
me because he began to get angry. He said he guessed I didn’t love him 
all that much after all, that I’d just been putting on a good act. And 
that was the worst of all, Vail. Because you see when a girl’s in love 
she wants to do what a man asks her to for two reasons: first because 
she longs to make him happy and then because she wants to be happy 
herself. I mean, in belonging to him. I think lots of people forget that. 
They talk about girls ‘yielding’ as if it were some sort of a sacrifice. 
It isn’t, not when they’re really in love. It’s what they yearn for more 
than anything else in the world.’* 

/ can't stand it if you go on talking Uhjs this, Sue. Fm going to war. 
I might be dead a month from now. I can stand the thought of that; 
the only thing that ever bothered me was I couldn't get across soon 
enough. But this is different. This is worse than being wounded; ifs 
worse than being \illed, sitting in this place where I meant to ma\e 
love to you and hearing you sdy ,. . 

“But at last he said all right, if I was going to be stubborn about it, 
vv^c would get married, if I’d promise to keep it a secret. We wouldn’t 
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go to a priest because it would take too long to get married that way. 
You see, Fm an Episcopalian, and he reminded me Fd have had to get 
my baptismal certificate and sign papers about my children’s religion 
and promise all sorts of things before I could marry a Catholic, and 
Phil would have had to go to Confession and Communion and all that. 
I asked him if his father and mother hadn’t managed to arrange 
everything very quickly, in spite of those obstacles—someone had told 
me about their marriage, you see, Vail. And Phil said yes, but that was 
a very special case, where the priest knew his father well and had 
great confidence in him and recognized that there was a real emer¬ 
gency. He said he didn’t know any such priest, that the chaplain at 
camp was a tartar and that it was a Justice of the Peace or nothing.” 

Fhil didn*t \nou/ any such priest. Of course he didn't. No priest 
would feel confidence in Phil, the way Father Navarre felt confidence 
in Dad, when he said there was an emergency. The chaplain at Fort 
Bragg would \now right away there was something wrong—chaplains 
wouldn't be any good, to the Church or to the Army either, if they 
didn't \now such things. He would have sent Sue home to wait for 
the man who'd loved her for years only to find out just when he was 
starting off to war, that she was married to his brother. No, damn it, 
Phil isn't my brother. Pm glad of that anyway, even if it makes me a 
bastard. Thank God I didn't have a scoundrel and a sneak for a 
brother as well as for a father . . . 

“So we went to the Justice’s house. It was a horrid little place. But 
I didn’t mind. At least I didn’t mind much. Of course Fd always 
thought Fd be married in church and wear my great-grandmother’s 
wedding dress, like you suggested, and that all my friends would be 
there, and that afterwards there’d be a reception with lots of flowers 
and a big frosted cake and champagne and presents. I thought there’d 
be a wedding trip to some lovely place. So I was a little disappointed 
because there was just a dingy little parlor with rubber plants in it 
and the Justice’s wife and daughter for witnesses and then that 
terrible hotel.” 

''A horrid little place." An unshaven man, in his shirt sleeves, stand' 
ing in one corner of a musty room mumbling words which should 
have been sacred and beautiful and spoken by a priest of God in a 
sanctuary. “A terrible hotel." A lousy dump, a pimp of a clerk, sneering 
at the soldiers who came in with a bottle under one arm and a whore 
on the other—sneering at them but accommodating them, in swift 
succession. With rooms where the empty bottles the last couples had 
left still stood on sticky tables, and the soiled towels still lay on the 
floor and the unhallowed bed was still unmade. Where the walls were 
so thin you had to close your consciousness to the caroused in the alley 
below and could not close it to the whoring in the next room! ... And 
I had always planned to take Susannah to a cottage in the St. Tam¬ 
many woods, where wed be by ourselves among the clean and fragrant 
pines, under the friendly stars . • • 
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“We had to sit in the lobby, because there wasn’t a vacant room. 
We waited and waited. I’ll never forget the soldiers who came in or 
the girls who were with them—the ones who came in and the ones 
who came out. They seemed to be coming and going all the time. Just 
soldiers and girls—^girls and soldiers—hardly anyone else. And the 
girls all looked just alike. They had queer battered hats with drooping 
feathers and moth-eaten fur collars on their coats. Phil looked a" them 
and said, ‘My God, even the whores are in uniform now’l” 

Phil said this to Susannah, coupling her with those others, '^ust as 
he had when he told her she neeon't be afraid shed have a baby. Susan^ 
nah, who's always Xept everyone at arm's length, whom I've lot ed for^ 
just that, more than I've loved ner for anything else. She sat , n that 
filthy lobby, wearing a trim little tailored suit and watched thut drab 
procession while she waited to go upstairs and Phil said . .. 

“Finally a sergeant came thro igh the revolving doors and g anced 
around. He was alone and he dic;a’t look like any of the men loi nging 
in the lobby with their girls. He was very spick and span and 1 ad on 
white gloves and an initialed ar*n band. Phil saw him and mu tered, 
‘My God! The M.P.’I I asked him what that would mean and 1 e said 
to wait a minute, we’d find out fast enough. The M.P. went around 
stopping in front of all the men m the lobby, one by one. He sp)ke to 
them and after a minute or two some of them left the hotel. He didn’t 
even look at the girls who were with the soldiers. Except when he 
came to Phil. Then he did look at me for a moment. But presently 
fie turned back to Phil and said, ‘Let me see your papers.’ Phil reached 
into the pocket of his blouse and pulled out his pass. The M.P. in¬ 
spected it carefully and then said, ‘Report back to camp immediately.’ 
Afterwards he went right on again, speaking to more men and Phil 
looked at me and muttered under his breath, ‘Well, that seems to be 
that. We don’t get our week end after all. Not this one, anyway. And 
it sounds to me as if we wouldn’t be getting one for a long while. 
Unless I’m all wet, my outfit s pushing off ahead of time. Remember, 
you’re not going to say anything about this little fling of ours till the 
war’s over.’ ” 

“You mean you haven’t seen him since then.?” 

“No. He went straight back to camp and I didn’t. I’d brought my 
bags in when I’d left that morning because we’d already decided we 
were going to be married. So the camp hostess wasn’t expecting me, 
and after he’d made his rounds, the M.P. came back and looked at me 
again and asked if he could be of any service. Phil said, ‘Thanks a 
lot. I’d be ever so glad if you’d take her to the station.’ Then he said 
good-by to me right there and I didn’t hear from him again for a 
month and by that time he was overseas. He’d been alerted right away, 
just as he expected. Of course he writes to me now, once in a while. 
But he^s never said anything about our being married in any of his 
letters. I’m not surprised at that because I know the censor secs them 
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and since Phil wanted it all kept a secret... They all come addressed 
to Miss Susannah Prescott.” 

*‘You—^you never went upstairs with him at all?” 

“That’s what I’ve kept telling you, Vail. We sat in that horrible 

lobby and waited and waited-” 

For the first time her voice broke and she bent her head. So she did 
not see the swift change that came into his face, any more than she 
heard the thumping of his heart or sensed the great wave of relief 
which engulfed him. She was not even conscious of him. For a long 
time she sat pitifully still Then she looked up again and went on 
^ unflinchingly. 

“You know now why I didn’t come to your graduation, Vail,” she 
said. “And why I made excuses about coming to Belle Heloisc and 
about having you come to Salome. I’d have loved being with you. 
I’ve always loved being with you. And I thought, just these last few 
days, it would be all right. I thought I could do that much for you. 

I didn’t think it would be unfair to Phil-” 

“Unfair to Phil! You talk to me about being unfair to Phil, 
what he’s done to you!” 

He seized her hands again, this time holding them so tightly that 
she could not draw them away from him. “Look here. Sue,” he com¬ 
manded. “If you think I’m going to let what you’ve told me scare me 
off, you’re making the worst mistake you’ve ever made in your whole 
life. You’re not married to Phil. You’re not married to anybody. That 
Justice might just as well be a bad dream as far as you’re concerned. 
Forget about him. I’ll see to him when I get home. Meanwhile re¬ 
member you’re engaged to me and don’t take any more long chances.” 

“Vail, you know I can’t be engaged to anyone. You know I am 
married to Phil Everything’s going to be all right as soon as he gets 

back, as soon as I have a chance to talk with him-” 

“I’m going to have a talk with Phil myself, maybe sooner than he 
thinks, and I’ll make it mighty clear to him what he’s got to do next. 
I’m not going to spoil the rest of my leave telling you what I think 
of him. But I will tell you this much: if he ever gets in my way again, 
m know just what to do about that. And don’t you ever say again! 
that you love him. If you did, I might choke you. And I’d a lot rather j 
kiss you. What’s more. I’m going to.” ' 


CHAPTER XLVI 

He got his kiss, but afterwards he was sorry he had taken it, for he 
did not get one in return, and widiout response there was no reward. 
Susannflih did not struggle against him, but she managed to withdraw 
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her real self so completely that he embraced only its image. When 
he released her, he instantly knew that the division between them was 
more than physical. The companionable warmth of her manner, which 
all the week had given him such a sense of well-being and ease in hei 
presence, had suddenly cooled to one of complete detachment^ and 
when she spoke to him, the friendly ring had gone from her voice. 

“I’m sorry you did that, Vail. Tm sorry you’ve said what you have. 
I thought I could count on you to understand.” 

“I do understand. I’m going to make you understand too.” 

“You’re not going to ‘make’ me do anything, Vail. Please don’t ever 
use that word again, in speaking to me. I think we better not t ry to 
talk any longer—now, anyway, (.ood night. Good-by, rather. 'You’re 
going back to Belle Heloise in thr morning, aren’t you ? ” 

“No, not till afternoon. And I laought maybe you’d come witl; me, 
Sue. I thought we’d go by the Ri\er Road all the way. It’s a beai tiful 
drive. You’ve never taken it, have you.? I want to show it to you I’ve 
wanted to for a long while, and t his is my last chance.” 

“I’m sorry, Vail. If you hadn’t said I wasn’t married to Phil and 
talked about being engaged to me yourself-” 

“I won’t, if you’ll go home with me. I promise.” 

“I’m sorry, 'Vail,” she said again. “I know you mean that now but 
you might forget, if we took a long drive together. You might try to 
kiss me again.” 

“No, I won’t, Sue. Look at me. If you’ll only look at me, you’ll 
believe me.” 

Involuntarily she glanced up at him. His eyes met hers squarely and 
steadfastly. For a moment she hesitated. 

“Do you mean you wouldn’t do it tomorrow and the next day, or 
do you mean you wouldn’t ever do it again.?” 

“It would be easy to lie to you, but I won’t do that either, Sue. I 
mean I won’t do it tomorrow or the next day. Of course I’m going 
to have things out with Phil, as soon as I can find him. Of course I’m 
going to see that Justice of the Peace on my next leave—if I’d only 
known before what you’ve told me tonight. I’d have seen him on this 
one, even if it had meant giving up these days with you. If there were 
still time. I’d go to North Carolina now. But there isn’t. I don’t intend 
for a moment to give you up, though. The only thing I’m promising 
is that I won’t kiss you again against your will, and that I won’t talk 
to you again about marrying me until you’re convinced yourself that 
you’re free.” 

“But I don’t want to marry youl” 

“You will, some day.” 

He was still looking at her squarely and he spoke with complete 
conviction. Susannah’s latent anger flared into sudden flame. 

‘Tou’re making a great mistake. I’ll never marry you, I’ll never 
want to. I made a mistake too. I ought to have known enough not to 
come here. I ought to have known you’d act this way. I’m not going 



home with you, Vail. I don’t want to see you any more. Don’t try to 
see me again. Don’t write to me either, I shan’t answer if you do. 
Good-by.” 

“Aren’t you even going to wish me good luck?” 

She hesitated again. Her flash of temper was dying down, even 
more quickly than it had flared up. It was impossible to stay angry 
with Vail. He was not asking for her sympathy, he did nci want that; 
nevertheless something about his complete singleheartedness was very 
moving. She not only wanted to wish him good luck, she wanted to 
tell him she would be hoping and praying for his safety and for his 
early return. She did not really mean she did not want to see him or 
hear from him again. She would have taken great pleasure in motoring 
up the River Road with him and spending the last day of his leave 
with him at Belle Heloise. She had always enjoyed his letters, and she 
knew they would be more interesting than ever, from row on, be¬ 
cause his experiences would be so much more thrilling than ever be¬ 
fore. She would have liked to take back what she had said. She would 
also have liked to kiss him good-b/, as any well-bred girl would kiss 
a brother-in-law who was also an old friend and to whom she was 
genuinely attached. In fact, she had meant to do so. She had thought 
about it and even looked forward to it. Bu" that was impossible, now 
that Vail... It was too bad. 

“Yes, of course I wish you good luck,” she said more gently. “The 
best in .lhe world.” 

“Then you’re wishing that I’ll marry you. A safe homecoming in 
itself wouldn’t mean so much to me. Sue. What I want is a safe home¬ 
coming to you.” 

She made a small deprecatory gesture. “You see, it’s hopeless to try 
talking. Good-by again, Vail, And—well, the best of luck to you in 
everything else.” 

She moved away from the wrought-iron railing and crossed the 
gallery slowly. At the entrance to it she turned, and hesitated a third 
time. Then, without speaking again, she went into the house. 

After he heard her door close, Vail went in himself and turned out 
the lights which Cresside had left burning for them, pausing a mo¬ 
ment between each one. When the friendly drawing room and the 
pleasant patio were in complete darkness at last, he went down the 
curving stone stairway and along the paved entrance hall into the 
street. Somehow he knew that all the radiance had gone from the 
Square. But he noticed nothing else. Several late roisterers hailed him 
tipsily, but he did not hear them; several shadowy figures brushed 
against him, but he did not see them. 

Everything that had passed between himself and Susannah seemed 
utterly unreal and fantastic. If Sybelle had secretly married Riccardo, 
Vail could have understood that; indeed, he knew it was only Rick’s 
firm insistence that he would neither force his way into a family where 
he was unwelcome, or enter furtively into such a relationship, that had 
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kept her from headstrong action. Joyeuse was also quite capable of 
taking matters into her own hands; she did not happen to be in love 
with anyone, but Vail was quite certain that if she were, she would 
not let anything stand in her way. Neither of the two, however, would 
have accepted a reluctant bridegroom, much less besought a lukewarm 
admirer to take her for his wife. That Susannah had done this was 
so utterly out of character that the whole procedure was inconce;vable 
to him. 

Mingled with his amazement was overwhelming relief. Th( fact 
that the opportune arrival of th<' Military Police had prevente I the 
consummation of her marriage seamed to him nothing less than j n act 
of God. Whatever Susannah saici or thought, Vail knew that s ich a 
marriage could be annulled, and l.e was convinced that the time ^ 'ould 
come when she would be ready rnd eager to have it annulled. Some¬ 
how this must be done before she had a chance to commit anoth r act 
of folly, this time one which v ould change her marital stati >—in 
other words, before Phils first k ave home. And as soon as she was 
officially free, he himself must persuade her to marry him wi hout 
further loss of time. He did not i[uestion the possibility of this e ther. 
He declined to. 

The bright expanse of Canal Street, stretching out before him, 
brought him to an abrupt stop. He had gone past his hotel wiihout 
realizing it. Turning quickly back, he made a determined effort to 
come out of his trance, and even stopped to chat agreeably with one 
or two acquaintances as he passed through the lobby. After he got into 
bed, he tossed about restlessly for an hour or so; but he finally fell 
into a deep and dreamless sleep, and when he waked, the sun was 
streaming into his room. He fumbled for his wrist watch, then shook 
it to make sure it had not stopped the night before; the small luminous 
hands were pointing to eleven. He jumped up, shaved, show¬ 
ered and dressed in record time, and went down to the coffee shop, 
taking a thermos bottle with him. As he was finishing his breakfast, 
he asked the waitress to fill it and to put up a couple of sandwiches for 
him. As soon as these were ready, he checKcd out. 

No use hanging around, with Susannah feeling the way she does 
now, he told himself conclusively. Better have the extra time at 
home—I can use it all right. I wont go by the Airline though—Vd 
rather see the River Road alone than not see it at all before I leave. 
And ifs a far viece from New Orleans to Belle Heloise when you 
ta\e it thataway. I might as well get started. 

He had meant to say, at the garage, that he wanted his car washed, 
but as usual he had forgotten. Cresside often told him, laughingly, 
that no matter how many cars he had, or what make they were, they 
always looked and sounded exactly like Leaping Lena, which had 
long since given up the gasoline ghost. There was a good deal of 
truth in what she said. The jalopy of the moment had been new 
when rationing went in, but it had completely lost its original air 
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of jauntiness, and it had developed a series of miscellaneous rattles 
with which no mechanic had ever successfully coped. Vail climbed 
in and waved a cheerful good-by to the attendant who had brought 
it around. Then he bucked rapidly away towards Claiborne Avenue. 
It was just one o’clock when he came in sight of the Huey Long 
Bridge, and swinging halfway around the traffic circle below it, saw 
the road home stretching out ahead of him. He actually forgot 
Susannah for a moment. He remembered only that this was his own 
countryside, that he loved it beyond any other part of the world, and 
that he would not see it again for a long time. Therefore, it never 
occurred to him that at this same moment Susannah, angrier than 
she had been at any time during the evening before, was engaged in 
futile argument with a telephone operator at the Monteleone Hotel. 

“But Lieutenant d’Alvery can’t have checked out. He told me him¬ 
self he wasn’t leaving till afternoon. Yes, I do want you to ring his 
room again. Yes, I do want you to have him paged in the coffee 
shop and in the lobby. You better try the garage too, he might have 
gone down there to see about his car.... All right, I will leave a mes¬ 
sage. Tell him that Miss Susannah Prescott would be very glad to 
meet him at Antoine’s for lunch at one-thirty and that she’ll drive up 
to Belle Heloise with him this afternoon. B-E-L-L-E H-E- oh, never 
mind! Just say, up the River Road. At least you must know how to 
spell that!” 

Susannah was very seldom so rude to anyone. But then, she seldom 
had been so upset. 

It was a perfect day, and Vail was not in a mood for haste. He 
wanted to loiter along, looking at every beautiful sight on the way, 
so that his memory of it would still be fresh and vivid when he was 
a long way off. Too bad he wouldn’t be on hand for the celebration 
on St. Rosalie’s Day; he and Rick had often gone to Kenner for the 
procession and the fireworks. They had always meant to test the 
malign powers of the famous tree at Poplar Grove too; but somehow 
they invariably lingered so long at Kenner that there had never been 
time for the notorious plantation ruins. There was no time now either; 
further on there was so much he wanted even worse to see. Just the 
same, the story he had meant to track down was curious. Nearly all 
the old houses along the River Road were supposed to be haunted; 
their ghosts were as much a part of their tradition as their gardens, 
and Vail knew that at Belle Heloise the two allegedly went together. 
But Poplar Grove was the only place he’d ever heard of where a tree, 
instead of a house, had been linked with the supernatural. According 
to legend, any animal left beneath it dropped dead. All nonsense, of 
course. But it would have been fun to take some decrepit old mule 
there and see what happened. No, not a mule, he thought hastily, 
remembering Minnie and Betsy Ann, nor a horse either, because of 
Nostar, and certainly not a dog. But there must be some kind of animal 
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that didn’t matter. And at Destrchan it would be fun to hunt for Jean 
Lafitte’s buried treasure, much the same sort of fun it had been to dig 
in the Tramontes’ back yard, when he and Rick were kids, with Syb 
sitting there watching them. After the war was over, he and Rick 
might ask if they could dig at Destrehan yet, just for the hell of it. 
He had meant to tell Sue about the tree and the treasure, if she had 
only come along. It would have been a relief to talk about nonsersical 
things like that, for a change. . . . 

Still thinking about the legendary treasure, and the way he had 
hoped Sue would take the story a:)out it, he slowed down befon the 
entrance to the old plantation house of Destrehan, admiring the ' veil- 
ordered verdant lawns and the sloping green roof of the gleai iing 
white house which harmonized w;th its surroundings in such pc fec- 
tion. Here was one place, at least, Avhich retained its original elegs ice; 
and Ormond, a little further on, was coming back into its owe Its 
grounds still looked a little bare, bnt its red brick and white clapbc irds 
were glistening with fresh paint, and its wide wings stretched out 
invitingly beyond its slender col onnettes. Yet both Destrehan and 
Ormond in their prosperity lacked something which Belle Helois i in 
its shabbiness still possessed. Was it the love which a family omld 
lavish uninterruptedly on a house from one generation to another 
which was missing? Destrehan House was now a club for an oil 
company. Ormond had recently passed over to new owners. Perhaps 
that was the answer. 

Just above Norco, the site of another prosperous oil company, the 
River Road came to a dead end beside a sign announcing that tres¬ 
passers on Government property would be prosecuted. Momentarily 
Vail, absorbed in other thoughts, had forgotten that this was the only 
indication of the approach to the vast Bonnet Carre spillway. He 
turned back and took the first side street to the Airline, remaining 
on it until he had passed LaPlace. He might as well drop in at Rous¬ 
sel’s, he decided, since he was going right by it. He did not know a 
restaurant where the bartender made better old-fashioneds, or where 
the trim, white-uniformed waitresses served turtle soup and shrimp 
gumbo with more efficiency and dispatch. A Greyhound bus had 
drawn up at the entrance just before him, disgorging its hurried and 
hungry passengers; the bar, the counter, and the marbleized tables were 
all crowded; the jukebox was blaring out “Oh, What a Beautiful 
Morning,” and every slot machine in the long row flanking the tables 
was rattling and ringing. A fellotu ought to have a girl with him tn a 
place lihje this, Vail thought; if he does, all this racket and confusion 
are fun, because he and she are part of it. If hes alone, he*s left out of 
it and feels a lot lonelier than he does on the open road. Of course, 
Antoine's is more Susannah's, stylf; we could have had lunch at An- 
toine's and our drive too. But after all, she used to like farreau's; / 
don't see why she shouldn't like this too. 1 believe she would have. 
For an instant his sense of desolation was so gieat that he thought of 
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going out again without ordering anything. Then one of the trim 
waitresses came towards him, smiling confidently, and he said he 
would have a double old-fashioned, if she could make it snappy, and 
she said sure she could. She did, but while he was waiting, he managed 
to find a place in front of one of the slot machines, where he promptly 
hit the jackpot. Unreasonably elated, he told the waitress he might as 
well have turtle soup too, and it didn’t matter whether she made it 
snappy or not. He wasn’t in all that much of a hurry. He could wait 
until the bus pulled out. As a matter of fact, he lingered some time 
after that, savoring the familiar atmosphere. ... 

The Godchaux refinery was going at full blast, he observed, as he 
came to Reserve after swinging back on the River Road again; the 
imposing proportions of both factory and field, and the bustling ac¬ 
tivity which pervaded these, gave irrefutable evidence of the organiza¬ 
tion’s prosperity. If the Godchaux could so signally succeed in this re¬ 
gion, first as a family then as an organization, there was no reason that 
Vail could see why any other closely knit group could not do the same. 
Yet on the long stretch of road still ahead of him, the Colonial Sugar 
Refinery was the only other large plant of this kind left. Around 
Lutcher the fields were cultivated for shallots and the unique type of 
strong tobacco—^perique—which was grown nowhere else in the world; 
but there would be no more sugar, except at the State Penitentiary 
Farm above St. Gabriel. Oh, sure, small patches here and there, to be 
sold to the big refineries for a bit of extra cash in the fall; but no real 
stand of cane till you reached Hackberry, which was run by a Boston 
Yankee. No sir, no real stand of cane grown by one of the old families 
till you got to Belle Heloise... • 

He was no less puzzled than distressed by this. He knew all the 
explanations for it without feeling that any of them represented valid 
reasons. Surely some of the men who had once owned and worked 
this land could have clung to it and forced it to yield! Surely they 
could have kept their homes too, granted the same sort of effort and 
devotion! Only a few of the so<alled Big Houses along this road had 
really been mansions; in most cases their proportions had been suited 
to families of moderate size and moderate means. The argument that 
they required armies of servants to maintain them, unlimited fuel to 
heat them, and vast fortunes to keep them in repair had no weight 
with Vail. Trepagnier and Esperance, two of the famous old houses 
which he had already passed, were “raised cottages,” with their limited 
living quarters all on one floor; certainly they could not have been hard 
to run! Vail would have liked to know the unexpurgated story of 
their abandonment. St. Michael’s convent baffled him in much the 
same way. Why should this great Gothic building, one of the earliest 
centers of the Sacred Heart in the Deep South, and for over a century 
a fashionable school for girls, stand vacantly forsaken amidst rank 
and straggly growth? Had these signs of disintegration already begun 
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when his mother went to school there? Could they have been at the 
root of her restlessness and rebellion? 

Perhaps when he came back from the war he would find the answers 
to these questions—especially if someone else was sufficiently inter¬ 
ested to help him search them out. But he made a determined effort 
to dismiss them from his mind now, reminding himself that hr had 
not come up the River Road to fathom its mysteries or brood over its 
failures. He had come to watch the lovely light on the levee; the 
undulating effect of the road twif ting around this; the peaceful rattle 
grazing there and the massed ck uds overhead. He had come t) sec 
the lush vegetation, the clustering cabins, the Negroes loitering a ong, 
the old limestones which had once served as filters for the m iddy 
river water. He had come to mee‘ the great sugar trucks, shapec like 
assault boats, skeletal as they clat‘ered past empty, menacing as they 
loomed up ahead, overladen, shedding stray stalks of cane in heir 
thunderous progress. Resolutely, his car swung up to the yery loor-. 
step of some house, he tried to clojc his consciousness to the know. :dge 
that the reason he passed so close to it was because the road had Deen 
moved back again and again, when the river, cutting further and 
further to the east, had eaten away the land underneath the wide Inwns 
which had once surrounded it. Several of these houses, more or less 
intact, were ornate examples of ‘‘Steamboat Gothic'’; their cupolas, 
cornices, belvederes and balustrades still rose in bewildering array. But 
their shades were drawn and their galleries empty; evidently their 
owners had felt that without their elaborate grounds and the strutting 
peacocks, stone deer, fluted urns and latticed gazebos wffiich had once 
adorned these, the multiple embellishments on the houses themselves 
had lost their effectiveness. Doubtless these property owners had left to 
dwell in surroundings of more suitable simplicity. Vail could under¬ 
stand such an action and the feeling which prompted it, and the blank 
look of the more showy places did not affect him as poignantly as the 
decay of those whose essential beauty was based on patterns which had 
survived the centuries. But after all, the period pieces reflected the 
mode and the taste of an era which had been not only prodigal but 
robust; this era was part of American history, and these houses the 
symbols of it. He could not help hoping they would not eventually go 
the way of the others.. •. 

As he passed one great grove of moss-festooned trees after another, 
he was still less successful in ignoring their significance; he knew that 
these groves had once formed the setting for houses long since de¬ 
stroyed by flood or flame, and that whatever else might still be sal¬ 
vaged, these were gone forever. The bells hanging in separate scaffold¬ 
ings beside the scattered Negro churches had once been the voices of 
plantations, just as the one cast by Thiac-Maignan for Pran 9 ois Estrade 
still served this animate purpose for Belle Heloise. The bowl-shaped 
iron kettles used as watering troughs for stock in road-side pastures 
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had once been part of the proud mechanics of sugar making. The 
rain-water cisterns, sprawling on short stilts beside houses still more 
squat, had once been sugar-mill boilers. He could not go a mile with¬ 
out confronting some fresh reminder that this region, once so rich that 
it was called The Grand Parade of the Deep South, was sinking 
further and further into desuetude; and with each reminder he re¬ 
solved afresh, almost savagely, that once the war was over he would 
not rest until he had done his utmost to waken it to new life and new 
productiveness, and that Susannah should help him to do this. His 
love for her and his love for the land seemed more and more closely 
linked the further he went.. *. 

At Burnside even the blacktop ended; from there on he would have 
only the dusty gravel road until he reached Belle Heloise. It had never 
been a matter of political expediency to improve this part of the route, 
though it was listed as a state highway. That was something else again; 
why should the old d’Alvery place not have blacktop going past it, if 
the old Bringier and Colomb places could? Vail resolved to find out, 
and having found out, to take action. He would certainly have his 
hands full, after the war. . . . 

Suddenly it occurred to him that he was hungry, that the turtle soup 
he had eaten at Roussel’s was all gone. But he still had the coffee and 
sandwiches he had brought with him from the Monteleone. As he 
went^ast the oil fields at Darrow, he knew he must be near the turn¬ 
off to Belle Helinc and decided to go and eat his supper on the steps 
of this magnificent deserted house. He had ceased trying to fight off 
his feeling of nostalgia about the vanished glories of the past; probably 
his mood was allied to the knowledge that without his efforts his own 
home would soon be a part of it. He watched for his turn-off, followed 
the dense growth of concealing shrubbery for a few hundred yards, 
and stopped his car beside the rickety gate where the noble mansion 
came into view. 

It was not approached through an allSe at the front, like so many 
plantation houses; instead the entrance was at the side, through the 
most beautiful grove of oaks that he had as yet seen. Only the leveled 
brick foundations remained of the outbuildings which had once stood 
at the west of the mansion, and these were so obscured by weeds that 
Vail stumbled over them as he walked along; but on the east, the 
picturesque shell of a narrow, two-story garqonnihe and a square 
pigeonnier still remained. Above them loomed the Big House. Its 
upper gallery sagged sadly, but otherwise it showed no signs of serious 
deterioration. Its great square columns were still sturdy, its splendid 
cornice undamaged. Vail sat down on the crumbling pavement before 
the front door and looked out toward the river. A long sloping sweep 
of ground, which must once have been a teno^efcd lawn, framed by 
magnolias, willows and water oaks, afforded an unobstructed'^view. 
The road itself did not show; it was swallowed up in the surrounding 
greenery. But if the trees on the batturc had been cut, passing boats 
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would have been readily visible from the gallery. Vail could picture 
them as they must have looked in that proud past which had so 
absorbed him all day, and as they might still look in an even prouder 
future. Grudgingly he admitted that when it came to location, Belle 
Helene ^vas unsurpassed; there was nothing elsewhere to compare with 
that splendid grove at the side and this superb open sweep in the front. 
The approach to Belle Heloise was restricted and confined compared 
to this. 

A rosy sunset, suffusing the portico and the landscape wit]. its 
radiance, gave added luster to th ^ir beauty. In this lovely light the 
ravages of neglect were lost and the most exquisite aspects of past per¬ 
fection intensified. Vail forgot he was hungry, forgot he was t red, 
forgot he was disappointed and depressed as he continued tc sit, 
looking out towards the river, and trying to remember what he had 
heard about this place which seem^^d so tinged with magic. He k lew 
it had once belonged to a man o: great prominence named Dui can 
Kenner, who had been Jefferson Davis’s Minister Plenipotentiarj on 
the Continent during the days c f the Confederacy, and who had 
continued to merit such high estet m that even a “black Republu an” 
like President Arthur had been im])elled to appoint him to the United 
States Tariff Commission. But who owned it now, or why they did not 
inhabit it, Vail had no idea. He wondered about its name too. Someone 
had told him it was named for the heroine of Offenbach’s opera, 
based on the faults and foibles of the Empress Eugenie. But that 
seemed to him unlikely, for eventually he recalled that its original 
name had been Ashland and the latter designation must have come 
long after the trivialities of the Third Empire had lost their vogue. 
Now that he thought of it, he did not know how Belle Heloise had 
got its name, and he was surprised that it had never occurred to him 
before that he should ask. He did not know of any d’Alvery or Estrade 
ancestress called Heloise, and if there had been one, he thought he 
would have. Perhaps some languishing lady, long dead, had read the 
romance of the scholar Abelard and his favorite pupil and had been 
so moved by it that she had chosen further to immortalize her. He 
would find out from his grandmother the next day, and write to Sue 
about it. Of course it was all nonsense for her to say he must not write 
to her. He would not clutter up the scene with letters, but he would 
write whenever he had anything special to say, and this was exactly 
the sort of thing that would interest her. She had been ever so inter¬ 
ested in the origin of Salome. The origin of Belle Heloise, or Belle 
Helene, for that matter, should be equally intriguing to her. , . . 

Some stray cows, turned out to pasture on the abandoned pleasure 
grounds, stopped to stare at him in mild wonder, and then meandered 
on again. Finally a Negro, riding past on horseback, reined in, sweep¬ 
ing off his tattered felt in an elaborate bow, and wished the visitor a 
civil good evening. Evidently he was some* sort of a casual or volun¬ 
tary caretaker. Vail got to his feet. 
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"Good evening. I hope Fm not trespassing. I was motoring up the 
River Road and I just stopped to eat my supper.” 

“Yo’ doesn’t want to buy Belle Helene, does yo’, suh?” 

“No, Fve got a place of my own a little further up the river. At least 
my folks have—Belle Heloise.” 

“Ah done hear of it. An’ Ah done hear it wuz a mighty fine place.” 

“We think so. Fm on my way there now. But Fve always admired 
this one too, every time Fve passed it, and I thought no one would 
mind if I stopped and ate my supper here.” 

“No suh, no one doesn’t mind. Is yo’ finished yo’ supper now?” 

The Negro was eyeing the untouched package of sandwiches 
covetously. It occurred to Vail that he really might be needy, though 
it was hard to imagine this, in such a land of natural plenty. He 
picked up the package and offered it to the Negro. 

“Yes, Fve finished. I had this much left over. Would you care for 

“Ah thanks yo’ kindly, suh. Ah sure does. Ah hopes yo’ passes dis 
way agin, soon an’ plenty. Ah lives alone, up dis here road a short 
piece, and Ah was fresh outen anything to eat dis evening. Now Ah 
got me a nice supper. Ah’s sorry yo’ doesn’t want to buy Belle Helene. 
Proud to of met up with yo’, suh.” 

The Negro rode off, stopping to'doff his hat in one more elaborate 
bow as he rounded the ruins of the gargonni^re. Vail could not see 
beyond that. It was not “good dark” yet, but it was already “first 
evening”; dusk v/as closing in with the astonishing swiftness of 
regions where no long dim period prevails between the blaze of sun¬ 
set and the splendor of night. It was logical that there should be no 
twilight here, Vail thought; the River Road was not a place of 
shadows, but of either darkness or light. . . . 

He could, if he chose, take the cut-off between Geismar and Car- 
ville, and if he had not lingered so long at Belle Helene he would 
have done so, for from it branched off, obscurely and remotely, still 
another road that he loved, one unlike any other that he knew: a 
ribbon-like white strip, bordered on one side by a quiet bayou and 
on the other by tiny, tidy farmhouses that somehow seemed even 
quieter. He had always thought that some day he would find out 
who lived in those farmhouses, and how; their complete detachment, 
their almost uncanny tranquility had always baffled him. The ribbon¬ 
like white strip led to nothing but a peaceful pasture; it had no 
definite ending any more than it had a logical beginning. Yet for 
some mysterious reason families had dwelt along it for generations in 
such contentment that they had never cared to stray. He had thought 
that Sue might like to see this hidden byway too. He had meant to 
show it to her this very afternoon. But now it was too dark to see it 
in any case. He excused himself for not taking it on those grounds, 
and on the grounds that as this would be his last ride over the River 
Road for a long time, he could not afford to stray from it. . . . 
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It went on and on, twisting and turning with the river, and so 
narrow at many points now that two cars could not possibly have 
passed each other. But Vail met no other cars and saw almost no 
signs of life until the huge illuminated plant of the Leprosarium 
suddenly loomed up ahead of him. Its brilliant lighting, its concrete 
walks, well-pruned trees and freshly painted buildings gave it the 
air of an ultra-modern and uniquely prosperous little town^ inex¬ 
plicably located in a region where slackness, poverty, and an agr ieably 
“do-less” existence were much more characteristic of village life. Only 
the high wire surrounding it betrayed it as a tragic enclosure, j ist as 
the inescapable rays of the search! ght, flashing from Monticello I arms, 
a few miles further on, marked that as a penitentiary operation Vail 
passed them both without slackening speed; he hoped and be ieved 
that they were model institutions, and he could not miss them : i the 
dark, as he had missed the pictur esque paving stones taken fro: i the 
old tombs at St. Gabriel. He had meant to show Susannah some f the, 
old inscriptions and quaint names on those; but he had not mei nt to 
show her anything that would remind her of misery or crimt. He 
did not wish to be reminded of i* himself. 

He was almost home now. Hackberry was the only plantatioi be¬ 
tween Monticello Farms and Belle Heloise and at Hackberry hit did 
slow down, reflecting that it would be courteous as well as pleasant 
to stop in for a farewell word with Seaver, who would be gratified 
with his visit, and who would give him the latest news of Charles 
Boylston while they sipped a nightcap. But the Lodge was in dark¬ 
ness, like all the other houses along the way, though the sugar mill 
was still lighted and noisy. Besides, now that he was so close to home, 
he felt as if he could hardly wait to get there. He pressed his foot 
down on the accelerator and went over the remaining stretch of road 
at unpatriotic speed. 

The cattle gap rattled as the jalopy went over it. I suppose I ought 
to have that fixed, Vail said to himself. But 1 don*t believe 1 ever shalL 
Dad always said the noise it made was the first sound that told him 
he was home and that that was why he loved it, I do too, Vd miss it 
if I didnt hear it. Next he used to listen for the pigeons cooing and 
the dogs barbing and watch for Amen lounging out to tabe the car. 
Well, the pigeons are gone and Maudie's the only dog and there isn*t 
anyone to take the car. But 1 dont want anyone, Syb'll be waiting up 
for me, Tve got her to watch for, and all the yard boys in the world 
aren't worth her little finger. And Maudie ma\es up for a dozen other 
dogs. He was bucking forward through the crepe myrtles as he 
thought of this and swung past the iron gate leading to the yucca- 
bordered path and made the sharp turn that took him up to the right 
of the house. He saw it rising before him in all the loveliness of its 
lighted windows and galleries, its gracious symmetry, its uncluttered 
spaciousness, its welcoming warmth. Always it was beautiful in his 
eyes. But never half so beautiful as when he came upon it at nighty 
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after making that sudden turn^ and beheld it radiant above its dim 
lawns, among its dark trees. What did it matter if desolation reigned 
elsewhere along the River Road as long as this survived? He could 
not help what happened to other places; but this was his to preserve. 
He would have it and hold it not only against flood and fire, but 
against neglect, against sloth, against indifference, against careless¬ 
ness and all other evils. . . . 

Sybelle and Maudie were already in the open space beyond the 
colonnade. Before he was half out of the car Sybelle had her arms 
around his neck and Maudie was leaping around his legs. He dis¬ 
engaged himself, laughing. 

“Look, you two, give a fellow a chance. You’ve got me pinned in, 
between you, and I want to get out of this car. Fve been in it nearly 
all day.” He kissed Sybelle heartily, gave Maudie a quick pat, and 
in mock desperation managed to slide through to freedom. But Sybelle 
linked her arm in his, and Maudie continued to leap upon him with 
joyous barks as they made their way across the gallery. 

“I thought Sue was coming home with you, Vail!” 

“I thought so too. But she said good-by to me in New Orleans.” 

“Oh ... I was looking forward to seeing her. ... I had the Henry 
Clay room all ready for her.” 

“That was sweet of you, Syb. But maybe it’s better this way, after 
all.” 

“Well, if you think so . . . Joyeuse has gone to bed, but grand'mire*s 
still awake, Vail. She thought Sue was coming with you too. She’d 
planned to give her a slip from the green rose. She's got it in a vase, 
by her bed.” 

“That’s darn nice of her. She’s never given one to anybody before, 
has she? I’ll go and thank her.” 

“I think it would please her a lot if you’d have a snack In her 
room, too. I’ve got everything ready. We’ll have time for our own 
visit in the morning, won’t we?” 

“Sure. We’ll take time. Come on. Don’t let’s keep the matriarch 
waiting. This is pretty late for her, you know.” 

They went up the stairs together, past the Spanish statue, with 
Maudie close at their heels. Madame d’Alvcry was listening for their 
approach; she turned her head on her great square pillows and looked 
towards the shutter door leading into the hall. When it opened, and 
she saw that Susannah was not there, she turned away again, in 
obvious disappointment, and looked fixedly at the slip from the 
green rose, rising from a vase on her night table beside the vielleuse. 
She had waited a long time to give this slip to just the right girl. 
And now it seemed the right girl had not come, after all. Vail saw 
the movement and understood it. He leaned over and put his hand 
on his grandmother’s shoulder. 

“I’m sorry that you’re disappointed, grand^mhcy* he said. “I’m dis- 
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appointed too. But you keep that slip where you can take good care 
of it. Some day Susannah’ll be here to get it.” 


CHAPTER XLVII 

It was still very early when \'ail began to stir drowsily, and after 
half opening his eyes to the restful darkness, he closed them igain 
and burrowed further down bctvvcen the sheets. Maudie, whe had 
welcomed him with rapture the night before and curled up corner :edly 
at his feet when he went to bed, reused her head alertly for a moj lent, 
wriggled along at his side to lick his hand, and then, receiving no 
response beyond an absent caress, composed herself placidly for fur¬ 
ther slumbers. But Vail could m»t go back to sleep again aftei all. 
The realization that this was his last day at home had already pit reed 
his semiconsciousness, and though he tried, for a little whilt!, to 
drown it in dreams, he could not do so. When the first faint streaks 
of gray light stole into the room he flung aside the bedclothes almost 
impatiently, lifted the mosquito bar, and slid down from the high 
four-poster. Maudie immediately sprang up, and after a brief battle 
with the mosquito bar, which had always baffled and enraged her, 
freed herself, j umped down and stood expectantly beside him, wagging 
her short tail in a fresh access of hope and joy. 

“Everyone else is still asleep, Maudie,” Vail said, addressing her, 
according to his habit, as if she had been a human being. “We might 
as well start our rounds outdoors. WeVe got lots of space to cover 
before night.” 

“I’m not asleep. May I come in?” Sybelle called from the next room. 

“Just a sec. Wait till I get my pants on. Sorry I waked you though, 
Syb.” 

“You didn’t. I was glad when I heard you speak to Maudie. I’d 
been awake a long time—that is, more or less.” 

“Well then, I’m sorry about that . . . All right, come on in now.” 

Sybelle swung open the shutter door between their rooms, and he 
saw, in the slipper chair beside her bed, the doll which had been 
Riccardo’s first present to her. She had persistently treasured this as 
an ornament since outgrowing it as a plaything, despite the merciless 
teasing of Phil and Joyeuse; and to Vail, Sybelle’s stubbornness in 
this respect was typical of her tenacity in other ways. No one gaged 
as accurately as he did the deceptiveness of her apparent docility. She 
came towards him, digging her fists into her eyes and stumbling a 
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little. Her face was still flushed with sleep and her blonde curls were 
tumbled around her shoulders; in her quaintly cut, rose-colored dress¬ 
ing gown she looked ridiculously young and almost unbelievably 
lovely. Vail put an arm around her to steady her, and she snuggled 
her head down on his shoulder and rubbed her face against his neck. 
He kissed her hair, and then smoothed it gently away from her 
forehead before kissing it again. 

“You’re a mighty sweet somebody,” he said with great tenderness. 
“I wish Rick could see you, looking like you do now. It’s too bad 
to waste all this on me.” 

.“Nothing’s wasted on you. Nothing’s good enough for you. I hope 
you get the very best there is. Vail, I don’t mean to pry, but didn’t 
you get anywhere at all with Sue? What I mean is-” 

“Sure I got somewhere with her. Look, what say you and I have 
breakfast together, as long as we’re the early birds? I’ve got quite a 
lot I want to say to you and I didn’t have much of a chance last 
night. It looks as if I wouldn’t have another, either.” 

“I think breakfast’s a fine idea. I’ll cruise along and start the coffee 
dripping. Lethe and Creassy don’t get here till eight-thirty.” 

“Doesn’t grand'mire have her coffee before that?” 

‘'Yes, but it’s put in a thermos beside her bed at night, to save 
Dinah a trip over the stairs the next morning. Dinah’s getting mighty 
old and feeble, Vail. She keeps saying, effin you and I don’t hurry 
up, she won’t never have no mo’ d’Alvery young’uns to nuss, afore 
she gits buried alongside Selah and Lou Ida. She’s faithful as they 
come, but her heart just isn’t in taking care of an old lady the way it 
always was in taking care of a new baby.” 

“It wouldn’t do to disappoint her in her declining years, would it? 
We’ll have to see what we can do about it. . . . Well, to get off a 
highly original remark, times do change, don’t they? Everyone used 
to have coffee in bed at Belle Heloise, and there were so many servants 
to bring it that they practically tumbled over each other on the stairs. 
Incidentally, I’ve been meaning to ask you, what became of Dumps? 
I thought she was shaping up pretty well, for a new house girl, that 
time I came home from Lake Charles.” 

“She was, but she decided to go to California and complete her edu¬ 
cation, or so she said. That’s what Minta said too. I’ve heard they 
changed their minds and that they’re both getting fantastic wages in 
a factory—seven dollars a day-or something like that. Even allowing 
for exaggeration, I reckon they’re making more than I ever could. 
I don’t know whether you remember Minta, Vail—^Phronsie’s daughter. 
She was the prettiest little pickaninny on the River Road when you 
and I were children, and she’s a beauty now. She could easily pass for 
white.” 

“And probably does, where she is now. Well, I don’t know as I 
blame her for trying. . . . Look, we mustn’t stay here jabbering like 
this if we’re going to have any time downstairs. Yoq have to be at 
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the oiSSce by eight, don’t you? I’ll make the coflFec, Syb. You’ve gof 
to get into your uniform and I can go along to the kitchen just like I 
am, this last time.” 

He had everything ready when she joined him in the patio half 
an hour later, looking very trim and efficient in her neat uniform, 
with her golden hair tucked up smoothly under her stiff cap and her 
collar fastened close around her soft white throat. Vail regard* d her 
appraisingly as she poured the coffee and passed the toast. 

“You like this Red Cross work you’re doing, don’t you, Syfc?” he 
inquired. 

She considered the question before answering it. “Yes, I HI e it,” 
she said at last, guardedly. “I w nted to do something to help along 
the war effort, and this seemed hue most logical undertaking. I think 
I’m fairly good at it. Anyway, I 'ry hard. But I don’t love it th way 
Joyeuse loves the work in the laboratory at the mill. Do you i ialize 
how well she’s handling that, Vail? There isn’t another c )llegef 
graduate left there now, or any men. She’s got just high-schoo! girls 
to help her. But I believe Dad would say himself, if he were here, 
that it’s never been better run.” 

“I’ll bet he would too. And how about her morale? Is she keeping 
that up? I haven’t had a chance to ask her this time, or to see for 
myself.” 

Sybelle laughed. Joyeuse and her “morale” constituted the pet 
family joke. On the occasion of his last visit to Belle Heloise before 
he started to sea, she had given Barry Pereira a somewhat indefinite 
promise that she would “try to wait for him.” But she had none of 
Sybelle’s single-hearted fidelity. Several young chemists at the Standard 
Oil divided her attention among them, and when her pretext of a 
common interest in laboratory work had worn rather thin, she took 
refuge in the contention that she had to do something to “keep up her 
morale” during Barry’s absence, which, according to her, had now 
been “unreasonably long.” The reminder that the war itself was 
dragging out to considerable length and that Barry would be among 
the first to regret this, had no visible effect on her; she continued to 
add to her list of eligible suitors and appeared to derive untroubled 
enjoyment from their attentions. 

“Her morale seems to be getting better and better all the time,” 
Sybelle said jestingly. “I don’t know why it wouldn’t. She has more 
and more men boosting it. I think it’s rather hard on Barry, but after 
all, he knew what to expect—^she’s always been perfectly honest with 
him. Perhaps you could say something to her before you leave though 
—after all, there ought to be some limit.” She glanced down at her 
wrist watch and gave a startled exclamation. “I’ve only got five minutes 
more, Vail,” she said. “It’s so good having you here, all to myself too, 
that I didn’t realize how fast time was flying. You said there was lots 
you wanted to say to me. What, besides to ask whether I like my 
work?” 
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“I wanted to ask you how much longer you were going to let the 
family keep you from marrying Rick, hoping you wouldn’t say, none 
of my damn business.” 

“I’ve never said that to you, Vail, have I, about anything? ... I 
can’t very well marry Rick, though, while he’s out in the Solomons.” 

“Sure that’s where he still is? I may be telling tales out of school, 
but his division’s sure been through a terrific campaign and I’ve heard 
rumors it was going to be rewarded with a rest on Guadalcanal. 
You know that’s taken shape as one of the large rear area bases now, 
and has all the comforts of home—^pretty near all, anyway—tents and 
floors and all that.” 

He grinned and Sybelle tried to return the smile. But she shook her 
head. 

“I’d be glad if I thought he was in a tent instead of a foxhole. But 
I wouldn’t be any nearer marrying him.” 

“Well, I still don’t know whether I’m talking out of turn. But 
there’s another rumor going round that instead of getting sent to 
Guadalcanal, a few men are getting sent home. ‘Secret missions’ I be¬ 
lieve the usual reason is. Steady there—I didn’t say I thought Rick 
would be. I said I thought there was a chance he might be.” 

Sybelle gripped the table hard. .Then she leaned across it and 
whispered. 

“You^won’t give me away, will you, Vail?” 

“You know I won’t.” 

“If he does get sent back I’ll marry him straight off. Even if I 
have to elope with him. If I have a chance like that, a chance IVe 
hardly dared pray for-” 

“Well, you may—^and gosh, if I were only going to be here- ^ 

“Yes, I know. You’d help me. You’d stand by. It’s one of the reasons 
why I feel as if I couldn’t bear to have you leave, Vail. Daddy’s gone 
and Phil’s gone, and even if they’d been here, they wouldn’t have 
helped me. Daddy would have hindered me and Phil would have 
laughed at me. He wouldn’t have understood how much Rick means 
to me, any more than Joyeuse does. I think maybe Franchot might 
have, if he’d lived—he was a sensitive little soul. But Phil and Joyeuse 
don’t take love seriously, Vail, the way you and I do.” 

“I’ll say they don’t.” 

He spoke so harshly that she looked up at him in surprise. JHc 
pressed her hand and rose. 

“I reckon we can’t stretch those five minutes any longer, Syb,” he 
said. “I’m mighty glad you told me what you have, though. You 
know I’m all for it. And whether I’m here to help you or not, you 
stick to it. You marry Rick as soon as he gets here, no matter how 
hard anyone tries to stop you. Don’t elope either. Don’t—don’t do it 
as if you were ashamed of it. It’ll mean a lot to him to have you act 
as if you’re proud of it, I—I happen to know. You can carry it off 
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if you make up your mind to. Have a real wedding, have a big party^ 
Mom will help you when it comes to a showdown. Soli Aunt Cressidc 
and Uncle Fabian. You haven’t raised enough hell about it so far, 
that’s all the trouble. Grand'mhre^s the only one wholl put up a real 
fight to stop you, when you do, and if you can’t get the better of one 
feeble old lady, you’re not half the girl I think you are. Keep your 
chin up, Syb. Be a fighting lady. Remember I’m betting <»n you.” 

“I will, Vail. Thanks a lot. And there’s something I wan you to 
remember too.” 

"What’s that.?” 

"That you’re my litter broth ;*t. That I think more of you tl an any¬ 
one else in the world except Rxk.” 

For a few minutes after she had left him, he continued to s t at the 
rustic table, smoking and playi ig with Maudie’s ears. Then he stacked 
up the dishes and carried tf im into the kitchen, which ^as still 
empty. As a matter of fact, it fiad always seemed more or les; empty 
to him since Lou Ida left it ;or the last time, and he was glad to 
leave it himself and go back .nto the patio. No other cook ;ver in¬ 
habited it as she had, filling it with husky song and fragrant vapors 
while she stood indefatigably at the stove preparing the hot cakes and 
beaten biscuits, the fried chickens and baked hams, the shrimp gum- 
boes and crawfish bisques and turtle soups on which the family 
feasted. Creassy was skilled in her craft too, and Lethe plowed through 
a considerable amount of work during the course of a day; the 
d’Alverys still were better served than almost anyone else they knew. 
But there was more grumbling and less gusto than in the old days, 
less joyous pride in labors well performed, less love and respect for 
those who directed these. Vail had never laid any of Amen’s short¬ 
comings to Creassy’s door, and he assumed the reason he did not care 
for Lethe as he did for Dinah was because Lethe had not been his 
nurse, and that therefore the same tie did not exist between them. 
But he did not deceive himself about the general situation at Belle 
Heloise or blame it all on the war. He knew that something vital and 
precious was disappearing from the place with its old servants and 
that the next generation would never know the fullness of experience 
which had made his own childhood so rich and warm because of 
them. 

Almost as if he had called her, Dinah came down the outside stair¬ 
way that led from the rear of the upper gallery to the patio. She still 
wore the full quaint type of dress which had always been her habit 
and she had never abandoned her tignon; but instead of moving 
majestically she now walked slowly and painfully, and he went for¬ 
ward to meet her and to take from her the tray which she carried 
with such difficulty and with such care. She spoke to him scoldingly, 
as she had always done, but he was not deceived by that cither. He 
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knew that Dinah was not really annoyed with him, that as a matter 
of fact she adored him, but that she saw no reason why she should 
not continue to admonish him, exaedy as she had done when he was 
two years old. 

“Yo" done wake up Madame with yo’ chattering, yo’ and Miss 
Sybelle,” Dinah said reprovingly, “Don’t yo’ know dat po’ old lady 
need her rest? Why yo* don’t go set in de dinin’ room eat yo’ break- 
fuss?” 

“Go on, Dinah, quit your fussing. Grand'mhre couldn’t possibly 
have heard us unless she was awake already.” 

“She ain’t so well dis mornin’. Mr. Vail. She worry in* herself caise 
yo’ goin’ away. She say yo’ de onlies* one she got left. Po’ little Fran- 
chot, he daid, an’ de Colonel, he gone, an’ Mr. Phil gone, an’ now-” 

Dinah began to rock back and forth, moaning. Vail set the break¬ 
fast tray down on the rustic table which he had just cleared and took 
hold of her arm. 

“There’s nothing for her to worry about, Dinah. Poor little Fran- 
chot’s been dead a long time, so there’s no use to start grieving about 
that all over again. And the Colonel isn’t in any danger. As for Phil 
and me, that’s just good riddance to bad rubbish. Besides, we’ll be 
back again almost before you know ^t, bothering the life out of you, 
the way we always have. I’ll go and remind grand*mhre of all that 
in a minute. But I want to talk to you first.” 

“Yassuh, an’ Ah wants to talk to yo’ too. All right fo’ yo* to say 
ain’t nothin* to worry about, but Ah’s tellin’ yo’ Ah’s been bearin’ 
all kinds of queer noises in dis house lately. Madame, she done hear 
’em too. She ain’t said nothin’ but Ah knows. She done hear dat old 
ghost walkin’ aroun’, jes lak Ah has.” 

“I thought you told me a while back all the ghosts were at Hatha¬ 
way.” 

“No, Mr. Vail, Ah don’t never say all de ghostes is down to Hatha¬ 
way. Is ghostes dere all right, but our own ghost, he don’t never go 
away from Belle Heloise.” 

“What do you mean, our own ghost? I didn’t know we had a ghost 
of our own.” 

“Sure you did, Mr. Vail. Yo* knows dat man what made de gardens 
and teach de chillun, he’s our own ghost.” 

“You mean Angus Holt? I know my grandfather used to dress up 
in a sheet and try to scare everybody pretending he was Angus Holt. 
I know Phil did too, after Dad told him that story. I don’t know any¬ 
thing else.” 

“Dey done cober up dey face wid de sheet when dey do dat, so no 
one won’t see dey ain’t no real ghost, an* dey don’t say nothin* caise 
dey knows us can tell *cm by cm’s voices. De real ghost, he show his 
face an* he speak, too, when he git ready to tell bad news. Yo* po’ 
granddaddy daid long time, Mr. Vail, and Mr. Phil, he gone away 
*mdst two years now. Dey ain’t walkin’ in no gallery at Belle Heloise. 
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But dat ghost, he walkin’ in de gallery ’most every night now. Don’t 
mean nothin’ good when he walk dere regular like dat, ’stead ob jes’ 
once in awhile lak he generally do. Means he gettin’ ready to show 
his face an’ tell his bad news, one ob dese days.” 

“I’m sorry you didn’t speak to me about him last night just as soon 
as I got home, Dinah. If you had. I’d have gone out and told him he’d 
got to stop disturbing my poor old grandmother and my poor old 
mammy. But it’s too late now. I can’t do it tonight, because I’ll be 
gone myself. So you tell him for me, will you?” 

“Lord sake, Mr. Vail, yo’ k iows Ah never talks to no ghostesi 
Ah covers up my head good vi id de bedclothes when Ah he; rd dat 
ghost cornin’. Ah hears him jes’ de same. Ah can’t help it, b it- 

“Well, if you won’t go out ai d talk to him I don’t know \' hat to 
suggest, but I reckon you better stop talking about him anc listen 
to me for a few minutes. . . . AVhat’s this I hear about your jetting 
tired waiting for some new bab es at Belle Heloise?” 

The mournful look faded from Dinah’s face, and for the fir t time 
a glad light came into her old eyes when she looked at Vail, and a 
smile twisted her lips. 

“Dat’s right, Mr. Vail. Here’s Miss Sybelle ’most an old maid ; Iready 
an’ yo’ ’most an old batch. Ah is worryin’ ’bout it. Ah sure is.” 

“Well, you won’t have to worry much longer. Because I’ve got a 
feeling Major Tramonte will be coming home pretty soon and that 
when he does you’ll be having a wedding here.” 

“Yo’ don’t mean dat peddler man’s boy, does yo’, Mr. Vail? Caisc 
Madame she ain’t never gwine let my child marry dat boy an’ neither 
me. My white folks, dey’s quality. Ah ain’t gwine nuss no babies 
what ain’t quality babies.” 

“Now you listen to me, Dinah, and you get this straight. Unless you 
promise me you’ll do everything you can to make Miss Sybelle happy 
while I’m gone. I’ll come back and haunt you myself, dead or alive, 
worse than any ghost ever did. And the way to make her happy is to 
look after her when she gets married. Because she’s going to get 
married and she’s going to marry quality. I don’t want to hear you 
saying any more about a peddler man’s boy, you hear? I want you 
to start saying Major Tramonte right now and keep on saying it till 
you start saying Mr. Rick.” 

For a moment Dinah stood fingering her apron, her expression still 
mutinous. Vail put both hands on her shoulders. 

“That’s orders, Dinah,” he said. “My last ones before I go away. 
I can count on you to carry them out, can’t I?” 

She looked up at him, the mutinous expression fading from her 
face and tears welling up in her eyes. She nodded her head slowly 
several times. Then she broke away from him and turned towards the 
stairs. He could hear her sobbing as she mounted these, even more 
painfully and slowly than she had come down. Her wretchedness was 
so heartfelt that it affected him poignantly. But sitting there, thinking 
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about it, only made it seem the worse. Besides, there was still a great 
deal to be said and done, before he left the plantation. Vail went away 
from the patio himself, and strode out past the stables towards the 
sugar-house road; then, after a moment’s hesitation, he decided to go 
to the overseer’s house first and to the mill itself afterward. Sance still 
went home for his dinner, whenever he could; though his mother 
had long since died, his habit of getting back, as often as possible, to 
the quaint old house, was so firmly fixed that he never even tried to 
break himself of it. Vail thought that he might find his overseer there, 
alone; in that case, they could talk more privately and peacefully in 
the picturesque living room—unchanged, except that it had retained 
an atmosphere of emptiness ever since Madame Sance left it for the 
last time—than anywhere else about the place. 

Evidently the same idea had struck Sance. At all events, he was 
standing in the open doorway, smoking his pipe, with an air of 
expectancy rather than the more characteristic one of haste. He had 
already finished his dinner, he said; but he hoped Vail would have 
coffee with him. Thanks, Vail would like to; they could talk while 
they were drinking; and forestalling the next questions, he added that 
he would take it black, not white, and that he would drink it, not eat 
it. It was pretty near his own dinner time; not that he ever had to 
worry about spoiling his appetite, but he thought this time it might 
not be such a bad idea to save up . .. 

He grinned as he spoke, and Sance smiled back at him. But when 
they had their coffee and were seated opposite each other, on cither 
side of the hearth, with the small empty bench between them, Sance 
could not keep his concern to himself. 

“I’ll do everything I can to save the crop, Vail. But we’re getting 
behind already, and we haven’t been grinding two weeks yet. I’ve 
been wanting to ask you how you’d feel about having some of those 
German prisoners on Belle Heloise. I don’t need to tell you that’s the 
way lots of planters are fixing to manage this fall, and with camps 
opening up at both Donaldsonville and Port Allen-” 

“I’ll tell you just how I’d feel. They may be good workers, and they 
may be the only ones you can get. But I’d rather lose the crop than 
have one of them set foot on Belle Heloise. The reason we’re short- 
handed is because so many men, white and black both, who belong 
here, are trying to stamp out everything they stand for. Every time I 
think of the dirty bastards, I can’t help saying to myself, ‘Damn them, 
they’re still alive, and they’re still Nazis.’ I won’t have them doing our 
Work on our place.” 

“Well, I can see your point. But just the same- 

“Wait a sec, will you? I’ve got some good news for you. Maybe 
when you’ve heard it, the picture won’t look quite so dark to you. 
{ had a chance to talk with my uncle about our problems here, while 
t was in New Orleans, and he authorized me to order three more 
Prescott machines.” 
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“That’s mighty generous of Mr. d’Alvery, and I appreciate it* Orders 
and deliveries are two different things, these days, though.” 

“I know that. But I’ve also been in touch with Mr. Prescott. He 
promised me he’d have one canc-cutting machine here by November 
first, and the other two soon after that. What’s more, he said he could 
get us four extra carts. With that much surplus equipment, you’ll be 
a lot better off than most of the planters who’ve taken on those <lamn 
prisoners.” 

“We may be, at that. I don’t need to tell you that the best :ane- 
cutting machine ever made doesn t clean cane as well as when it s cut 
by hand. We may have some pretty serious milling problems as a 
result of trying to substitute so much machinery for man p wer. 
Besides, it burns me up to think chat though it costs more and more 
all the time to produce sugar, it’s the only basic commodity that isn’t 
bringing a better price than before the war. But hell! I reckon w- can 
handle all these problems some w.iy.” 

“That’s the way to talk! Anytiung else you’d like to get off your 
chest before I go back to the fields?” 

“Two of our boys who’ve been in the service have come home v^hile 
you were in New Orleans, Vail. Maybe you’d like to have a word with 
them, too, before you leave.” 

“You bet I would. Which ones are they and what’s your latest dope 
on them? Naturally I’d rather not let on I don’t know.” 

“You knew that Cato’s boy. Rush, was wounded in the landing at 
Casablanca last year, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, I knew that much. Is he one of those who’s come back?” 

“Uh-uh. He’s quite the hero too. No, I wasn’t making a dirty crack. 
I meant it. He was always proud of his work, even when he was just 
a kid, starting out as a water boy, and he’d got to be the best derrick 
operator I had in the yard when he went into the service. Well, the 
poor devil won’t operate a derrick any more, for a long time, anyway. 
He may have to go back to driving the water cart. I reckon he could 
do that, I tell you, something turned over inside me when he showed 
up here one evening and just said he was reporting back to work— 
still in his uniform, mind you, with the Purple Heart and the African 
Campaign Ribbon and a Combat Star.” 

“Beat all his white folks to it, did he?” Vail asked, with a touch of 
envy. Then he added, ungrudgingly, “Well, more power to him! What 
about the other man? Is he a hero too?” 

“I’m afraid not. He was discharged from Camp Rucker for mental 
derangement—couldn’t stand the shock of crawling under live ammu¬ 
nition. But he showed up in a uniform too—not a private’s, either— 
a Sergeant’s. Afterwards, he got c6ld feet, because he heard someone 
on the Draft Board was on to him—cut his chevrons off and hushed 
his mouth. He’s back on the mill floor as an oiler, and as far as I can 
see, he’s doing as well as he ever did. That isn’t saying so much and I 
Wouldn’t know how serious this ‘mental derangement’ really is.” 
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Vail laughed. “Ill give him the once over and let you know what 
I think. And of course I want to see Rush. But I mustn’t keep you 
any longer. So long, Sance! You know I’m counting on you. We’ve 
never lost a crop at Belle Heloisc yet, and we’re not going to begin 
now, either.” 

As Vail approached the laboratory, he could see Joyeuse standing 
by the window, gravely inspecting the precipitation of clarified juice 
in a test tube. The trim white uniforms she now habitually wore were 
very becoming to her; and the position in which she stood revealed 
to great advantage the lovely lines of her trim figure. Vail paused for 
a moment to enjoy the pleasing picture she made. But when she caught 
sight of him, she frowned and called to him impatiently. 

“Just look what I’m up against!” she said, indicating the test tube. 
“It’s all very well to talk about solving labor problems with mechani¬ 
cal harvesters. But everyone who gets off that line neglects to mention 
how much foreign matter is introduced with the cane. Leaves—^grass— 
root dirt—” 

“I know the labor problem can’t all be solved by machinery, Joy,” 
Vail said seriously. He had come into the laboratory, and now he stood 
beside her, watching her as she went quietly and efficiently on with 
her work. Her helpers had gone to the boardinghouse for their mid¬ 
day meal, but apparently she had no idea of stopping. “Those problems 
are eased though,” he went on. “At least for everyone except the 
chemists. And with a chemist like you, the rest of us know that part 
of the problem’s in good hands. I’m ready to leave it right there. I’ve 
got lots of confidence in you, Joy. Listen—I’ve been talking about 
problems, of one kind or another, all morning. Can’t we forget about 
them for awhile, and go on up to the Big House? It must be almost 
dinner time and I’m hungry.” 

“Well, so am I, now that you mention it. There’s just one thing I’d 
like to bring up myself though. You know that for years we’ve been 
using a line-drawing of the sugar mill on our bags. It’s good, in its 
way, but it’s rather static. I’ve been thinking, if we could have patterns 
printed on the bags instead-” 

“What kind of patterns?” 

“Well—centerpieces and doilies. The kind of thing women like to 
embroider for their dining-room tables. And fancy aprons—^thc kind 
they love to slip on over an afternoon dress when they’re getting ready 
to entertain the weekly bridge club and might be caught by the first 
arrival without time to whisk the apron off. Women like that would 
feel they’re getting a lot for nothing—material and pattern right along 
with what Aey’d paid for. They’d\sk for Belle Heloise sugar instead 
of just sugar. Tlic picture of the mill doesn’t mean anything to them— 
they know they can’t buy that. But patterns and cloth-” 

“I think maybe you’ve got something there, Joy, certain female wcak- 
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nesses being what they are—we won’t discuss any of the others. Go 
ahead and try out your patterns. The dies won’t cost much and they’d 
be your only expense.” 

‘‘Not just doilies and aprons either,” Joyeuse continued, much en¬ 
couraged. “I think we should have dolls too—a pattern for a doll that 
would have to be cut out and stuffed, and patterns for two or three 
different dresses she could wear, after they were run up on the ma^ hine. 
I worked them all out to scale. We could label the doll with a lame 
too—Belle Heloise, of course. You know Sybelle’s always called th ^ doll 
Riccardo gave her Belle Heloise. I.ittle girls would get interested i i our 
sugar as well as their mothers. I’ve got some sketches all made. I’ll $how 
them to you if you like.” 

“No, I’m ready to take your wt rd for it that they’re good.” 

“Just as you say. I didn’t mean t» unload anything extra on you, Vail. 
I can look after this part of the job and I will. You can depend or that, 
if it’ll help any.” 

“You know it helps no end. Bi t look, Joy, I wouldn’t want y ju to 
get a lot of heroic ideas, and gi\e up something that meant a darn 
sight more to you than chemistry ind patterns, just because you j rom- 
ised me you’d stand by.” 

“I haven’t any heroic ideas. It just so happens that nothing means 
any more to me than chemistry. The patterns are just a side issue, 
possibly profitable.” 

“Nothing—and no one.^^” 

“Nothing—and no one!' 

She had disposed of the test tube and was washing up at the small 
neat sink in the corner. She did not turn around while repeating his 
question as a statement, lightly emphasizing the last word. But after 
she had dried her hands on a paper towel, she faced him with her 
sunny smile. 

“Wouldn’t two weddings in the family hold you for awhile.?” she 
inquired. “I’ll agree to that many. But if you’re going to talk about 
more than that, you and I are going to have a row. Which would 
seem rather a pity, your last day at home. Come on, let’s go eat.” 

It was evident to Vail, as he took Gervais’ place at the table, 
opposite his grandmother, that a definite effort had been made to 
give his last meal at home a festive atmosphere. Joyeuse had not taken 
time to change from the crisp white uniform she habitually wore at 
the laboratory; but the three elderly ladies were all attired in what 
even a youthful masculine eye could recognize as “best dresses.” 
Though Madame d’Alvery had never worn anything but black since 
her husband’s death, she observed different degrees of elegance in 
fabrics, and today’s costume was .made of heavy grosgrain silk which 
rustled as she walked, and which was adorned with frills of rosepoint 
lacc, fastened at the throat with a diamond and onyx brooch. In a 
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stubborn effort to produce an effect as different as possible from 
Madame d’Alvery’s perennial mourning, Mrs. Randall had long since 
abandoned her drab grays, and wore the brightest colors she could 
find; today’s choice had been a sleazy rayon print with an emerald 
green background and a pattern of orange curlicues. Miss Mittie wore 
a genteel lavender silk and her mother’s pansy pin. 

With gratifying heartiness, Vail complimented them all on their 
appearance, admired the arrangement of flowers which formed the 
centerpiece, and praised each dish that Lethe presented to him. He 
did not think the mirlitons had ever tasted so good to him; he liked 
them split and stuffed, the way Creassy had fixed them that eve¬ 
ning, best of all. The Satsumas were mighty sweet; it must have been 
an unusually good season for fruit—too bad there wasn’t enough sugar 
to save it all, on a plantation at that! 

After he had finished his chocolate ice cream, he continued to sit 
still, smoking one cigarette after another, and drinking his coffee in 
slow sips. He was thinking about Sue again, he could not help it; 
if she had only been there, how much she would have helped him 
through this hard meal! With her complete savoir'faire and her 
natural composure, she would have really eased the inevitable strain 
which his forced cheerfulness had only lessened a little. Another man 
at the table would have helped a lot too; he had never missed Gervais 
so much, and it was only because he hardened his heart against Phil, 
on account of Sue, that he did not miss the engaging young devil 
still more. He thought wistfully about Franchot too. Franchot would 
have been twenty now; if he had been there, he would have helped 
to counterbalance this ultra‘-feminine atmosphere. Vail supposed they 
would always think of Franchot as a frail child. But he might have 
outgrown the early delicacy, he might have been in one of the services 
himself by this time, if only- 

Vail did not want to think about Franchot. He wanted to get off 
and be on his way to town. He glanced at his grandmother from time 
to time, to see if she would give the signal to rise, but through either 
accident or design she did not meet his eye, and he knew better than 
to take the initiative himself, at her table. He had heard her say more 
than once that a man who did not recognize the prerogative of the 
lady of the house in this respect was in the same class as a man who 
told his wife, in the hearing of others, that it was high time they left 
a party—to put it plainly, in the class of social pariahs. But Joyeuse had 
not inherited a taste for fine points of etiquette. When Vail began 
pouring out coffee the third time from the delicate porcelain pot which 
Lethe had put beside him, Joyeuse jumped up, pushing back her chair 
and turning to him instead of to her grandmother. 

“I’m sorry, Vail, but I can’t hang around any longer. My best helper 
at the lab is sick today, and I’ve got ail her odd jobs on my hands 
as well as my own. You know I hope you get the best, and all 
that.” 
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"Yes, I know. Well, go on keeping up your morale, but give Barry 
a break once in a while, if you can, without getting too much of a 
let>down.” 

“I’ll think about it. So long, Vail.’* 

“So long, Joy.” 

He rose to kiss her good-by, and instead of sitting down again 
walked around to his grandmother’s chair. 

“I know this isn’t in order,” he said. “Just the same, I’m g< ing to 
remind you that it’s long past vour nap time. Dinah’s been 1 irking 
around in the hall for the last h Jf-hour, looking in at you accu ungly. 
Of course you couldn’t see her iiecause your back was turned o her, 
but I could. I couldn’t help it. She made up for your inattent on by 
glaring and signaling at me. W<>uld you like me to give you ; hand 
over the stairs?” 

“Not yet. I deplore the lack of manners Joyeuse shows, w* ich is 
more or less habitual, and also :he importunities of Dinah, of which 
Lucie would never have been g lilty. But that is no reason wl y you 
should allow your last meal at home to be hurried. Sit down again, 
Vail.” 

“I’m sorry, grand*mere, but I’m afraid I can’t. Of course I want to 
stop in at Somerulos Street on my way to the field, and time’s getting 
short. I’ll see you upstairs and then I’ll walk over to the storehouse 
with Granny Randall and Miss Mittie. I planned on doing that too, 
before I left.” 

Even Mrs. Randall’s congenital pessimism could not prevent her 
from betraying her gratification at this attention. As she sat down in 
her small living room after their short walk from the Big House, she 
smoothed out the skirt of her hideous green and orange print and 
looked up at Vail with genuine affection. 

“I appreciate the way you answered back to Madame d’Alvery just 
now,” she said. “It isn’t often anyone gets to put her in her place. 
You’ve always been mighty polite to me, Vail. I don’t believe in flat¬ 
tery to the face, but as long as you’re starting off to war and as likely 
as not won’t ever come back, I don’t suppose it’ll do any harm to say 
you’ve always been my favorite grandchild. Far as that goes. I’ve 
always set more store by you than I did any of my own children. 
Your two uncles, the ones you’re named after, never gave me a thought 
once they took up with those flighty girls they married, and neither 
of my daughters-in-law ever lifted a finger to help me, not even with 
their pension money coming in and all. I don’t see them or hear from 
them from one year’s end to another. Of course one of them lives in 
Natchitoches and the other in Harrisonburg and both those places are 
a far piece from here. But I’m. not excusing them. They could drop 
me a postcard once in a while, and they could get to Baton Rouge 
someways, if they really wanted to •« • As for your mother, the less 
said about her the better.” 
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“I wish you didn’t feel that way, Granny Randall, about Mom, 
anyhow. Of course I don’t know about the others. But she’s invited 
you to go and stay with her whenever you felt like it, hasn’t she.? And 
doesn’t she send you nice presents right along?” 

“She knows I don’t want to go skylarking around the country, at 
my age,” Mrs. Randall answered, disregarding the second question. 
“Besides, I’m not talking about the way she’s treated me. I’m talking 
about the way she’s treated your father. If ever a woman deserted her 
husband, she did. And I don’t trust that man she works for, I never 
have. I wouldn’t put it past him to lead her into sin.” 

“Now, now, Granny Randall, let’s not get out of line. You know 
that’s a lot of nonsense—and not nice nonsense, either.” 

He turned conclusively away from Mrs. Randall. Everything that 
she said had been painful to hear. It hurt him to have her say that he 
meant more to her than anyone else in the family, when actually he 
was no kith or kin of hers. It hurt him to have her gloat over his real 
grandmother’s humiliation at his hands, trivial as this had been. It 
hurt him to have her speak slightingly of her dead sons, whose Chris¬ 
tian names he bore, and to slander her daughter, who had been his 
kind and loving foster mother. Some women seemed bent on hurting 
instead of helping as they went through life, he thought bitterly; and 
with fleeting horror, he wondered if Sue could possibly develop into 
one of these, after the inevitable disillusionment which was in store 
for her. He thought he had seen indications of such a trait in her 
mother, though in Mrs. Prescott’s case this was always meticulously 
veiled in cool courtesy.... 

Trying hard to dismiss such a far-fetched fancy from his mind, he 
looked towards Miss Mittie, whose rabbit-like nose was twitching 
painfully, and who was clutching a small round object wrapped up in 
crumpled tissue paper and tied with faded lavender ribbon, which 
he had an uneasy feeling might be a farewell present. Amen had 
already waylaid him to give him a charm, guaranteed to protect the 
wearer against “disease, death and disaster of every kind.” Meanwhile 
the Negro recounted in a long rambling way, his feelings of faithful¬ 
ness and devotion to the d’Alverys in general and Vail in particular. 
Vail had finally accepted the charm, but cut the sentiments short as 
civilly as he could. Of course, any offering and any declaration of Miss 
Mittie’s would be very different; still he knew they might be a source 
of embarrassment. 

“Miss Mittie, would you mind telling me what you’ve got in your 
lap?” he asked. 

“It’s something for you, Vail. I know you’ve always admired it. 
I want you should have it, to take along with you.” 

She stretched out a shaking hand and gave him the small round 
object. It was unexpectedly heavy. He untied the faded ribbon and 
parted the crumpled tissue, disclosing the old paperweight with the 
miniature snow scene. 
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“Why Miss Mittic, I can’t take this!” he protested. “It’s not like a 
present that came from some store! You brought it with you when 
you left Salem for Louisiana. You’ve treasured it all your life. You’ve 
told me your mother did too.” 

“I didn’t want to give you a boughten present,” Miss Mittfc said 
stubbornly. “I wanted to give you that paperweight. It’ll remind you 
of me when you’re over in Paris, France, or wherever ’tis you’re going. 
I don’t want you should forget me while you’re gone.” 

“Don’t worry. I’ll never forge*: you, Miss Mittie. I couldn’t. You’ve 
been too good to me,” he said g mtly. He could not tell her the ‘c was 
no possible way in which he coidd take a heavy, breakable obj( :t like 
a glass paperweight with him. Ir would hurt her too much. knew 
that her offering had been not only loving, but sacrificial. H< must 
find some way to dispose of the snow scene, without letting hei know 
about it. He rewrapped and retk 1 the package and put it in his ocket. 
“But thanks a lot. Miss Mittie. It was awfully good of you to ^ive it 
to me. I have always admired it . . • I’m afraid I’ve got to be s lOving 
along now. Maybe you’d give me a coke before I start, if you /e got 
any in the house.” 

“When I haven’t a coke for you, Vail d’Alvery, there won’t he any 
cows left in Texas,” Miss Mittie announced in triumph, scuttling off 
towards the kitchen. 

There had been so many delays that it was late afternoon when Vail 
reached the little house on Somerulos Street. He whistled as he went 
up the walk, and Frances Belle came rushing out to meet him, looking 
pertly pretty in a smart lemomcolored dress. A young man followed 
closely behind her and held the door open for her. Vail had forgotten 
that some young man would almost inevitably be calling on Frances 
Belle at about this hour. He could not get used to the idea that she 
was grown up and it still irritated him. 

“Hello brat!” he said casually. “What’s cooking.'^” 

“Nothing much , . . You know Punt, don’t you, Vail—^Punt, this is 
my cousin, Vail d’Alvery.” 

Punt, a red-headed, freckled young man with a pleasant face, whose 
surname remained undisclosed, greeted the newcomer with more 
civility tiian Vail felt inclined to show towards him at the moment. 
It was bad enough, in his opinion, to put up with all the young men 
who were eagerly engaged in helping Joyeuse keep up her morale^ 
without running into any equally superfluous callers on Frances Belle, 
especially at such a time as this. He nodded in the general direction 
of the inoffensive visitor and asked a couple of curt questions. 

“Uncle Fabian here?” 

“No, he hasn’t come home yet. He telephoned that he’d been un¬ 
avoidably detained at the office.” 

“What about Aunt Cresside?” 

“She’s in. the garden. She said, when you got here,, to tell you to 
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come on out there .. . Look Vail, Punt and I were just starting to a 
show. Mind if we go ahead?” 

“No. But I hope Punt’s got enough cash along to keep you in cokes. 
I never did.” 

“Oh, he saves up to show me a tall time, and you never did that. 
Will you be here when we get back?” 

“I reckon not. I have to report at Harding Field in—he looked at 
his watch—^“fifty-five minutes.” 

“So long then. Happy landings!” 

They kissed each other casually, and she darted off down the walk 
with her red-headed escort in close pursuit. Vail had always been fond 
of Frances Belle, but he had never cared for her intensely, or she for 
shim, in the way he and Sybelle cared for each other. Funny, he thought, 
'Vhen she was really his half-sister and Sybelle only his cousin; and 
without being exactly offended he was somewhat surprised that 
Frances Belle should have taken his departure so nonchalantly. But 
then you could never tell about girls, especially girls with beaux, he 
told himself unoriginally, as he walked through the house and went out 
on the terrace. In the garden the trickling fountain made the only 
sound; but the chrysanthemums and cosmos were a mass of color 
and some of the early camellias wqre out too. Here and there the 
glossy green of their bushes was studded with the dark pink of the 
Daigaguira, the lighter pink of the Sarah Hasty, and the radiant white 
of the Neige Doree. The latter were among Cresside’s favorites and she 
had a shallow bowl of them on the table beside her. She was lying on 
a chaise longue with her hands clasped idly in front of her, wearing 
a white dress. Her face was very white too, and for the first time Vail 
noticed that she did not look young any more. She was as slender and 
graceful as ever, and she still had beautiful eyes and soft skin and 
infinite charm. But somehow the bloom was gone. She looked up at 
him and smiled. 

“Hello, Vail.” 

“Hello, Auntie.” 

He pulled up a chair and sat down beside her. All day he had been 
trying to find time for everything he wanted to say—to Sybelle, to 
Dinah, to Joyeuse, to Sance, even to Miss Mittie. But now, when there 
were only a few minutes left, and he would have supposed, beforehand, 
that he would have tried to talk very fast, to make the most of them, 
he did not say anything at all. He could not think of anything to say 
and he knew he could not have talked in any case. He had a lump 
in his throat and the bones of his breast were too tight. He thought, 
if they did not loosen, something inside of him would be crushed. It 
had been hard, telling the others good-by, but it had not been like this. 
It wasn’t hard now. It was impossible. 

“Uncle Fabian isn’t here?” he said at last. He knew Fabian was not 
there; Frances Belle had told him that her father was detained at the 
office. But he had to say something. 
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“No, He’s very sorry. He said to tell you good-by for him.” 

Suddenly Vail knew Fabian had stayed away on purpose, that he 
had given them this chance to have their last few minutes to them¬ 
selves and Vail was deeply touched. Then it occurred to him that 
Frances Belle had gone out for the same reason, not because she cared 
more about a date with Punt than a final visit with him, as he had so 
unjustly assumed. He tried to make amends for his mistake by ft show 
of interest in her caller. 

“Who is this fellow the brat’s gone out with?” 

“Punt O’Malley ? He’s the M. ster of the McDougalU* 

“I don’t seem to place'either ( ne.” 

“He’s a nice boy, Vail. His people aren’t Baton Rougeans, »hcyVc 
Alexandrians—^what your gran*:mother would call very respectable 
people.” She paused and a flee ting smile of understanding ,massed 
between them. “But your Unch Fabian and I think they’re ni e too. 
Punt’s had a good education —gi iduated very young from Loyo a and 
went straight on the river—apparently it was his one love, ui til he 
met Frances Belle. He’s been here several years now, working 1 the 
Standard Oil. The McDougalVs one of their boats. She used ID tow 
petroleum products from the refinery here to Avondale and Port 
Chalmette. Now she’s delivering bunker fuels and aviation gasoline to 
the Army and Navy in New Orleans harbor. Her Captain holds a 
Pilot’s license as well as a Master’s license and takes a Pilot’s watch. 
Punt was pretty bitter for a long time because he couldn’t get into 
the Army—I believe he has some sort of minor heart ailment that kept 
him out. He doesn’t feel so badly about that any more though, because 
he’s come to see he’s helping indirectly. By the way, he’s a great ad¬ 
mirer of yours.” 

“Why, I never saw him before!” 

“Yes you have, any number of times. But he doesn’t stand out, in 
a crowd. You’re his hero though. And now that he and Frances 
Belle-” 

“You don’t think it’s serious, do you? That baby!” 

“She’s nineteen. How old was Susannah when you fell in love with 
her, Vail?” 

“That was different.” 

“We all think so, about ourselves.” 

Silence fell between them. Vail guessed that Cresside was thinking, 
involuntarily, about her own girlhood and her own suitors, and with 
a fresh pang he realized that she could not have been more than 
nineteen when he was born. Probably she was remembering him as a 
baby, probably she was recalling the first parting between them and 
telling herself she was thankful she had not known then that a still 
harder one was ahead. He musj: say something, he must not let her 
know he read her mind. Again the words stuck in his throat. 

“Miss Mittie insisted on giving me her paperweight when I left. Of 
course I can’t possibly take it overseas, but I don’t want to hurt her 
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feelings. So I brought it this far. I thought maybe you’d hide it for 
me, someplace, till I get home, and then I’d take it back to her.” 

“You know I’d be glad to. Give it to me and I’ll put it away for you.” 

He took the paperweight out of his pocket and handed it to her. 
She turned it over several times, watching the sparkling flakes falling 
on the miniature village. Then she put it down on the table besfde her 
without speaking again. Vail knew he had to go on. 

. “I’ll write you as often as I can. Auntie. But you mustn’t worry if 
you don’t get lots of letters. I don’t suppose I’ll have much time to 
write.” 

“No, I don’t suppose you will.” 

She was not helping him at all. She was trying but the words were 
sticking in her throat too. He made a desperate effort. 

“Auntie, you know I think an awful lot of Susannah. I’d hoped 
she’d marry me before I left. Well, you know all about that too, be¬ 
cause I told you three weeks ago. If there’s anything you and Uncle 
Fabian can do for her while I’m gone-” 

“Of course, Vail. We’ll keep in touch with her. She’s a lovely girl. 
We’re very fond of her ourselves.” 

“I’m worried about Syb too. If I only knew she and Rick could get 
married-” 

“They ought to, of course. It’s too bad they didn’t, long ago. I’ll do 
everything I can to help them, Vail.” 

“Thanks a lot. Well ... I reckon I have to be going. Auntie.” 

. “I know, Vail. I’ll walk with you as far as the house.” 

He was thankful she was not coming any further, thankful that 
since he must say good-by to her he could do it in this beautiful and 
secluded spot which she had made so uniquely her own. She put her 
arm through his, and as he looked down at her, trying to smile, he 
saw something else he had failed to notice before: her hair was not like 
a soft black cloud any longer. It was in beautiful order but it was 
straighter and flatter than he remembered it, and there were gray 
threads in it. He had never thought of her as growing old and he did 
not want her to realize that he had noticed the first telltale signs of 
this now, so he was glad that she did not seem to. They went slowly 
across the terrace together, and she did not pause at all, on the way, 
or fall back, nor did she begin to cry, as he had been afraid she might 
at the last moment. Her face was whiter than ever, almost as white 
as her dress now, but it was composed. When they reached the door 
he looked at her and saw that her eyes were calm too. They were very 
bright, as if possibly tears were somewhere behind them, shining 
through, but these had not come yet and he knew now they would not 
until after he had gone. She looked at him with so much love glorify¬ 
ing her face that all the sadness was hidden, and he forgot that it did 
not look young any longer because something in it was far more 
beautiful than youth. 

“Aunt Cresside,” he said sofdy. 
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‘Tes, Vail ” 

“There’s one special thing I want to say to you before I tell you 
good-by,” 

“You can say anything you want to, Vail. You know that.” 

The words did not choke him any more. They came freely at last, 
just before he bent his head to kiss her. 

“I’ve always wished you were my mother. Ever since I can nimem- 
ber. Ever since I was just a little boy. It’s not that I don’t love Mom 
too. But I feel so much closer to y m. I feel as if we had always belonged 
to each other, as if we always W( uld, whatever happens.” 

She closed her eyes. The blut -veined, translucent lids veiled them 
for a moment, the long black las lies fluttered on her white cheel s. But 
only for a moment. She opened l er eyes again and looked at hin-.. with 
the same clear bright gaze as before. 

“Thank you for telling me thai before you went, darling.” 

“I had to. Good-by. . . 

He could not add “Aunt Cr<:sside” this time. He must nc c adcf 
anything else. But looking down at her he knew no more word.^^ were 
needed between them. Everything that counted had been said already. 

The loading platform was packed to the last inch of standing room. 
The Colonel, gathering more than two hundred young pilots around 
him, had addressed them informally for the last time. He did not really 
make a speech. He merely thanked the pilots for their past co-opera 
tion, urged them to maintain their high standards of discipline and 
wished them good luck. Then he stood watching them with a strange 
expression on his face as they swarmed aboard a troop train, a solid 
Pullman with a kitchen in the middle, which was drawn up alongside. 
The immobility of the train had a sinister quality. It looked like a long 
steel serpent, momentarily quiescent, but poised to strike when the 
unwary least expected it. Then, instead of striking, it began to glide 
slowly away, its evil potentialities still unrealized. As each car slid 
smoothly past him, the Colonel saluted again, the furrows in his face 
deepening, the lines in his mouth growing tighter and tighter. The 
train, still moving slowly and portentously, slipped further and further 
away from the quartermaster’s warehouses fringing the field. The 
military band, stationed at the crossroads of the Texas and Pacific, 
played “Auld Lang Syne.” Long before its strains died down in the 
distance, everyone on the platform had been lost to sight Vail turned 
away from the window where he had been standing and went to locate 
his B-44 bag, which had been stowed in the ladies’ room. 
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CHAPTER aLVIII 


FdR SEVERAL WEEKS after Vail’s departure, Sybelle waited, with de^ 
termined hopefulness, for some word which would indicate that he 
had been right in his “hunch” about Rick. But when she next received 
definite word of her sweetheart’s whereabouts, he was on Bougainville; 
the Thirty-seventh Division had joined with the Marines for the inva¬ 
sion of the last island in the Solomons still infested by the Japanese. 
If any of its officers had been sent to the United States on “secret 
missions” after the hard campaign in New Georgia, Rick was not 
among them. But the “rest” on Guadalcanal had materialized—so far, 
at least. Vail had been right; and during this welcome interlude Rick 
had been promoted again and was now one of the youngest majors 
in his Division. He had also received the Combat Infantryman’s Badge, 
which, judging from the feeling with which he wrote of it, meant 
almost as much to him as his advancement in rank. Consequently, it 
meant almost as much to Sybelle, and nothing that Rick wrote, or 
that she read in the newspapers or heard on the radio, indicated that 
the Americans were, at the moment, engaged in offensive action. This 
naturally enhanced her peace of mind; and with the same patience and 
cheerfulness which had characterized her general attitude from the 
beginning, she went on with her Red Cross work, dropped in almost 
every day to see the Tramontes, devoted her evenings to Madame 
d’Alvery, and every night before she said her rosary and turned out 
her light, wrote a long letter to Rick, recounting the unremarkable 
events of the day and reiterating her expressions of changeless devotion* 
As a matter of fact, she did have comparatively little cause for 
anxiety at the moment, so her serenity was not ill-founded, as she 
later learned. The first objective of the Americans had been an airfield, 
so this was built, as soon as a narrow strip of land had been conquered. 
Then the Division had settled down to the defense of this field, with 
patrols for reconnaissance their only offensive action. But the Japs, 
though cut off from their main supplies, probed constantly at Ae 
American lines, and in March they opened their all-out drive to throw 
the enemy off the island. They fought with fanatical fierceness, always 
attacking at night, and the Americans used flares, car lights and fires 
to illumine the tropical darkness,* finally focusing searchlights on the 
clouds so that radiance would be reflected downwards. In the end 
their resourcefulness was rewarded: the attack was beaten off, the 
laps retreating to the interior, and Rick’s division began to prepare for 
its next major campaign, clearing a piece of jungle and training in 
this area to accustom itself to open country once more. But by the time 
the offensive had reached this stage, and long before Sybelle learned 
any of these details, the thrilling news had come through that Rick 
630 



had been awarded the Bronze Star for “meritorious services during 
the preparatory training and combat action” both at New Georgia and 
at Bougainville; and almost immediately after the reception of these 
soul-stirring tidings, Madame d’Alvery had been subjected to one of 
the most grueling encounters in her entire experience. ' 

She had wakened from her siesta feeling unusually refreshed and 
invigorated, and Dinah, after helping her dress and seeing her com¬ 
fortably settled on her sofa, had gone downstairs to get the custc mary 
afternoon coffee. She returned almost immediately, without the c Dffee, 
and with an expression of mingled astonishment and dismay 6 i her 
usually calm countenance. 

“Dat peddler man done come agin, Madame,” she said. “He ain’t 
brung his boy with him dis time. He done come alone. He ain’t :omc 
in no cart nor no red truck neidcr. He come in a big shiny Ca lillac 
car, jes’ lak de one Mr. Boylston got, only hit’s bigger. He ain’t gone 
round to de side neider. He come right up to de front do’ and n Dped 
with de knocker.” 

“Did you remind him that neither Colonel d’Alvery nor Miss h ierry 
was at Belle Heloise and tell him that I never receive anyone c xept 
members of the family and very dd and intimate friends?” 

“Yassum, Madame, Ah sho* did. But he say, he knew dat all right. 
He want to see you, anyway—^yassum. He come right along in de 
front hall while he a-sayin’ it, too. He standin’ dere now. Wasn't no 
way Ah could stop him.” 

“Very well, Dinah. Tell him I will come down right away.** 

Madame dAlvery glanced swiftly into the glass to assure herself 
that her lace cap was set at the most regal angle, picked up her em¬ 
broidered handkerchief, and dcvscended the stairs with accustomed 
dignity. She had seldom seen Luigi Tramonte at the outset of his 
career, because he had usually gone only to the quarters in those days, 
and, on the rare occasions when he had come to the Big House, only 
as far as the patio. She had never encountered him since prosperity had 
put an end to his peddling, nor was she acquainted with any other 
individuals who might conceivably be classified with him. Therefore 
she had only the vaguest idea what to expect, and with considerable 
surprise, she saw that he was by no means unpresentable. He was 
dressed in dark, well-tailored clothes, and his snow-white hair, black 
brows and bronzed skin combined to make his appearance very strik¬ 
ing. His figure had the solidity of advancing years, but it was by no 
means shapeless, and as she came closer to him she saw that his 
small ears, which lay very close to his head, were slighdy pointed 
at the top, suggesting something faunlike in his nature or heredity. 
The rest of his features, however, had the fine coinlike quality not 
unrare among Italians, and his keen eyes met hers with no evasion or 
abashment. When she bowed, neglecting to hold out her hand, he did 
the same, and he waited, with no sign of discomfiture, for her to 
speak first. 
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*‘Good evening,” Madame d’AIvery said, speaking in a tone of cold 
civility. To her own discomfiture, of which she was conscious with 
extreme annoyance, she did not feel certain how she should address 
him. Obviously she could not call this substantial citizen, who was a 
total stranger to her, by his Christian name; neither could she quite 
bring herself to call anyone whom she considered so completely her 
social inferior, Mr. Tramonte; yet the apparently inevitable omission 
disturbed her. “Dinah says you wish to see me,” she went on, speaking 
more rapidly than was her habit in order to escape from her sense of 
inadequacy. “I gathered that the matter is very urgent. Will you tell 
me what it is?” 

“Sure I tell you what it is, Madame d’AIvery. That’s what I come-a 
here for. Sure it’s verra urgent too. I have-a to talk to you about my 
Riccardo.” 

“Your son?” Madame d’AIvery asked still more coldly. “Is he in 
trouble?” she inquired, stubbornly refusing to admit even to herself 
that she was begininng to realize all too well the purpose of this 
presumptuous call. 

“Riccardo ain’t-a never in no trouble,” Luigi retorted proudly. “You 
nusta heard about my Riccardo, Madame d Alvery, whatta fine boy he 
always been. Not a jus’ now in de war. He leada his class atta school, 
getta plenty prizes, playa on alia the teams—^baseball, football, basket¬ 
ball, everything. Alla same at University. Getta Kemper Weliams Saber, 
getta be Cadet Colonel—I getta ready to take-a him into business with 
me, soon like he finish. I didn’t think about any war. Mighty gooda 
business, too, Madame d’AIvery. Ain’ta no better fancy grocery stores 
than I gotta—Baton Rouge, Hammond, Covington, Opelousas, La¬ 
fayette, Lake Charles, Donaldsonville, Thibodaux, two in New Or¬ 
leans. I gotta lot of real estate too—apartment houses, office buildings, 
country places, alia things like that. I gotta everything to give my 
Riccardo a good start anytime. . . . Notta like my poor papa, have-a 
ten children, live-a in two rooms, worka in the fields alia his life, 
earna few lire a day. Riccardo alia son I ever got. But he’s wortha 
ten to me, and everything what I gotta going to be his.” 

“I have heard that you have prospered, Mr. Tramonte, and that 
your son is a great credit to you. But I am still in the dark as to why 
you felt it was so imperative that you should see me this evening.” 

It had proved impossible to continue, indefinitely, to address her 
importunate visitor merely as you; reluctantly, Madame d’AIvery had 
succumbed to the indicated forrn of address. And she was beginning 
to be afraid that before long she would also be obliged to invite him 
into the parlor. She could not eject him forcibly from the house. She 
could not even turn around abruptly and leave him, without playing 
false to her own standards of civility; but neither could she confront 
him indefinitely, standing in the front hall, pardy because she found 
their relative positions extremely awkward and partly because she had 
not the physical strength to maintain her own. She was amazingly 
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strong for a woman of her years, despite the legend of fragility which 
she had managed to maintain with varying degrees of success; but she 
was not strong enough for that. Neither could she sit down without 
suggesting that Luigi Tramonte be seated also, for there was nothing 
in the hall on which she could safely sit. To be sure, an antique settee 
was located between the stairway and the parlor door, and opposite 
it, on either side of a long narrow table, were two chairs i/hich 
matched the settee. All were exquisitely carved and inlaid with m< *ther- 
of'pearl. But they were so brittle with age that they could hard ly be 
moved for dusting, and then ony with the greatest care. The) had 
been relegated to the front hall f )r the very reason that no one ever 
stayed there, and that while highh ornamental and extremely vali able, 
they were completely useless. A sudden crash, attended by a preci dtate 
fall, which would land her in an undignified posture, was the last kind 
of catastrophe that Madame d’A]/cry desired. She could visuali: e no 
way in which to maintain her att.tude of aloofness under such u ipro- 
pitious circumstances. While sh< was pondering on her next step, 
Luigi abruptly jolted her from n flection into action. 

“Sure my Riccardo greata credit to me,’* he said, speaking with 
increasing pride. “Verra, verra good son. Greata credit to his mamma, 
too. Gooda sons? they most generally gooda husbands. Greata credit to 
any family.” Luigi paused long enough to let this statement sink in, but 
as Madame d’Alvery continued to confront him with a masklike ex¬ 
pression, he shrewdly decided it was too soon to press this point, and 
went on to speak of Riccardo’s other qualifications. “Greata credit to 
his school and his college. Greata credit to his country. How many boys 
you know, Major’s when they make-a twenty-seven? How many boys 
you know getta Bronze Star for Meritorious Service?” 

“I was aware that your son had won promotions very rapidly, Mr. 
Tramonte. But I still do not see—” 

“Madame d’Alvery, you can’t make-a me believe you’re so dumb like 
alia that. You know my Riccardo love-a your granddaughter Sybelle. 
You know he always love-a her, ever since she was a leetla girl. You 
senda away to school so she couldna see him any more. You thinka 
my Riccardo not good enough for your granddaughter. Well, I don’ta 
say anything then, not for a longa time. I don’t wanta my fine boy 
force his way, any place he ain’ta welcome—I tella him so, he feela 
justa the same—I thinka maybe he get over loving Sybelle too, maybe 
when she ain’t a leetla girl any more, she treata him different, see, so 
he saya to himself, / donta wanta no stuc\-up piece liJ^e that for my 
wife. I wanta real woman for my wife, same-a my mamma a red 
woman. But Sybelle, she ain’ta no stuck-up piece. She ain’ta no dolly 
either, like-a she looked when she was a leetla girl. She gotta pinka 
cheeks and beega eyes and yellow curls yet, but they don’t make-a look 
like no dolly no more. She’s a real woman. She’s good enough for my 
Riccardo just like he’s good enough for her.” 

“Mr. Tramonte, I must ask you to excuse me. I don’t feel I can 
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discuss my granddaughter, Sybclle, with you. If anyone is going to 
do that, though I cannot see the necessity, it should be Colonel 
d’Alvery, after he returns from overseas-” 

‘‘There air.’ta time to wait and wait like-a that, Madame d’Alvery— 
Sybelle and Riccardo, they waita too long already, causa the Tramontes 
they too proud to force-a their way places they ain’ta welcome. We 
done wrong to be so proud. ^ Now you and me we gotta see Sybelle 
and my Riccardo getta married before he sent off to more Jap islands. 
I don’ta know the names of alia those islands, I can’ta pronounce 
them anyway. But I know they’re a long way off. I know when my 
Riccardo gets way off in too many those places maybe he never comes 
back.” 

“We must not allow ourselves to think about it In that way, Mr. 
Tramonte. I have a son and two grandsons in the service myself, you 
know.” Madame d’Alvery glanced from Luigi to the service flag hang¬ 
ing in one of the narrow many-paned windows flanking the front 
door, less because she wanted to look at it just then, despite her pride 
in it, than because she wanted to look away from Luigi. “I am con¬ 
fidently anticipating their return,” she continued, with sincere convic¬ 
tion. It was really inconceivable to her that Gervais’ name or Vail’s 
or Philogene’s would ever appear on a casualty list; she visualized 
calamities of this sort as occurring* in other families, but not in hers. 
Lucien Estrade had come back safely after the War Between the 
States tind Gervais after the First World War; in due time, he and 
her grandsons would come back safely from this war. “I think you 
should feel the same way about your son, if you will permit me to say 
so,” she remarked, for the first time permitting the condescension in 
her voice to overcome the coldness. 

“Well, I don’ta feel the same way about my son. You gotta son and 
a daughter, Madame d’Alvery, mighty fine son-in-law and daughter- 
in-law too. You gotta two grandsons and three granddaughters. If 
you lose-a one, even two, you gotta lot left. My Riccardo, he’s alia I got. 
When you gotta just one boy, you can’t helpa but think whata it would 
be like, if he didn’t never come-a back from those places which I can’ta 
say— You can’ta help wanta he should getta bambino of his own be¬ 
fore it’s too late. You can’ta help but wanta he should be happy while 
he can. You can’ta help make up your mind he’s going to be.” 

Luigi spoke with grim purpose and gathering intensity. In the 
course of each succeeing speech that he had made on the subject of 
his son, Madame d’Alvery had become increasingly aware both of the 
weakness in her knees and of the futility of her impassivity. With the 
same tardiness and reluctance which she had displayed in finally 
addressing him as Mr. Tramonte, she now invited him into the parlor, 

“If you are determined to talk to me about your $on, I think perhaps 
we had better sit down,” she said. She was aware that never before in 
her life had she spoken so ungraciously to a guest, but she felt no 
compunctions on this score. The moment had come when she was 
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obliged to admit the need of fortifying herself, both figuratively and 
literally; but she was doing this merely in self-defense. She was by 
no means ready to admit any of the usual obligations of a hostess, in 
the case of this ex-peddler who had first forced his way into her house 
and who now stubbornly pursued his preposterous arguments. She 
was certain that if Gervais had only been at home, he would have 
made short work of such presumption, and she had never longed more 
eagerly for her son’s presence. But since she had been left aloie in 
their artistocratic stronghold, she was determined that somehot'^ she 
would protect and maintain its traditional inviolability. She le i the 
way into the parlor without a backward glance or a welcominj' ges¬ 
ture, and seated herself on one on the two stiff brocaded sofas v^hich 
faced each other on either side of the hearth. A heavy rain was f dling 
outside, and the room was gloomy, damp and abnormally cold but 
she did not summon Dinah to kindle the fire or turn on the 1 ghts. 
Holding herself very erect, she fai ed Luigi, who had seated hims* If on. 
the opposite sofa, and who also held himself very erect. Dinal had 
neglected to take his hat when he came in, and as long as he sto- )d in 
the hall he had held it, somewhat uncomfortably, twirling it from 
time to time. Now he laid it on the sofa beside him and folded his 
arms, waiting for Madame d’Alvery to proceed. 

“Let me try to make my position clear to you, Mr. Tramonte,’^ she 
said with firmness. “Apparently it is important that I should, and 
I may say in passing, that when I speak of position I mean the family 
position. If my son were here, I am sure he would say the same thing 
to you that I shall. We both have a great regard for the family as 
a unit.” 


“That’s a verra fine thing, Madame d’Alvery,” Luigi replied, 
promptly and disconcertingly. “My wife, Netta, and my Riccardo and 
me, alia we feel the same way about our family. That’s why I comc-a 
to talk to you about my Riccardo and Sybelle. We alia know, we 
Tramontes, same all as you d’Alverys, when young folks wanta get 
married, old folks needa talk about it too.” 

- ' Yes, under normal circumstances. As a general thing, it is a very 


good plan for fathers and mothers and grandfathers and grandmothers 
of the two contracting parties to have an understanding about such 

■ children and grandchildren do. For instance, 

I had thought it would be advisable that 
2 son of one of our neighbors on the River 

lany neighbors on the River Road no more, 
Ivery? Just Meesta Boylston way down at 
ten miles from here. And he ain’t gotta no 
^ Faith Estate, those no-count Renos letta it 
jr they bringa every kind of disgrace to it. 
Jrove, they been empty this long while back. 
K I drive-a through the allSe at Hathaway to 




the mansion when I come-a here to Belle Heloise just now. My my, 
does that place looka bad—columns rotting, railings missing, window.v 
broken in, lawns alia growing up in weeds! Factry jus’ a shell, and a 
machinery alia sold to Mexico, same-a like-a you fine people usta sella 
your poor slaves downa river. And that was-a fine place, finest on 
the River Road, when I first come-a here, carrying stage-planks and 
Johnny Crooks and sauerkraut candy in a basket on my back!” 

. Madame d’Alvery winced. But this was not wholly on account of 
Luigi’s reference to his peddler’s pack, gratingly as this fell on her 
ears, or even on account of his all too accurate description of the 
dilapidation of Hathaway Hall, which was an eyesore to her whenever 
she passed it. Though she shrank from the recollection, she could not 
now help remembering how she and Mrs. Hathaway had once planned 
such an alliance as she had just attempted to extol, and how their 
pride had indeed come before a fall and their haughty spirit before 
destruction. It was inconceivable that this shrewd self-made man did 
not know something of that sad and shocking story; indeed, as she 
swiftly thought over his statement, she was certain that his reference 
to Hathaway had not been accidental, and she was humiliated that he 
had scored so quickly and so effectively. 

“Suppose we go back a little,” she* remarked a trifle hurriedly. “I am 
afraid you did not altogether understand me when I spoke of our 
family .position. Or rather you interrupted me—unconsciously, I am 
sure. Doubtless you thought I had finished what I started to say. But 
I had not. What I was leading up to was this: both my son and I have 
the greatest respect for your industry and initiative, Mr. Tramonte, 
and I am sure that my dear daughter-in-law has, too. We are all aware, 
likewise, that you have every reason to feel extremely proud of your 
only son. Far from having anything against him personally, we 
admire his character and his patriotism. We can even understand why 
Sybelle as a child and as a young girl should have been so much 
attracted to him; he is very handsome, he has very good manners and 
he inspires confidence. But we cannot help feeling that as she grows 
older she will be happier with someone whose background is more 
like her own.” 

“Whata you meana by that, background, Madame d’Alvery? More 
money, better moral example, more family happiness than we Tra- 
montes?” 

Again Madame d’Alvery winced. It was an incontestable fact that 
while Gervais was getting deeper and deeper into debt$ Luigi had 
been getting richer and richer, that while the d’Alvcrys were trying to 
conceal a corroding scandal the Tramontes had become more more 
respected, that while the ancient walls of Belle Heloise ha| teen 
almost rent asunder by discord, peace and harnadny had pr^iUed in 
the little house back of the fancy grocery store on La&yette Street. 
While she was groping for the right retort, Luigi w^t on rclende^ly- 
‘Tou thinka maybe Sybelle don’ta get on widh 



3 ce no young girl so happy like she is with my Netta. You thinka she 
go to better school, travel more, hear more good music, see more nice 
things?” 

“No,” Madame d’Alvery admitted reluctantly. Since she had insisted 
on sending her own son to Louisiana State University she could not 
logically complain because the Tramontes had also done this, or set 
Grand Coteau on a higher plane; neither could she claim that the 
aged and unprogressive Miss Mittie, who had been Sybelle’s sole 
mentor until she was sent away, was a better instructor that the 
energetic and up-to-date young te.;chers to whom Riccardo s educ ition 
had been entrusted in his tenderer years. On the subject of trave and 
general cultural advantages, the less said the better. She knew thj t the 
Tramontes had given their son a foreign trip nearly every year intil 
the outbreak of the war, and th.it they had taken infinite pan s to 
familiarize him with all the arts; she had heard Sybelle say, wist ully, 
a dozen times, that she wished ^he could go to the opera am the 
theater and the museums in Ne v York, like the Tramontes, i !ally 
meaning with the Tramontes. 

“Then it’s me, maybe ? I don’ta speak such good English, no ? S )me- 
one told me once, Pascal Trembler I think, your papa he didn’t s^eak 
no English at all till that Scotch tramp, whata you call him, Aigus 
Holt, teacha him how.” 

“That’s true, Mr. Tramonte. But it was because my father, and my 
mother too for that matter, were typical Creoles of the old school. All 
:heir people were Creoles too. French was their family language.” 

“Well me, I wasa Neapolitan, Italian wasa my family language. 
Whata the difference, Madame d’Alvery, except that I hada learn the 
English myself, alia same time I’m making money to take-a care my 
wife and bring up my Riccardo and start my fancy grocery stores? 
I didn’t have no tramp come along to teacha me, I didn’t have no nice 
house to live in while I was learning. But mostly, people understand 
me when I talk to them!” 

He paused, but only long enough to take breath. Before the old lady, 
now thoroughly startled, could form a reply, he leaned forward, rest¬ 
ing his strong, stubby hands on his knees as he did so. 

“Maybe thata the trouble, maybe you thinka Riccardo not have nice 
enough house for Sybelle. I tella you something, Madame d’Alvcry. 
I thought of that myself, Sybelle real woman like I said before, verra 
fine leeda lady too. Me and my Riccardo both know, ladies like Sybelle, 
they oughta have nice houses to live-a in. They oughtn’t live back of 
fancy grocery stores, like me and Netta. So I don’ta go to Hathaway 
Hall today just to sec him. I go to buy him for my Riccardo!” 

Suddenly Luigi sprang from his seat, knocking his hat to the floor 
as he did so. To Madame d’Alvery, recoiling against the hard back of 
her brocaded sofa, he becarrie an‘overwhelming, almost a threatening 
figure. With one hand he thumped his breast pocket, so hard that the 
result was a loud thudding noise. Raising his other arm, he shook his 
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stubby forefinger in her face. Actually the gesture was only one of 
emphasis; but to her it had all the elements of a menace. She smothered 
a slight scream as she braced herself still more firmly against the sofa. 

“I gotta the deed righta here in my pocket I” he shouted. “The 
Tremaines, whata they ever do for it? Leave-a it alia time for thata 
skunk Blood to raise-a hell instead of sugar! Geta themselves killed 
someway, leave it to a big fool Yankee woman don’t know any better 
than marry Blood— These-a river families! I ain’ta gonna say any¬ 
thing against them, seeing my Riccardo marry into one. But I know 
whata I think, just the same. There, I’m saying more than I oughta. 
But we Tramontes, we alia know how to take-a care property. Ain’ta 
no place we ever owned ain’ta been improved. We’ll improve Hatha¬ 
way Hall too, make-a it like it used to be, Madame d’Alvery. It’ll be 
just as nice a home for Sybelle as Belle Heloise was for Adela Ayela 
when her father gave it to her for a wedding present the time she 
marry Francois Estrade. We’re going righta on with the same old 
family traditions you thinka so much of, giving fine places to our 
children for their wedding presents! I take-a the agent for that prop¬ 
erty right out to Hathaway with me today, I pay him cash for it— 
But the deed, thata made out to my Riccardo-” 

While he was talking, Luigi had gradually ceased to beat his breast 
and shake his fist. Madame d’Alvefy, still too startled to speak, drew 
a deep sigh of relief. Luigi, taking a long breath himself, leaned over 
and pltked up his crushed and fallen hat. Then he brushed this off 
with his sleeve and deposited it carefully on the marble-topped table 
that stood near by. Afterwards he sat down on the same sofa as 
Madame d’Alvery. 

“But they can’ta wait until Hathaway Hall’s alia fixed up before 
they get married, Sybelle and my Riccardo,” he said, with no trace of 
his former ferocity. “Sybelle, she’ll have a nice time doing that, when 
my Riccardo’s gone to one of those queer places I can’ta say the names 
of. It’ll keepa her busy, give-a her something to think about while 
he’s away. She’ll be proud to have-a it ready for him when he comes 
back for good to go into fancy grocery business with me. She’ll need 
plentya room for the bambinos, too, bimeby. But first— My Riccardo, 
he gonna have a shorta leave right away, Madame d’Alvcry. I gotta 
telegram in my pocket, too, right alongside the deed—Sybelle, she 
came-a over to our house from the Red Cross before I starta out here. 
She gotta telegram too. She say she ain’ta gonna to wait any longer, 
no matter if the Tramontes are proud! It’s better, don’ta you think so, 
our children have a nice-a wedding at St. Agnes’ and alia their friends 
coming here for party at Belle Heloise afterwards, than they run off 
together and get married at Gretna? Telia me quick like anything, 
because you and I, we gotta makc-a up our minds right now!” ' 
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CHAPTER XLIX 


Meredith dAlvery had one of the pleasantest and most spacious 
corner suites at the Hotel St. Regis. From her drawing-room window, 
she could look far, far up Fifth Avenue, and there was no hour of day 
or night when this was not a thrilling and provocative sight. Her 
bedroom and bathroom were separ ited from the drawing room b} an 
attractive foyer, and a white-tiled pantry led from this, compk ;ely 
equipped with a gleaming refrigt rator, porcelain sink, and all the 
other accessories which made for comfort and convenience in ser^ ing 
everything from her own solitary out luxurious breakfast to a o ck- 
tail party for fifty persons. Not tl at Merry did the serving her; df: 
she had an excellent maid, named Mabel, who took pride in b< tng 
able to do everything that Mrs. d’iVlvery could possibly require in the 
way of personal service, and when Mrs. d’Alvery w'ished to entert lin, 
there was always the hotel staff, which was still excellent also, in 
spite of the war, to supplement Mabels efforts. Merry entertainei a 
good deal, and she nearly always did it in this spacious suite because 
it was so easy and agreeable that way. She did not need to lift a finger 
herself and yet she could almost create the illusion of being in a 
private house. 

Of course she put in an active day at the office, at least from Monday 
through Friday, but her week ends were free, and she always took 
ample time out for luncheon because many of her most important 
connections were furthered in this way and through the evening 
parties at which she entertained so easily and agreeably in her suite. 
She could nearly always count on leaving the office by five, or five- 
thirty at the latest, and that gave ample time to be on hand for cock¬ 
tails followed by dinner, or for a very elaborate high tea before the the¬ 
ater and midnight supper afterwards. Mr. Goldenberg had impressed 
upon her from the beginning that while he expected her office to be 
run efficiently, he did not consider that her usefulness to the store was 
limited to office hours. Not by any means. In a sense, she had a twenty- 
four-hour-a-day job. Some time during the twenty-four hours, she 
must naturally get the requisite amount of sleep, or she would not be 
fresh for her work; but the hours she was off duty could not possibly 
be uniform. He expected her to keep them flexible, according to the 
exigencies of the moment. 

In this respect, as in every other, she had more than met his expec¬ 
tations. The New York center which she herself had organized, after 
the Paris branch had closed on account of the war, had been of even 
more value to the store than its predecessor. Merry had given it great 
prestige and brought great originality to it. Her South American 
sojourn had proved an extremely sound investment. As a result of it, 
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she had built up a sizable clientele among Latin ladies, and wealthy 
New Yorkers appreciated the same unique touch that intrigued their 
sisters from the South. Mr. Goldenberg often told Merry that she had 
done more to further the Good Neighbor Policy than Nelson Rocke¬ 
feller, and he was not speaking more than half in jest, when he said 
so, either. 

The store was only a few blocks from the St. Regis, so Merry usually 
walked back and forth from her office. She had a car, and used it 
habitually on week ends. But the walk gave her a chance for exercise, 
which she needed and enjoyed, and an opportunity to see what other 
stores were offering. It also permitted the experience, which she had 
never ceased to find thrilling, of being part of the great crowd which 
streamed up and down Fifth Avenue. Conscious that her exquisite 
clothes could bear comparison with those of any woman she met, 
tingling with perfect health, intoxicated with the success of her career 
and the richness of her existence, her progress had such a triumphant 
quality about it that even in their haste, passers-by caught its contagion 
as they glanced at her, and went on their own way reanimated. 

In the hotel itself, the doorman, the clerk, the bellboys and the 
elevator operators were all glad when they saw her coming. She had 
a pleasant smile and a friendly word for each. And when she ap¬ 
proached her own suite, Mabel was always waiting to open the door 
and to greet her respectfully but warmly. Her mail was laid neatly 
on the desk, with a list of the telephone calls which had come in 
during the day meticulously beside it. The flowers that had been sent 
since she left for the office had been tastefully arranged, and the cards 
which had accompanied them were placed beside the letters and the 
list of telephone calls, with a notation to indicate whether they had 
come with the red roses or purple orchids. The clothes appropriate 
for the next engagement were already laid out in the bedroom. Always 
the right dress and the right shoes to go with it; if Merry were going 
out, always the right handbag and the right wrap too, and when the 
occasion indicated a hat, that was also in readiness. Mabel was very 
experienced, and she also had a natural flair for suitability in all things 
and on all occasions. 

One evening early in April, the first pleasant warmth of spring, 
coming with a rush, tempted Merry to take her evening walk at a 
more leisurely pace than usual. She knew that before the next evening 
this pleasant warmth might be blown away by a stiff easterly breeze 
or engulfed in a cold driving rain, and that there might be no more 
warm pleasant days for a month; that was what very often happened, 
in New York. Involuntarily, as she loitered along the Avenue, looking 
in the shop windows and observing the most arresting details of the 
novelties worn by smart women. Merry thought of spring as it came 
to Belle Heloise, in January, with the last camellias and the first paper- 
white narcissi; then with a veritable burst of bloom in February. Why, 
it had been spring there for two months alreadyl She wonder^ 
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whether the purple wisteria and the white Cherokee roses, which 
between them wreathed one of the oaks so completely that its owu 
foliage was almost hidden, had been allowed to continue climbing over 
it, or whether they had been wrenched away from it at last.* The 
d’Alverys had been warned, years before, that in time these #ould 
ruin the tree if they were not removed. But they presented a beautiful 
and unique sight every spring, and no one had wanted to f>rego 
the perennial delight. Another beautiful and unique sight wai the 
fruit tree where part of the blossoms were pale pink and part deep 
crimson. No one had ever expla.ned this phenomenon; no one had 
ever tried. Spring was not something you analyzed, in Louisia la. It 
was something you enjoyed. . . . 

Well, you enjoyed it in New Y( rk too. Merry told herself, begij ning 
to walk a little more briskly. The shop windows were full of new 
things, the women all had on new clothes, fresh asparagus and shad 
roe were appearing on the menus. Central Park had lost its 1 leak, 
dingy look, and there was a feeing of new life in the air. You were 
not dependent on a few clinging \ ines and some multicolored blot soms 
for joie de vivre; the city was full of it, even in wartime. Spei ding 
had never been more prodigal, prices never more exorbitant, pleisure 
never more extravagantly pursued. Merry was dining that night with 
Mr. Goldenberg at the Belle Meuniere and she knew that the check 
for the tete-a-tete dinner would come to twenty dollars. They were 
going afterwards to ‘The Voice of the Turtle'’ and the tickets for that 
would be fifteen. Then if they went to the Oak Room at the Plaza for 
a nightcap, the evening’s outing would run to fifty at the very least. 
And this was for a quiet evening’s outing; a party for a dozen could 
easily have cost five hundred. What did it matter? Mr. Goldenberg 
had more money to spend than he knew what to do with. So, 
apparently, did everyone else. . . . 

As usual, the doorman and the room clerk and the elevator boy all 
nodded to Merry smilingly; as usual, Mabel was waiting to open the 
door of the suite for her. It looked very attractive and inviting as she 
went in. The furnishings and ornaments, which she had picked up 
in the course of her long foreign sojourns, robbed it of the typical 
stereotyped hotel atmosphere. The flowers with which, as usual, it was 
lavishly adorned, gave it a festive appearance. It was a little too formal, 
a little too elegant, to be really homelike, but it revealed scrupulous 
care, impeccable taste and the domination of a sophisticated personality. 

“Good evening, Mabel. Any special news?” 

“Good evening, Madam. Mr. Goldenberg called to say he would 
come here for cocktails before dinner if that would be agreeable to 
you. He will assume it is unless I telephone him to the contrary. A 
telegram came in, just a few njinutes ago. I called the ofiice, but you 
had already left. I put it on top of your mail.” 

Telegrams, in large numbers, had been part of Merry’s everyday 
existence for a long time now. She accepted their arrival widiout 
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excitement, though Mabel had standing instructions to advise 
immediately of any that came to the hotel during her absence, anq^t 
she could be reached, to open them and read them aloud immediatciy.^ 
However, since she had left the office before this one arrived, it was( 
still unopened. She walked over to the desk and picked up the yellow^ 
envelope that lay on top of the neatly slit letters and carefully stacked 
cards, unsealing the flap. The message inside was so long that it 
covered two pages. 

RICK ARRIVED SAN FRANCISCO TODAY ON LEAVE REACHING NEW ORLEANS 
FRIDAY —^Merry read— he and i getting married noon Saturday, have 
CARLED daddy WHO HAS CABLED BACK APPROVAL WITH HIS LOVE. MR. TRA- 
MONTE GIVING US HATHAWAY FOR WEDDING PRESENT RESTORATION AT HIS 
EXPENSE STARTING IMMEDIATELY AND I SHALL LIVE THERE WHILE THIS GOES 
FORWARD. WEDDING AT ST. AGNES RECEPTION AT BELLE HELOISE WITH 
GRAND’mERe’s consent. UNCLE FABIAN GIVING ME AWAY, JOYEUSE MAID OF^ 
HONOR, NELLIE PEREIRA, SUE PRESCOTT AND DRINA MONTAGINO BRIDESMAIDS. 
ARRANGEMENTS NECESSARILY HURRIED BUT GOING FORWARD SMOOTHLY. 
HOWEVER IT IS BAD ENOUGH TO HAVE DADDY, VAIL AND PHIL ALL OVERSEA! 
WITHOUT HAVING YOU AWAY TOO. VAIL ALWAYS SAID HE WAS SURE YOI 
WOULD HELP OUT WHEN IT CAME TO A SHOWDOWN. WOn’t YOU SELECT M 
TROUSSEAU INCLUDING WEDDING DRESS AND TAKE CRESCENT LIMITED TOMOl’ 
ROW AFTERNOON BRINGING EVERYTHING WITH YOU ? WILL TELEPHONE YO' 
FROM TRAMONTES’ HOUSE EIGHT PM EASTERN STANDARD TIME FOR YOU 
ANSWER. PLEASE MUMMY BE READY TO SAY YES. NO GIRL FEELS HER WEDDIN 
COMPLETE WITHOUT HER MOTHER. LOVE, SYBELLE. 

Merry read the telegram twice, laid it down, picked it up again, an 
read it once more. Then she turned to Mabv.; 

“Please telephone Mr. Goldenberg and idl him I’m sorry, but i 
won’t be able to go out with him this evening,” she said. “I’ll be gla^ 
to have him come for cocktails and stay for dinner too, if he will. Bi>: 
I’ll have to be where I can wait for a telephone call. There’s a family > 
emergency.” ^ 

“Very good. Madam •.. Not bad news, I hope? Mr. Goldenberg iig 
sure to ask.” 

“No, it isn’t exaedy bad news. But my elder daughter’s fianc^ i.^ 
coming home on leave and she’s decided to get married .awhile he’s 
home. She wants me to start South immediately. I haven’t been there^ 
in a long time . . • While you’re telephoning, Mabel, you’d better call 
the head porter too, and see if by any miracle there’s something to be 
had on the Crescent Untited tomorrow.” 

“Very good. Madam ... Would you be wishing me to go with you?^ 
Shall I ask the porter to get reservations for two persons, if possible?”* 

Mabel’s efficiency had outpaced Merry’s planning. She had not yet 
thought about taking Mabel with her. In her mind’s eye she had been 
swiftly seeing again an exquisite wedding dress she had recently viewed^ 
.at Jay Thorpe’s, wishing enviously at the time it had been one of her 



c i designer’s creations, and involuntarily thinking that if it had been 
1st; hioned on purpose for Sybelle, it could not have been more suited 
to taer. It was made of white marquisette with large hand-painted 
lovffcrs’ knots of palest blue scattered over the skirt, matching the clus- 
ter^ of forget-me-nots with which this was embroidered. The loW-cut 
bodice was outlined with forget-me-nots too, the cuffs of thr full 
bishop sleeves and the cap to which the floating white veil was att iched 
Vi^cre formed of them; the wide girdle was made of pale-blue ti fleta. 
Merry realized her mother-in-law would protest that Sybelle & lould 
wear old satin and ancestral lao* and that any touch of coloi was 
inappropriate for a virginal wedding gown; but she herself knev that 
this fresh filmy dress was more Sybelle s type than anything they ould 
have dragged out of the attic, th.^t the bows and forget-me-not^ and 
girdle would match the blue of v^ybelle’s eyes and set off her b onde 
beauty to perfection. Merry hoped to heaven that this dream of a 
wedding dress, which was an ex lusive model, had not been sc d. It 
was too late for her to find out this evening. But she must have I label 
■glephone, the minute the stores c»pened in the morning.. . . 
yShe was tardily aware that Mibel was waiting respectfully fio* an 
^Jlswer. Now that her attention had been called to the possibility that 
l^r maid might accompany her, she realized that such an arrangement 
^puld have great advantages. Mabels efficiency would be a godsend 
.jisuch an emergency as this; furthermore, her presence would elimi* 
^te any dependence on personal service from the Negroes at Belle 
ieloise. Merry remembered how tenderly Creassy had ministered to 
:r when she went to Belle Heloise as a bride herself, how much the 
bkhful colored woman had loved her; but she also knew that Creassy 
;.d never felt the same *!^ards her, after she left her home and her 
.Lsband, and that she would again. Quite aside from Mabel’s 

^jteater efficiency, it would-be a relief not to have Creassy’s great dark 
|fcs gazing reproachfully at her all the dme, ... 

‘ ‘‘Yes,” she said at last. “Yes, I think I better take you with me, Mabel, 
vsk the porter to get reservations for two, if he can. And hurryl I’ve 
ot to let Mr. Goldenbcrg know about my change of plan as quickly as 
H^pssible, so that he can turn in the theater tickets.” 
ij Neither Mabel’s manner nor her tone as she said, “Very good^ 
Madam,” again gave the slightest indication that the delay which had 
occurred was due to Mrs. d’Alvcry’s own preoccupation, and not to 
any failure on her part to move with alacrity. Merry went on into her 
bedroom, tossing her hat on the dressing table, and taking off the 
jacket to her tailored suit. This was Tuesday. If she did get the 
Crescent the next afternoon, she would not reach New Orleans until 
Jpte Thursday night—only a few hours before Rick got there himself, 
less than forty-eight before, the. marriage ceremony. And evidently 
Sybelle was planning a large and elaborate wedding. How on earth 
could everything be made ready on such short notice? How could she 
lJUy an entire trousseau in one morning? And yet that was all she 
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would have, for the Crescent left at two-thirty. Sybelle had giveni her 
no idea, either, where the honeymoon was to take place, what kind of 
clodics she would need for that. Oh, yes I And when it came to clot hes, 
Mabel did not have the right kind laid out now. It was the first time 
this had ever happened. She was not dining in a restaurant and going 
to the tfeater afterwards; she was dining in her own suite, so that 
she could wait for Sybelle’s telephone call. 

• Mabel came back to the room with an emerald-green hostess dress 
over her arm and matching slippers in her hand. “I’m sorry these 
weren’t ready for you, Madam,” she said. “But I prepared for the Belle 
Meuniere and ‘The Voice of the Turtle.’ And since you told me you 
were dining in the suite, I’ve been on the telephone. Mr. Goldenberg 
says the change of plan is entirely agreeable to him, but since you are 
not going out he won’t come until seven. I hope that will give you 
time to take a short rest, Madam. I am sure you must need it. .. . The 
porter is very sorry to say that at the moment the only reservation 
available on the Crescent is, one upper. But he hopes to get something 
better. He has promised to keep right ^fter the Pullman company. 
Meanwhile he is holding the upper.. .. Could you give me some idea, 
Madam, about how long we will be staying in Louisiana? So that I 
would know what to pack and howtnuch?” 

“You had better pack enough for a week, Mabel—well, perhaps for 
ten days. I should think we would be back on Monday the nineteenth 
at the latest.” 

She did not take time to rest. She bathed and put on the emerald- 
green hostess dress, and then she began to make lists of what Sybelle 
would need and what she herself would need, so that she could save 
time in the morning. She would not try to do anything about house¬ 
hold linens until after her return. Even though Sybelle was going to 
start housekeeping immediately—and she did not really see how this 
was possible, in that ramshackle old house—the girl could borrow 
enough for her immediate needs from Belle Heloise, or probably—^the 
thought was unwelcome but none the less persistent—from the Tra- 
montes. Merry knew that Italians were good providers when it came 
to linen, as they were about many other things; probably Netta had 
dozens and dozens of beautiful hand-woven sheets and fringed towels 
stowed away that had never even been used. So she herself could con¬ 
centrate on the question of clothes. Besides that dream of a wedding 
dress—^and it simply could not be soldi— Sybelle must have quantities 
of beautiful lingerie, a stunning traveling outfit, at least two evening 
gowns, the usual basic daytime dresses and tailored suits. She herself 
must have a costume not only appropriate for the bride’s mother, but 
arresting enough to cause comment. Merry realized it was important 
to cause comments about clothes, both Sybelle’s and her own. It might 
help to divert comments of other kinds. 

She tried not to think about these, as she went rapidly on with her 
lists. She knew that there would inevitably be awkward aspects to her 
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return, no matter how objectively she treated this or how briefly she 
remained at Belle Heloise. Not that she felt any compunctions about 
going there. Her conduct, during her absence, had always been irre¬ 
proachable; her right to her position there was still incontestabje. She 
herself would have felt hurt if Sybelle had not wanted her ^t the 
wedding, and if anyone else, including her mother-in-law, thotight it 
peculiar that she should return for this, after an absence of eight years, 
they could keep their thoughts to themselves or prepare foi crisp 
rejoinders, just as they preferred. She did not propose to put uj» with 
any insolence, and when it came to aloofness, she could be alo* »f too. 

“Mr. Goldenberg has telephoi^ed from downstairs, Madam, o ask 
if he might come up.’" 

“You said yes, of course, Mabel.** 

“Of course, Madam.” 

Even after all these years, Mr. Goldenberg had never shov n the 
slightest familiarity in his association with her. In fact, it som times 
seemed to Merry as if he bent < ver backwards to avoid this. I ar in¬ 
stance, he might certainly have called her by her first name I y this 
time, or at least Miss Meredith, as he had before she was marrie 1; but 
he still addressed her as Mrs. d’Alvery. He never came to her suite, 
or even to her office, unannounced. He had never mentioned Gervais 
to her, since the day of her frantic appeal to him after Franchot’s death, 
when he told her so candidly he thought she was doing wrong to leave 
her husband, but that if she were determined on such a course, he 
would be glad to facilitate a career for her. The possibility of divorce, 
so lightly touched upon then, had never again been discussed. Merry 
knew that if she herself had broached this, Mr. Goldenberg would 
have assured her that he would make this process as painless and 
private as possible. She thought it was not inconceivable that if she did 
seek a divorce, and secure it, Mr. Goldenberg might afterwards ask 
her to marry him. But she did not feel by any means sure of it, in 
spite of his years of devotion. She knew he had very fixed ideas on the 
subject of loyalty in general and family solidarity in particular. . . . 

“Good evening. What a lovely spring day this has been, hasn’t it? 
Almost as pretty as a spring day in Louisiana. I don’t know though. 
I doubt if anything is ever even ‘almost’ as pretty as that, anywhere 
in the world.” 

Mr. Goldenberg had given his hat and gloves to Mabel in the foyer, 
and now came into the tasteful, sophisticated drawing room, which 
was doubly attractive with the lights on. His remarks about spring in 
Louisiana constituted his first greeting. 

“I thought of the same thing myself, as I was coming up the Avenue 
tonight. But then I decided I liked spring in New York better after 
all. Fm sorry I had to ask you to change our plans for the evening. 
Mabel didn’t tell you why?” 

“No, I’m sure she knew you’d want to do that yourself, while wc 
had our cocktails.” 
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Mr. Goldenbcrg smiled plcasandy at Mabel, who had already entered 
from the pantry with the silver shaker, glasses of embossed crystal, 
and caviar canapes on a Sheffield tray, Mabel’s expression relaxed 
sufficiently to indicate that she would be very pleased to return the 
smile if she had considered that it would be respectful to do so, but 
that she knew it would not. She set the tray down in front of her 
mistress and returned to the pantry, where preparations for the service 
of dinner were already in progress. She knew that Mrs. d’Alvery liked 
to pour the cocktails herself, unless there were a large party. 

*"1 had a telegram from Sybelle, Perhaps you’d like to see it yourself. 
At long last she’s actually going to marry the one love of her life.” 

Merry did not mean to speak satirically, only lightly, but after she 
had spoken she realized that her tone had not been as tender as a 
mother’s should be, under the circumstances. She handed the telegram 
to Mr. Goldenberg without further comment. He read it attentively, 
and handed it back to her. 

“Why, I’m very glad to hear about this!” he said with obvious sin¬ 
cerity. “Those two have certainly been loyal to each other—they de¬ 
serve all the happiness they can get.” There he went, speaking straight 
off about loyalty; she was right, it was an almost passionate predilec¬ 
tion on his part. But his next remark showed his concern for her. 
“It’ll rush you a good deal, trying to do everything in one morning,” 
he said. “But Mbs Shatruck’s very efficient. You’ve done an excellent 
piece df work, training her, and I hope you’ll get the benefit of that 
now, through her help.” Miss Shattuck was Merry’s assistant at the 
office, and Merry was already counting confidently on her. “If neces¬ 
sary, she could follow you South, on Thursday,” Mr. Goldenberg went 
on. “She’d still get there before the wedding. She could bring anything 
you directed her to secure, but that you didn’t have time to select 
yourself. I think you could count on her good judgment and her good 
taste. YouVe taking Mabel, of course.'^ And what about reservations.?^” 

“Nothing available but an upper berth, so far. But I’m hoping 
there’ll be something better in the morning, through last-minute can¬ 
cellations.” 

“Of course there’ll be something better in the morning, whether 
there are any last-minute cancellations or not.” Mr. Goldenberg took 
a small pad from his pocket and made a brief notation on it “I’ll get 
ifif touch with you around ten and let you know just what. You’ll be 
shopping by that time, of course* But I’ll send you a message. . • . 
Perhaps you’d prefer I didn’t stay with you this evening?, I know you 
have a great deal to do.” 

“No, I’d like to have you stay. Mabel will attend to the packing, 
and I’ve finished making out the lists of what I need to get. There 
isn’t anything more I can do until morning. It won’t seem so long to 
me, waiting for Sybelle’s call, if I’m not alone.” 

“In that case-” 

They finished their cocktails, and at just the right moment Mabel 
646 



reappeared to remove the tray. A table covered with a white cloth was 
wheeled in by a manservant, and immediately afterwards a small 
metal heater. The leaves of the table were spread out, the silverware 
arranged, the first dishes removed from the heater: clear turtle soup 
with sherry, so different from the rich thick turtle stew of Louisiana 
but almost as delicious. (Again that tiresome “almost”!) Mushrooms 
under glass. Broiled breast of guinea hen. Currant jelly. Broccoli 
hollandaise. “Tossed” green salad, about which there was no “a most’^ 
—it could not compare with An oine’s. Milles jeuilles that were really 
excellent. All the appropriate vintage wines and finally a beveraj e that 
went by the name of coffee. Mr. Goldenberg drank his withou com¬ 
ment or objection. Merry pushed her cup aside. The telephone ra ig .. • 

“Yes, this is Mrs. Gervais d’A very. Yes— Hello, Sybelle! H( w are 
you, darling? Best wishes and ai.. that! We seem to have a goo 1 line. 
I can hear you perfectly. Yes, I 1 )und it here when I got in thij after¬ 
noon. Of course I’m coming. I’l. do all the shopping I can ton orrow 
morning and Miss Shattuck will lo the rest and bring the things South 
the next day. But it would help me if I knew what you need. ’ don’t 
mean the wedding dress, I have that lined up already. But fo your 
trip. No, I don’t seem to be hear mg you quite so well now. . . • Why^ 
you can’t, Sybelle! ... You can’t do that! . . . It’s absurd, i»’s im¬ 
possible! No, I won’t try to argue with you over the telephone, but 
don’t you understand . . . Operator, you’ve cut me off! No, we hadn’t 
talked five minutes!” 

For a moment she tried, vainly, to re-establish the connection. Then 
she gave it up. She turned to Mr. Goldenberg, the expression of her 
beautiful face distorted. 

“They’re not going anywhere on their wedding trip!” she exclaimed. 
“They’re going straight out to Hathaway Hall! Sybelle says Mr. 
Tramonte has put a lot of people there to work already, and she is sure 
that by Saturday two or three rooms will be habitable. She doesn’t see 
why they couldn’t rough it there just as well as they could at some 
rented camp, and she insists they’ll have a lot more fun doing it there, 
because it’ll be their own home.” 

“Why, that’s probably true, Mrs. d’Alvery. I should think it was a 
very wise decision on their part. Certainly Rick wouldn’t get any 
pleasure out of further travel, after coming all the way from the 
Pacific! And certainly no one ought to do any unnecessary traveling 
now in any case. Don’t you worry about Sybelle’s comfort. I know 
Tramonte. He’ll have done miracles by Saturday.” 

“Don’t talk to me about miracles!” Merry’s voice would have been 
sharp now, if it had not been shaky. “It seems this coming Sunday’s 
the feast of St. Amico, and that the Tramontes always go to the shrine 
and march in the procession—^you know that little chapel, made of 
zinc or tin or something, ji:ist below Donaldsonvillel Some Italian 
built it as a votive offering because his sick child was cured by a 
stranger he decided afterwards was St Amico. The feeling about it’s 
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fantastic—LrUigi actually told me Nctta would never have haa a 
baby if she hadn’t gone to that shrine and prayed plenty. Ever since 
Riccardo was born, they’ve never missed a year, celebrating St. Amico’s 
feast. They march all the way from the shrine to the church in Don- 
aldsonville. Luigi’s always been one of the men who helped carry the 
5tatue of the saint, and Riccardo’s done it too since he’s been big 
enough! Luigi and Netta think it’s another miracle that Riccardo’s 
getting home safe and well in time for this celebration. He’s going 
to be the main feature of it—at least, unless you count the statue! 
That’s the way Sybelle d’Alvery’s planning to spend the day after her 
marriage—agoing to a so-called shrine with a lot of ignorant Italians, 
and afterwards marching with them in a crazy procession and feasting 
the rest of the day! Can you still say you’re glad she and this Dago 
peddler’s son are getting married, Mr. Goldenberg?” 

“Yes,” Mr. Goldenberg answered. “Yes, I’m very glad. Even gladder 
than when you told me in the fiist place. I think you ought to be 
very proud of your daughter, Mrs. d’Alvery. She’s willing to prove 
that she cares enough about her husband to respect the customs that 
are precious to his family. That means she’s also proving that she’s 
worthy of all the other brides in her family. Both sides of the family. 
Including the bride who grew up on St. Napoleon Street and succeeded 
in crossing the tracks to the River Road.” 

Merry flushed slightly and pressed her lips together without answer¬ 
ing. Mr. Goldenberg went on talking pleasantly and calmly. 

“It has never surprised me that Madame d’Alvery opposed first her 
son’s marriage and later her eldest granddaughter’s,” he said. “After 
all, she has had a very restricted life and she is constitutionally a woman 
of limited vision. One could hardly expect her to grasp the advantages 
of such marriages to her own family, in either case. On the other hand, 
it has always surprised me that you should have tried to interfere be¬ 
tween Sybelle and Riccardo. And it surprises me still more that you 
should refer to Riccardo, with great bitterness and contempt, as a Dago 
peddler’s son, instead of speaking of him with pride and appreciation 
as an officer and a gentleman whom it is a privilege for you to welcome 
as a son-in-law.” 

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have spoken as I did. But- ** 

“Suppose we do not try to discuss the matter any more just now, 
You must be very tired already and you have some hard days ahead 
of you. But I should be glad to talk to you about the situation at some 
other time. Possibly in Louisiana. I believe I’ll see if I can’t go down to 
that celebration myself. I’ve never attended the Feast of St. Amico. 
And I have a feeling that I’d be glad, all the rest of my life, if 1 saw 
Sybelle and her husband taking part in iu” 



CHAPTER L 


Merry did not have to travel in an upper berth. Mr. Goldenbcrg 
reached her promptly at ten the next morning by telephone, to tell 
her that he had a compartment for her, and a lower in the saj ae car 
for Mabel. He would call at the Hotel St. Regis a little before tv o and 
see her safely on the train. He would also bring a large lunch tu^mper, 
fully stocked. He realized that she probably would not have t one to 
eat lunch before she left, and also that the dining-car service wa4 now 
very inadequate, owing to war conditions. But she would br well 
supplied. She was not to worry over anything. Had she been a ole to 
get the wedding dress? Good I He was sure everything would shape 
itself satisfactorily in the end. 

By the time she reached the stadon, it required considerable cfl ort to 
conceal her nervousness and breathlessness. She had not slept the 
night before, and she had been going at top speed ever since the shops 
opened until returning to the St. Regis to get into the traveling outfit 
which, in accordance with custom, was already spread out for her. 
Mabel was dressed for the trip, and Merry’s baggage was packed, 
strapped and tagged. She was taking the clothes she had bought for 
Sybclle in the containers that had been supplied at the stores, and 
Mabel tagged these also while Merry hastily changed. Then, after 
ringing for the bell captain, the maid brought a square box from 
the serving pantry and offered it to her mistress. 

“Your corsage. Madam,” she said respectfully. “Shall I put it on for 
you?” 

The orchids were in a Max Schling box, as usual, exquisitely fresh 
and perfectly arranged. Mabel pinned them on the lapel of Merry’s 
tailored blue serge and they started for the elevator. Mr. Goldenbcrg 
was waiting for them in the lobby, and said that the bags and boxes 
were already in the car. Mabel checked with the bell captain to be 
sure that none was missing and then they glided smoothly away to 
the station. 

“I’ve arranged to have the head porter meet us and take us down in 
the elevator, the back way,” he said. “You can get right on the 
train, Mrs. d’Alvery, and Mabel can give you your lunch at once, in 
the compartment. I know there’s no service outside the diner any 
more, but you won’t need it, with what I’ve supplied. If I may make 
a suggestion, I’d advise you to go straight to bed, and stay there 
until you reach New Orleans. I don’t know when I’ve seen you look 
so tired. But Miss Shatruck’s told me that you’ve accomplished 
wonders, that there’s nothing left for her to do. That must mean 
you’ve been on the run all morning, and you certainly will 
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after you get to Louisiana. Why not have a good rest in the mean¬ 
time?” 

“I think I will,” Merry agreed. Now that at last she had Stopped 
hurrying, she realized how tired she was. “Thanks for everything, 
Mr. Goldenberg. I couldn’t ever have made it if you hadn’t helped, 
rounding off the rough corners.” 

“Oh yes, you could have. You can do anything on which you’re 
really determined. But I’m glad if I’ve been able to be of some 
assistance. Good-by, Mrs. d’Alvery. As I told you, I may try to come to 
Louisiana myself. I’ve been away from Baton Rouge a great deal 
lately, and this is as good a time as any to go back. Unless some un¬ 
foreseen difficulty arises, I’ll see you Saturday; but in the church at 
Donaldsonville Sunday morning, anyway.” 

The lower berth in the compartment had already been made and 
the upper one folded back into place. Gratefully, Merry let Mabel 
help her undress, arrange her toilet articles, and serve lunch from 
the hamper. When the porter buzzed, Mabel went to the door and 
told him Madam was very tired and must on no account be disturbed, 
slipping a generous tip into his hand as she spoke. He brought more 
towels to supplement the already ample supply, looked about for pos¬ 
sible papers to remove, and left with the fervent expression of hope 
that if the lady wanted anything shfe would please ring three times 
so that he would know it was her and leave whatever he was doing 
to come.'The conductors had not yet been through, so Mabel said she 
would watch for them outside and forestall their entrance. She had 
die tickets in her handbag. She did hope Madam would have a good 
rest. . . . 

To her surprise. Merry began to feel drowsy almost immediately. 
The reaction from the excitement which had kept her awake all 
night had already set in and she soon fell fast asleep. When she 
waked, the train was stopping jerkily at some station where lights 
were burning on the platform. She looked at her watch and realized 
with astonishment that they must have reached Charlottesville, that 
she had been sleeping for hours and hours! Charlottesville. . . . That 
was where Gervais had spent the entire spring of 1943! He had 
Written her briefly when he had entered the School of Military Gov¬ 
ernment, saying that most of the officers’ wives were accompanying 
them there^ that he would be glad if she would join him, and that 
he believed she would enjoy the ,experience herself. He thought that 
if they were together at a beautiful place like that, which had no 
associations whatsoever with Belle Heloise, they might achieve a 
reunion which would make them both very happy. She had answered 
the letter briefly and coolly: she appreciated his thought, but the 
spring trade was keeping her unusually busy; it would not be pos- 
^ttble for her to leave New York just then. He had not written her 
since; when it came to that, he had not written her for a long time 
before then, either. The solitary ktter must have been the result of 
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protracted thought; it must have represented his last desperate appeal 
She knew he would never make another. . . . 

Why did she have to wake at Charlottesville, of all places? Why 
could it not have been Philadelphia or Atlanta, or any other place that 
she did not connect with Gervais? She rang for the porter, whd ap¬ 
peared as if by magic, and who went to summon Mabel as if on 
winged feet. Merry ate a light supper, permitted Mabel to siri'X^th 
her bed and turn her pillows while she herself prepared for the 
night, and then tried to sleep again. But she found she could not 
She kept thinking about Gervais, who would not be at Belle He oisc 
to see Sybelle married. Their first baby—their beautiful little bl( nde 
girl who had seemed to them, as she soon also seemed to Rices cdo, 
like the little princess in the fairy tale. The night of Sybelle’s b rth, 
her own normal and rewarding labor, the beginning of Cress deV 
secret and terrible travail—these vere still vivid and enduring n Em¬ 
ories. How resourceful and reassuring Gervais had been all thre igh 
that dreadful period, how co-ope ative with the doctor and nu scs, 
how authoritative with the servants! The idea of presenting the 
cousins as twins had been hers, tt> be sure; but it was he who had 
carried the idea through to triumphant execution at a moment w hen 
she herself had been powerless to do so. And afterwards, how de¬ 
lighted they had both been with their own lovely child! How com¬ 
pletely they had shared their enjoyment in her! The disappointment 
Gervais must have felt because his first-born was not a son—so soon 
assuaged, in any case, by the birth of Philogene—^had never been 
voiced. And now that first-born was about to become a bride herself! 
Merry knew that while men were proud of their sons,* their tenderest 
feelings were centered in their daughters. Wherever Gervais was to¬ 
night, he too must be lying awake, thinking of Sybelle, fearful lest 
some lack of gentleness might mar her bridal rapture, hoping against 
hope that her happiness with her husband might be lasting and 
complete. ... 

If Riccardo Tramonte himself could only have been disassociated 
from those dreadful parents of his! Merry could visualize exactly 
how they would look and act at the wedding. Netta would be literally 
strung with diamonds, Luigi would talk in loud boisterous tones, 
they would both drink too much champagne. It was bad enough to 
think of all this, and of having them receive the guests at Belle 
Heloise, with her mother-in-law and herself. But it was still worse to 
think about that ridiculous celebration the next day, and she could 
not help doing it as the train sped along. She was well-acquainted 
with the legend of the miraculous cure: an Italian laborer named 
Tony Musco, while returning from his day’s work, had met a 
stranger who asked for a meal and a night’s lodging, much as An^s 
Holt had done, in coming to Belle Heloise. Tony had hesitated, saying 
he had but little to offer at best, and adding that his home was a 
sorrowful one inst then. His little boy, Lucien, was critically ill; the 
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distracted father did not even know whether the child might not be 
dying before he himself reached home. However, the stranger quietly 
persisted. He was used to humble fare and poor lodgings, he said; 
and sometimes he had been successful in helping with just such cases 
as his prospective host described. As soon as he entered the Muscos’ 
kitchen, he went to the child, whose crib had been placed there so 
that his mother could watch over him while she did her other work. 
Whatever ministrations the stranger performed were brief and seemed 
simple. But after the family and their unknown guest had gathered 
around the supper table, the little boy roused and asked for food, too., 
The next day he was well on the way to recovery. And as he sat look¬ 
ing at a dog-eared picture book, containing the highly colored prints of 
saints especially venerated by Italians, he pointed to one of these in 
great excitement crying, “Look, Mamma! There is the man who 
spent the night with us!” 

His parents were easily convinced that the child was right—too 
easily, Merry said to herself, as she continued to think involuntarily 
of the story through the long night. By means of the most rigid 
economy they saved enough to build a tiny shrine; and as the news 
of the miraculous cure spread through the Italian settlement where 
they lived, money was gradually raised to import a realistic statue of 
the saint. It was given a place of honor in the shrine, which was 
eventually enlarged to form a small chapel. The local veneration of 
the saint became more and more general; and as an increasing num¬ 
ber of cures were attributed to him, votive offerings of every descrip¬ 
tion began to pour in—wrings, bracelets, earrings, pendants, crucifixes. 
Their value was such that they could not be left scattered about in the 
shrine. A velvet stole was made to which they could be attached, and 
this was kept locked up in the Muscos" house, except on St. Amico's 
feast day, and shown only to the most honored visitors. But the 
Sunday after Easter it was draped around the saint’s shoulders, and 
in all the magnificence of this adornment, he was placed on a float 
which was carried to the church in Donaldsonville. There he re¬ 
mained during High Mass, while his devotees heaped offerings around 
him. Then he was restored to his own shrine. But the celebration of 
the feast continued all the rest of the day, and its character became 
increasingly hilarious and decreasingly devout as it progressed. 

Merry had visited this shrine once, long ago, with Gervais—^indeed, 
now that she thought of it again, she remembered it was just before he 
had gone to the First World War, when they were not even formally 
engaged. It was he who had first told her the story of St. Amico, and 
half in jest, half in earnest, suggested that they should make an offering 
to him themselves. She had replied, also speaking lightly, that she did 
not think Protestant prayers would count for much, in such a place; 
and he had said, all right, he would make the offering by himself. 
But at any rate she might like to see the stole Tony kept in his house, 
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with all the jewelry sewed on it. He had arranged for that, and 
secretly she thought that the Italian farmer, as well as the Italian 
saint, had doubtless benefited financially by the visit. Afterwards she 
had remembered it only as a pleasant outing which she and Gervais 
had shared until, some years later, Gervais told her that Luigi Tra- 
monte, the peddler who came to Belle Heloise with stage-planks and 
Johnny Crooks, attributed the birth of his son to St. Amico. Oi this 
occasion, Gervais had made some slightly ribald remarks to the effea 
that Luigi’s own persistent efforts to beget a son could possibly have 
something to do with it, and they had laughed over the story tog nher. 
Later still, she had heard that se me of Netta’s most valuable je welry 
had gone to adorn the stole, and that additional contributions c : this 
character were frequently made by the Tramontes; also that they 
made a great point of observing St. Amico’s feast day. But sh' had 
never given the matter serious thought, even during the period when 
she had been striving, like her husband and her mother-in-la v, to 
break up the match between R ccardo and Sybelle. Now it i jrced' 
itself upon her reluctant attention again. Why, in heaven’s j am^ 
if Riccardo had to come home on leave and Sybelle must revolt a^ ainst 
any. further postponement of their marriage, did he come at just 
this time? Why could he not have come a month earlier or a month 
later ? Or why, after waiting all these years to be married, could they 
not have waited two more days? The marriage in itself was enough 
of a blow to family pride. But to have the feast of St. Amico added 
to this! . . . 

Merry finally decided that she could not stand thinking of it any 
longer. She rose, extracted some sleeping pills from her traveling 
bag, and took a double dose. Then she fell into a heavy drugged 
slumber, totally unlike her first natural, refreshing sleep, and did not 
wake again until two o’clock the next afternoon. They were just leaving 
Atlanta then, rather late, because they had been held up by a troop 
train, and Mabel had begun to be worried and had almost decided 
to go and see if anything were the matter when Madam finally rang. 
The coffee in the thermos was still hot, the carefully wrapped rolls 
still crisp; but Mabel could see that Madam was not especially en¬ 
joying her belated breakfast, and that she was further annoyed by the 
news that the train was late and losing more and more time. They 
would not be getting into New Orleans until midnight—until two 
in the morning—until four. . . . Finally the porter appeared with 
the information that passengers who preferred to remain in the train 
might do so, staying in the station until seven-thirty. Merry asked for 
a telegram blank and told Mabel to have the porter send a wire from 
Montgomery. 

“I can’t have my daughter hanging around that dreadful station, 
hour after hour, in the middle of the night,” she said. ‘There’s really 
no telling now when we’ll get in, I don’t see anything to do but to 
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stay on the train. And that means we won’t get to Belle Heloise until 
nearly noon on Fridayl We won’t have any time at all to prepare for 
a Saturday wedding!” 

imagine the preparations are all very well in hand already, don’t 
you, Madam? And it won’t take me any time at all to unpack what 
you brought with you, once we’re there. As Mr. Goldenberg said, 
please don’t worry! I’m sure everything will be for the best in the end.” 

^‘Mabel, you said that just like a Baptist minister, condoling with a 
bereaved family. I ought to know. I was brought up a Baptist.” 

“I’m very sorry if I annoyed you, Madam. . . . Shall I take the 
telegram to the porter now?” 

Merry was not annoyed with Mabel, specifically. But she was very 
much annoyed with the general situation, and the more she thought 
about it, the more this annoyance increased. To have the train hours 
and hours late, on top of everything else! To be obliged to spend 
another night on it! To be uncertain whether her wire would even 
get to Sybelle! She had sent it in care of the Estrades on Esplanade 
Avenue, assuming that was where her daughter would be staying, 
but she had neglected to inquire, during the course of their hurried 
telephone call, because she had been so upset. She did not dare take 
any more sleeping pills, for fear she would feel logy when she had 
to get up so early, and again she tossed restlessly about. She dozed a 
little after the train finally pulled into the L. & N. station a little 
after five, but she had not really slept soundly when Mabel came to 
call her, and she surveyed herself with great dissatisfaction when she 
was ready to get off the train. 

“I look about a hundred,” she said, half to herseir and half to 
Mabel. “I don’t believe my daughter’ll even recognize me,” 

“You look beautiful. Madam, as usual. If I may say so. I’ve never 
been in service with a lady who had so much style. And when a 
lady has that, in addition to natural good looks . . Mabel’s un¬ 
finished sentence implied that nothing could surpass this combination. 
“Here’s another corsage for you. Madam,” she added, producing an 
orchid and a pin. “The porter’s kept it on ice for you. It looks just as 
fresh as when we left New York. I must say he’s been very attentive. 
I’ve attended to tipping him, on the scale I thought you would wish. 
Shall.I let him take the bags out now?” 

In wiring, Merry had given her car number, and Sybelle was 
standing by the steps when her mother came out—Sybelle and a dark, 
extremely handsome young officer whose tunic was decorated with 
the Combat Infantryman’s Badge, the Bronze Star and the Pacific 
Theater ribbon adorned with two battle stars. Rick’s train had been 
on time, so he had reached New Orleans first! Wasn’t everything 
wonderful, Sybelle exclaimed as she threw her arms around her 
mother, whom she seeiped to recognize without any difficulty, in 



spite of Merry’s fears. Now they could all go on to Baton Rouge 
together. Father and Mother Tramonte were also in New Orleans— 
of course they’d come down to meet Rick too. But they’d brought two 
cars, because Father Tramonte had plenty of gas, for his business, and 
there was never enough, at Belle Heloise! So no one would bo 
crowded going back. Should they go over to the French Market for 
coffee first, or would Mummy rather go somewhere else? The Roose¬ 
velt, perhaps? 

No, Merry answered hastily, she would really prefer the ''^rench 
Market. Besides, it would not take so long to get served there, 2 ad she 
supposed they ought not waste a minute if they could help it. A :tually 
she was thinking about the Ro(*sevelt when it used to be the ^Jrune- 
wald, of the suite Billy Pereir.i had engaged for her and < rervais 
when they came to New Orlear.s on the /o/in D, Grace, of th» ir irri¬ 
tation about the twin beds, of the stalactites and stalagmites in the 
Cave which later had so practi* ally been transformed into the men’s 
room, of John P. Sullivan and iiis powerful presence in those bright 
days of political promise and :>ersonal happiness. But her th )ughts 
did not absorb her completely; she was a very competent ex cutive 
now, she could observe quicklv and accurately. She saw thit her 
daughter was even more beautilul than she remembered Sybel e, and 
she saw how Riccardo Tramome had managed to retain this j adiant 
girl’s love for so many years against such heavy odds. His good looks 
were different from Vail’s, less striking without the strange contrast 
in coloring, but more classical; the Italian heritage was revealed here 
in its finest flower. He still spoke and acted with the slightly formal 
courtesy which had been so carefully instilled in his childhood and 
which had so set him apart from his rough-and-tumble American 
playmates, Vail among them. His smile came rather slowly, but it 
was still curiously gentle for a man who had been fighting and killing 
more than two years. He permitted Merry to take the lead in con¬ 
versation, and Sybelle to make most of the answers, until the first 
excited greetings and exchange of news were over. But meantime he 
secured a table on the terrace at the Cafe au Monde, arranged curb 
service for Mabel in the shining Cadillac car, and indicated no resent¬ 
ment or embarrassment at being temporarily relegated to the back¬ 
ground. After they had finished their coffee and doughnuts, which 
Merry enjoyed more than she would have liked to confess, he referred 
almost diffidently to their next plans. 

“I’m going to drop off at my cousin’s, the Montaginos, if you don’t 
mind, Mrs. D’Alvery. It’s right on your way, so that won’t delay 
you at all. Then Sybelle will drive this car up, and I’ll come along 
with my father and mother. It’ll be about my last chance for a good 
visit with them, before I get married. I’m sure you’ll have lots to 
talk over with Syb too. I’ll be out to Belle Heloise this evening to 
sec you both and pick up the car.” 
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“But—” Merry protested. Surely Sybelle was counting on her fiance’s 
presence during ^e drive home! To her surprise, Sybelle seemed to 
understand and approve the plan. 

“Rick and I talked it over together. Mummy, and decided this 
would be the best arrangement. He and I are going to have all kinds 
of time together, this next month. And I have got lots of things to 
say to you. It’s been even longer since I saw you than since I saw 
Rick, and we haven’t written to each other half so often, either.” 

Merry could find no further argument against an arrangement 
which seemed to have been settled before she was consulted, in any 
case. She sat on the back seat with Mabel, while Rick guided the 
gleaming car expertly through the traffic, with Sybelle beside him. 
The girl was neither unduly talkative nor unduly, silent; she spoke to 
him from time to time, naturally and easily, as if they were resuming 
a pleasant conversation which had been interrupted only the day 
before. There was nothing strained or anxious in her manner, any 
more than there was in his. They were obviously completely happy in 
each other’s presence, but they were not snatching greedily at long- 
delayed rapture, even now. Rick eventually brought the car to a stop 
before a very imposing residence in Metairie, where another exactly 
like it was already drawn up, kissed Sybelle without the slightest 
self-consciousness, and as she slid over into the driver’s seat, asked 
Merry Jf she would not like to sit in front now. He made no sug¬ 
gestion that they should come in to see his parents or his cousins. 
But after helping Merry into the front seat, he stopped long enough 
on the curb to speak pleasantly to Mabel. 

“I’m so glad you could come with Mrs. d’Alvery. I know how much 
help you’ll be to her and Sybelle—^wcll, and to all of us. And we all 
need you. There’s lots to do.” 

“I am sure I am very glad if I can be of service. Major Tramonte.” 

Riccardo kissed Sybelle again, reiterated that he would be out that 
evening, and swung off up the walk. Sybelle started the car and drove 
away with such smoothness that Merry guessed this was by no means 
the first time she had handled it. The traffic was not heavy any 
longer, and presently Sybelle began to chat about wedding arrange¬ 
ments. Everything had gone very easily. They were going to decorate 
both the house and the church with white azaleas because that was 
the easiest thing to do right now, and really, nothing could be lovelier. 
She hoped Mummy approved the choice. Fortunately there were any 
number of chickens at Belle Heloise and plenty of shrimp on the 
market. So they could have two kinds of nice salad. Those would be 
the mainstay at the wedding breakfast. But Uncle Fabian had given 
them some champagne and there was still quite a lot in the cave 
too—^she felt sure there would be plenty. Mrs. Trosclair in Plaquemine 
was making the cakes. No one, even in New Orleans, could make 
more beautiful cakes than Mrs. Trosclair. The Prescotts were going 
to bring them. Sybelle could hardly wait to sec what Mummy had 
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brought for her to wear. She knew everything would be beautiful. 

‘*The wedding dress is a little unusual. I hope you’ll be pleased with 
it, Sybelle.’^ 

“I know I shall. You have such perfect taste, Murrimy.” 

Merry wished that Mabel had not been sitting on the back seat, 
where every syllable would inevitably be overheard. She had nothing 
to say against white azaleas and chicken salad, but she would have 
liked to take this first possible occasion to protest against participai ion 
in the feast of St. Amico. Sybelle went on with her happy chatter. 

“We’ve opened up the gar^onnil Of course it’s been closed (ver 
since Daddy left, because we didn’t need it, and it was just one n ore 
place to take care of. But we thoug it you’d rather be there.” 

“I’m sorry you bothered, if it wi s any trouble.” 

“Oh, it wasn’t! It was fun. I love seeing it open again. It’s had s ich 
a blank look ever since Daddy w^^nt away. Of course we woul- n’t 
have wanted you to sleep out there all alone. But as long as you h ive 
Mabel with you-” 

Sybelle turned around to direct h !r dazzling smile briefly on Ma )el, 
and again the maid murmured she was only too glad if she could be 
of service. Merry was sorry she had not thought of saying she wo aid 
prefer to have the garqonnihe left unopened, that she would sleep in 
the Big House for the short time she would be at Belle Heloise. The 
gargonniere would have a blank look now, too. Its cozy and homelil:c 
atmosphere had been based on its ardent and intimate occupancy by 
herself and Gervais. When it had been deprived of this, it must 
indeed have looked blank. And Gervais had lived alone, in that 
blankness, for nearly six years.. . . 

“You knew that Daddy had been quite sick, didn’t you. Mummy 
You didn’t . . . Oh, he’s much better now,” Sybelle added hastily, 
seeing Merry’s startled look. “Of course if he weren’t, Rick and I’d 
have planned to be married very quietly, instead of having this big 
wedding. He wasn’t wounded; he caught something in Sicily. 
Naturally sanitary conditions are very bad there, and he didn’t seem 
too well, even when he left Belle Heloise. Oh, nothing definite! But 
Daddy’s aged a lot, so much more than you have. Mummy. You’d 
hardly know him. His hair’s almost as white as grand'mire s, much 
whiter than Uncle Fabian’s. He was invalided back to Africa for hos¬ 
pitalization. But now he’s been sent to England. He’s very happy 
about that. He thinks he’s sure to run into the boys, one of them at 
least, sooner or later. I’ve had a cable from Vail, too. I didn’t tell you 
that, either, did I?’^ 

There were unlimited things Sybelle had not told her yet. Merry 
realized, wishing she did not find this news about Gervais so up¬ 
setting. She tried to ask the questions which would give her the 
greatest amount of information about him and everyone else in the 
least possible time, as they went speeding up the Airline. But the 
drive had never seemed so short They were turning into the River 
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Road aljmost before she realized it and Sybellc was changing the 
subject, eagerly talking of something else. 

“Don’t you want to go into Hathaway for a moment, Mummy? 
I do so want to*show you what’s done already. Then you won’t worry 
about my being comfortable there. And I’m afraid there won’t be any 
time tomorrow-” 

“Why yes, Sybelle, I’m perfectly willing to go there, if you want 
'me to. But I really think I ought to say again-” 

“Wait until you’ve seen it, won’t you, Mummy, before you say any¬ 
thing?” 

“Very well.” 

Merry remained rather pointedly silent until they swung Into the 
allee at Hathaway. At least a dozen men were working on the grounds* 
Nearly all were elderly, and those who were not either walked with 
a limp or revealed some other physical disability; but obviously they 
were accomplishing wonders. The long rank grass had already been 
mown with a scythe; now it was being cut with a lawn mower and 
the edges of the driveway were being clipped. White paint was being 
applied to the dingy facade in sweeping if unskilled strokes. The 
center hall through which they went in had been thoroughly cleaned. 
Sybelle led the way proudly past the library and the White Ball Room, 
which were still closed, into the large dining room, where recent and 
thorough cleaning was again evident. 

^‘W&’re going to use this for a general living room while we’re camp¬ 
ing out,” she informed her mother. “And we’re going to sleep in the 
little room off it, that must have been a children’s dining room, or 
something like that, once. Just for now, I mean. Of course later on 
we’re going to have one of the beautiful upstairs bedrooms. Look,, 
Mummy, there’s a lavatory right here and Mr. Tramonte’s had a 
shower put in! The plumbing still works and so does the kitchen 
stove. It’s really wonderful, after all these years. Oh, there’s the new 
Coolerator! It looks just like an electric refrigerator, doesn’t it? And 
tomorrow morning some more furniture’s coming ini” 

To Merry everything looked antiquated and barren and tasteless, but 
she could see that in Sybelle’s eyes it was beautiful already, and as a 
matter of fact, she knew that it would be in time, and that mean¬ 
while, it really was Uvable. Men and women were both working in¬ 
side the house, under the capable direction of an enormous Negress 
with a beaming face, whom the girl presented to her mother as Be-a- 
trice Washington. 

“Be-a-trice is going to be our cook,” she told Merry. “She’s just as 
good a cook as Carmelite. And she has a niece who’s going to be 
the house girl. Where is Thuger, Be-a-trice?” 

“She’s hangin’ things out on de line, Miss Sybelle, what she’s washed 
good. Docs yo’ want Ah should call her £o’ yo’?” 

“No, not just now, thank you, Be-a-trice. My mother’ll see her to¬ 
morrow. You’ll both be over at Belle Heloisc theo^” 
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“Us sho’ will. Miss Sybelle.” 

“Isn’t she something right out of a story book?” Sybelle whispered 
to her mother as they went down the beautiful curving stone steps, 
which, Merry noticed, had already been cleared of encroaching ^dnes. 
“I have to be careful to call her Be-a-trice, though, not Beatrice. She 
says she’ll leave if she’s called Beatrice, because that isn’t really her 
name. And Thuger comes from Sugar. That’s what her folks cillcd 
her when she was a little girl, but she couldn’t pronounce her S’;, so 
she called herself Thuger and now that’s her real name. Father Tra- 
monte got them both for me. He says it’s all nonsense to sa) it’s 
impossible to find servants any m< »re. He says of course you can find 
them if you know where to look and if you offer them the J ight 
wages. He does know where to lcK>k and of course he offers the i ight 
wages. You see how it’s going to be. Mummy, everything made just 
as easy and pleasant for me as it was for you.” 

“I’ll admit that wonders have been done on this place alre idy, 
Sybelle. But I’d still be happier i you were going to spend our 
honeymoon over at the Pass, or some place like that. And I’ve 
been wanting to talk to you abo ut-” 

“Can’t we do it by and by, Mummy? I really think we ought 
to get home now. Grand'mere s been waiting for us a long 
time, and I want to see all the lovely things you’ve brought me 
before Rick gets out, and make sure the wedding dress fits and 
all that, , . . And you want to get settled in the garqonnihre -” 

Merry did not want to get settled in the gargonniere. Her dread of 
going there had been one of the main reasons why she had consented 
to stopping at Hathaway, and now she asked Sybelle if there were 
time to stop at the cemetery. Why, they would take time, Sybelle 
said; but perhaps Mummy would prefer to go there alone. She and 
Mabel would sit in the car and get a little better acquainted^ Merry 
delayed as long as she could in the family lot, less because she wanted 
to linger there, once she had assured herself of the beautiful care 
given to Franchot’s grave, than because the nearer she got to Belle 
Heloise the more she dreaded her arrival. It was far less strained than 
she had expected, however. Fabian and Cresside and Frances Belle 
were there already, awaiting her arrival; her mother and Miss Mittie 
had come over from the storehouse, so she did not have to see her 
mother-in-law alone. Besides, Madame d’Alvery’s greeting left noth¬ 
ing to be desired; it was dignified, it was courteous, it was unreproach¬ 
ful. Again Merry felt, as she had felt in watching Sybelle and 
Riccardo together earlier in the morning, that conversation was pro¬ 
gressing as if it had been taken up where it had been casually left 
off the day before. Only the underlying reason was different. In the 
case of Sybelle and Riccardo, their accord was so complete that it 
eliminated time and distance easily. In the case of her mother-in-law 
and herself, they had always been so far apart that more separation 
-did not matter. Never, in all the years she had lived at Belle Heloise, 
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had Merry been treated with more deliberate courtesy; never, not 
even when she came there as a bride, had she felt so completely like 
an outsider. 

In spite of this feeling, which increased rather than lessened as the 
hours went on, the afternoon passed pleasantly and quickly. There 
were so many people in the garqonnihre with Merry thnt she did not 
have time to brood over its blankness. Everything she brought with 
her was quickly unpacked and tried on, with repeated exclamations 
of delight. Sybelle said that the wedding dress with the forget-me-nots 
was just something out of this world; and how wonderfully the pale- 
blue dress for the maid of honor and the dresses of deeper blue for 
the bridesmaids blended with it! And what lingerie and laces! What 
hostess gowns and sports suits! Why, there must be just as much as 
ever to select from in the New York stores! Well, not quite, Merry 
said; but if you knew how to go about it, you could still manage to 
keep properly dressed. She was glad everything fitted so well. Mabel 
could make slight alterations very nicely, if necessary, but none seemed 
to be indicated. Instead she could start repacking Sybelle’s things 
right away, except for what would be needed the next day. . . . 

It was while Mabel was doing this repacking, with her usual skill 
and dispatch, that Merry noticed an unusual look on the maid’s face. 
Her expression was not exactly mutinous; but somehow it had tight¬ 
ened and hardened. Merry took advantage of a moment when all the 
others had gone trooping into the little kitchen to get cooling drinks 
and she could speak to Mabel privately. 

*‘Is anything the matter, Mabel?” 

Mabel’s expression grew tighter and harder. “Doubtless I should 
have expected something of the sort. Madam,” she said, and her voice 
was tight and hard too. “But there seems to be no proper provision on 
this place for a personal maid.” 

“I don’t think I understand. My mother-in-law’s always had a per¬ 
sonal maid. Creassy was mine until our old cook, Lou Ida, died, and 
then Creassy took her place, because I wasn’t here any more.” 

“I am sorry to be obliged to remind you. Madam, that you are 
speaking of Negroes. I should not have supposed this would be neces¬ 
sary, in the case of a lady like you. Did you expect me to eat in the 
kitchen with them?” 

“I’m afraid I didn’t think about it at all, Mabel. I’ve had so many 
things to think of at once. But you don’t have to, if you don’t 
want to.” 

“There is no servants’ hall, Madam. Only the kitchen and the 
buder’s pantry. I went without my lunch, after that long train trip, 
too, when I was most uncomfortable, though trying my best to do 
everything for your comfort-” 

“Well, I’m willing to do everything I can, in reason, for your 
comfort. You could have eaten in the garqonniire if you wanted to* 



The kitchen here is ready for use. All the family, except myself, k 
out there now.” 

“I am willing to eat in this kitchen, Madam, since there is no 
servants’ hall on the place, and since it is only a matter of a few days. 
But one of the Negroes must be instructed to bring my meals t6 me 
here.” 

“We’re rather short-handed at Belle Hcloise, for the moment^ and 
we’re getting ready for a big wedding on very short notice. Couldn’t 
you get your own meals, and my morning coffee, the few days we 11 be 
here?” 

“I am a personal maid. Madam. Not a cook. You knew that when 
you engaged me. And I am sure you can’t say, or any of my •thcr 
employers cither, that as a personal maid I haven’t always }:iv€n 
satisfaction.” 

Merry turned abruptly and walked out of the room, leaving hiabd 
in front of the open suitcases. Rick had just arrived with I^rina 
Montagino and the drinks were ready; everyone else had gone into 
the living room to enjoy them. But apparently no one had thougltt of 
calling her. 

“I’m sorry to bring up anything unpleasant at this stage,” she said* 
She saw that the others had suddenly remembered her and that they 
were chagrined at their oversight. They were trying to make im¬ 
mediate amends for it by crowding around her with preferred chairs 
and glasses. “No thanks, not right now,” she said, waving them back. 
“I just came in to ask if any of you would drive Mabel into town, 
so that she could catch the next train for New Orleans. I find she 
doesn’t fit in here. She’s an outsider. It’s so unpleasant for her that 
she’s going to make it unpleasant for everyone else, if she stays. 
No amount of efficiency could make up for that. We’ll be much better 
off without her.” 

Of course they would be glad to remove the disturbing element 
from the scene, Fabian and Cresside hastened to assure Merry. That 
is, if she were certain . . . They gathered that she had grown quite 
dependent on Mabel, and some adjustment ought to be possible. . . . 
She was quite certain, Merry said crisply, and, within an hour, Mabel, 
who had made her life easy for her so long, had passed abruptly out 
of it, and Merry had sought out Creassy, who was already starting 
the preparations for a big company dinner. 

“I’ve sent my maid away, Creassy,” she began tentatively. Creassy 
sniffed. 

“Does yo’ mean dat po’ white trash yo’ done bring down wif yo’ 
from de East?” she inquired, without pausing in the act of dismember¬ 
ing chickens for frying. 

“Yes, if that’s what you call her.” 

“Ain’t nothin’ else Ah kin call her. Our own white folks, dey know 
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better dan to treat us lak dat po’ white trash done. Anyways, Ah is 
yo' maid, Miss Merry.’^ 

“I was afraid Fd been gone so long that perhaps-” 

“Shucks, Miss Merry, yo’ knows better dan dat. When anyone comes 
to Belle Heloise, dey belongs here for always, no matter effin dey 
does go away, once in a while. Doesn’t yo’ think de Colonel, he’s gwine 
to belong here, after he gits home from de wars?” 

“Yes, but-” 

“An’ Mr. Vail and Mr. Philogene?” 

“Yes, but that’s different.” 

“Ah don’t see no difference. Lethe, she can help wid de cookin’. 
Be-a-trice and Thuger, deys cornin’ over from Hathaway, too. My, 
my, don’t it seem good. Miss Merry, Hathaway open again and quality 
fixin’ to live in it? Us’ll manage wid de work. What yo’ need I should 
do fo’ yo’ right now. Miss Merry?” 

“Well, for one thing, there’s quite a lot of pressing to be done-” 

“Yo’ lay yo’ dresses out on yo’ bed. Miss Merry, lak yo’ alius done, 
an’ yo’ll find ’em ready soon as yo’ need ’em. Us is all mighty glad to 
have yo’ back. Only trouble was, dat white trash yo’ brung wid yo’,” 

Creasy’s feeling seemed to be general. Rick and Sybelle had both 
been very courteous to Mabel, because it was their way to be courteous 
to everyone. But it appeared that even they had harbored doubts as 
to whether she would fit in. She seemed more suited to New York than 
to Belle Heloise. They were glad she had gone. Merry, secretly wonder^ 
ing whether the family did not feel that she too was suited to New 
York rather than to Belle Heloise, in spite of Creassy’s reassuring 
words, tried hard to feel at home and failed. Supper was a rather 
hurried meal because the bridal party had to get into St. Agnes’ for 
the rehearsal. Rick and Sybelle were both going to Confession at the 
same time, and wondered whether anyone else wanted to go too. 
Neither of them looked at Merry, specifically, as they said this, but 
she also did some wondering. Did they realize how long it was since 
she had gone to Confession? She did not see how they possibly 
could. But there was a short and slightly awkward silence, which 
Madame d’Alvery brought to an end by saying that since she was 
saving her strength for the wedding itself, she would not go to town 
that evening, and doubtless Merry would Hke to wait and go to Con¬ 
fession when she did. Perhaps Merry would rather not even go to 
rehearsal, when it came to that. She must be very tired, after her long 
journey and the trying scene with that impudent English maid . . . 

Merry would not have supposed it could be possible for her to feel 
as grateful to her mother-in-law as she did at that moment. She would 
be very glad if they would excuse her, she said. After all, Cresside 
had told them she would be at the church that evening, she could 
attend to any last-minute details; and as soon as the jubilant bridal 
party had started into town. Merry went wearily back to the gar^on- 
nihre and climbed into the bed which Creassy had already opened, 
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rafter removing the dresses that needed pressing. Merry had never 
slept in that bed alone before, and as she lay down in it now, the 
thoughts of Gervais, which she had been trying to dismiss ever since 
her train pulled out of Charlottesville, crowded relentlessly in upon 
her. It had been a shock to her to learn that he had been so ill, that 
he had aged so much, and that she had not even known of this; 
it was unexpectedly harder than she had foreseen, not only to occi py 
alone this room which he and she had shared, but to miss his familiar 
figure moving about the plantation. Was there, in spite of modttn 
•skepticism and modern evasions, ,i finality about marriage wh ch 
was inescapable? This had not occurred to her before. But for i be 
last twenty-four hours she had in\ aluntarily dwelt on the thoug it. 
She ceased to worry about Sybellc and her daughter’s share in 'be 
■celebration of St. Amico because sl;e was more and more concert cd 
about her husband and her relation to him. . . . 

She fell into a deep sleep at last and did not wake until Crea sy 
touched her on the shoulder and sp ike to her. Then she sat up w th 
a start, to see that the shades had ahi ady been raised and the mosqtj to 
bar lifted, and that sunlight was streaming across her bed. 

“Good gracious, Creassy, what time is it?” 

“Don’t yo’ worry about de time. Miss Merry. Yo* was plum tuckered 
out. Yo’ needed yo’ rest. But Ah jes’ figured Ah couldn’t let yo’ sleep 
no longer, effin yo’ was to git to dc weddin’. Here is yo’ coffee, and 
Ah’s gwine bring yo’ somethin’ else soon as yo’s had yo’ bath and got 
•dressed. All de others, dey’s finished a big breakfast and fixin’ to go to 
■de church.” 

“Why, it can’t be all that late! But it looks like a beautiful day, 
Creassy.” 

“Yessum, Miss Merry. Such days is well accepted.” 

“That’s what you used to say to me when I came here a bride 
myself. I remember how I loved hearing you. I’d never heard anyone 
say it before.” 

“Us all says it, Miss Merry. Thuger, she gwine be sayin’ it to Miss 
Sybelle mighty soon. Yo’ wuz a beautiful bride, Miss Merry, Ah wuz 
proud to wait on yo’, and Mr. Gervais sure did set his eyeteeth by 
yo’. Now us had got us another beautiful bride and Ah hopes us gets 
two or three more. Can’t be too many d’Alvery brides to suit me Ot 
too many d’Alvery babies cornin’ along to suit Dinah. No mam!” 

Creassy departed, leaving Merry to drink her coffee and to think of 
the days when her maid had brought not only that first cup which 
she drank alone, after Gervais had already gone out into the fields, 
but also of that later mid-morning service, when he returned to their 
room, and they breakfasted in a leisurely way together. She remem¬ 
bered too the skill with which Creassy had kept the shuttered bed¬ 
room dark and quiet, that first summer, so that she could sleep and 
sleep, storing up the strength which had made Sybelle such a healthy 
happy iaby. And now history was about to repeat itself. Yet not 



exactly. Sybcllc’s husband would not come in, every morning, to drink 
coffee with her, because after his short leave, he would be back in the 
Pacific somewhere, fighting. He would not be safely at her side. 
Sybelle was not as fortunate as she had been. Her husband had been 
with her always. It was she who had left. .. 

Well, as if there were any time to be thinking about that! She 
pushed the bedclothes impatiently aside, made a hasty toilet, and 
hurried over to the Big House. She met Sybelle coming out of the 
dining room, where the last touches had just been given to the table 
festively prepared for the wedding breakfast. 

“Oh, Mummy, Tm so glad to see you! I was afraid you wouldn’t be 
here in time to help me dress, and of course I wanted you to, espe¬ 
cially since it was you who brought me all those lovely things. Come 
on upstairs, quick! Joyeuse and grand*mire are dressing already.” 

“Then we have a moment to ourselves, Sybelle, and there are one 
or two things I’d like very much-” 

“That time-honored ‘little talk’? Now Mummy! You ought to 
know that went out before the First World War, along with the sort 
of brides who needed it!” 

In spite of herself. Merry smiled. But she spoke seriously. 

“No, I didn’t mean that sort of a little talk. But I did mean another 
sort. I want to say-” 

“You want to say again you don’t think we ought to spend our 
noneymoon at Hathaway. Well, you spent yours here, didn’t you, 
with grand*mire and Aunt Cresside right in the house? And I bet 
you were happy just the same! I should think the fact that Rick and 
I would have the house to ourselves, even if it isn’t in perfect order, 
would a good deal more than make up for not having two other 
women cluttering up the scene.” 

“I realize it is too late for me to prevent you from going to Hatha¬ 
way, Sybelle, and as I said before, I’m ready to admit that it has been 
made surprisingly habitable, under all the circumstances. But I do 
want to ask you, for my sake, not to go to that absurd celebration 
tomorrow.” 

“And I was going to ask you, for mine, if you wouldn’t go yourself. 
Joyeuse is coming, so you wouldn’t be alone. She realizes how much it 
would mean to me if my family were represented.” 

**Joyeuse I That hard-headed young scientist!” 

“Yes. But she knows the Tramontes aren’t hard-headed scientists. 
She knows they’re very devout Catholics who accept miracles unques- 
tioningly—well, credulously, if you want to put it that way. But she 
also knows how much it would mean to them, and to me, if some 
of the d’Alverys were at that celebration. The Tramontes are trying 
mighty hard to meet our standards. I think we might try to meet some 
of theirs. Because they’ve succeeded better than we have, so far. Not 
just by giving Hathaway to Rick and me, but by everything they’ve 
done. It’s too bad you didn’t go to the r^earsal with us last nigh^ 
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Mummy, because they had a little party for us afterwards that was 
simply tops. And the loving kindness they’ve shown me—^well, I 
couldn’t talk about it without crying. We haven’t time to talk about 
anything more now, anyway, and I’ve said all I can, all I’m goingm 
But I’ll look for you tomorrow. Mummy. If I don’t see you, sothc- 
thing’s going to be gone between us that we’ll never get back.” 

Something*s going to be gone between us that we*ll never get bak kj 
Why did Sybelle have to say that, ac the end of her strangely assor ed 
remarks, part slangy, part stubbor.i, part exalted. The words k pt 
ringing through Merry’s tired but rebellious head even during he 
wedding ceremony, all through the reception, in the quiet and em: *ty 
hours that followed the light-hearted departure of the bride and grew m 
to the adjoining plantation. She w is aware, with pride, that Sybt lie 
was the most beautiful bride she 1 ad ever seen. Aware, with rel tf, 
that the Tramontes were impressive in appearance and dignified in 
manner. Aware, with satisfaction, hat no function at Belle Helc sc 
had ever passed off more smoothly and agreeably than this weddi ig 
breakfast. But all the time, througli her awareness, she kept heari ig 
those words: Somethings going to gone between us that well never 
get bac\. 

She stayed in the Big House until the last jubilant guest had 
departed, until everything in the deserted rooms had been restored 
to its accustomed order, until Madame d’Alvery and Mrs. Randall 
and Miss Mittie were through discussing the details of the wedding 
and had gone wearily but elatedly to bed. Then she stepped out on the 
front gallery and looked dowft the walk towards the iron gate. It was 
still too early for the full bloom of the yucca which made the tra¬ 
ditional bridal arch; but some of the amaryllis was already out, and 
Sybelle and Rick had followed the time-honored family custom of 
newly married couples by getting out of their car at the gate, instead 
of taking the sharp right-angle turn and driving all thz way to the 
house. Merry could see her daughter yet, in her exquisite array of 
blue and white, and Rick in his uniform and his decorations, as they 
walked up between the scarlet lilies. They had stopped to kiss each 
other—first just inside the gate, then halfway up the walk, finally 
at the demilune in front of the house. Meanwhile they had been 
laughing and talking with each other and with the pretty young girls 
and the personable young men that followed them. Now they were 
alone, locked in each other’s arms, exultant not only in their present 
rapture, but in the glad certainty that nothing on earth could prevail 
to lessen their love for each other. Merry had felt the same exaltation 
and the same glad certainty once, in her love for her husband, and 
now . . . 

The front door opened, and Joyeuse came out. She had vetoed 
the suggestion of a tall evening at the Heidelberg with the brides¬ 
maids and ushers, after the departure of the bride and groom. For 
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crying out loud, hadn’t they made enough whoopee at the Tramontes^ 
the night before? She had, anyway. She was dead on her feet after 
all this hullabaloo, and she had to get up early Sunday morning.. .. 
She did not care any more about frills and furbelows than she did 
about drinking and dancing. Merry saw that she had taken off her 
bridesmaid’s dress and put on a plain white smock, which she wore 
with an air of ease and relief. She did not even care greatly about 
any special person, beyond feeling moderate family affection, though 
she had the d’Alvery gift of attracting young and old of both sexes 
to her side. She was much more interested in her work. She would 
be glad to get back to it, quietly, Monday morning. Meanwhile she 
must keep her word to Syb and see what she could do with Mom. 

“Hello there! Taking a look over the premises, now you can do it 
in peace?” 

“Yes. It’s very beautiful here, Joy.” 

“It always was, if you remember. I reckon it always will be,’^ 
Joyeuse said practically. “Have you made up your mind about tomor¬ 
row, Mom? Because if we’re going to that shrine we have to get a 
pretty early start.” 

“What time?” 

“Well, the procession leaves the shrine at nine, so we have to be 
there before that. I reckon it means a six o’clock call.” 

“Rick and Sybelle will have to get up at six tomorrow!” 

“Y^ah. Tomorrow. Not any of the other mornings while Rick’s 
home though. I reckon they know all about that good old French 
saying: 'On se leve tard\ pendant la lune de miel! They’ve probably 
enlarged on that to suit themselves: 'Et on se couche tot' However, 
that’s beyond the point. Of course they could have spent tonight in 
Donaldsonville instead of getting up at six tomorrow; but if you’d 
tried that lately, you’d realize they were a lot more sensible to stick 
to Hathaway. The hotel dining room’s closed, and the First and Last 
Chance Cafe is fourteen blocks away. Either they wouldn’t have had 
any bridal breakfast or they’d have to go a far piece for it. Well, we 
should worry, especially as they didn’t chance that. But we don’t seem 
to be getting anywhere, talking like this. I’m ready to hit the hay and 
I should think you would be. Do I call you at six or don’t I?” 

“I’m afraid I couldn’t make it, Joy.” 

“Of course it’s up to you. Good night” 

Somethings going to be gone between us that we^ll never get 
bac\. Something more —^Franchot’s dead, Gervais is overseas, and 
now Sybelle . . . Sybelle who’s so loyal and loving, who’s never let 
anything come between herself and Rick and never will, who hasn’t 
spoken reproachfully or acted resentfully because I went away from 
her father and away from her when they needed me so much, but 
who says that now.. • Says it and means it... 

Joyeuse had already gone into the bouse, she was halfway up the 
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stairs. In another minute she would have disappeared, because die 
never stopped to salute the Spanish statue. Merry ran after her, 

“Joy, I think perhaps I can make it after all. I think you’d better 
call me at six.” 

Joyeuse came back down the stairs. She had been courteous to tier 
mother ever since Merry’s arrival, she had made no embarrassing 
allusions to the past or permitted any awkward silences to cOtne 
between them. But hitherto she had given no sign of being glad to 
see her. Now she put her arms an und her mother and hugged 1 er. 

“That’s the spirit, Mom!” she saM, her voice joyous, like her naj le. 
“That’s the way for a great girl like you to crash through!” 

Again it was a perfect spring morning, the kind that Creassy s ud 
was “well accepted.” As Joyeuse and Merry motored down the Ri 'er 
Road on the West Side below Dona .dsonville, towards the shrine, tl ey 
could see the sights and hear the sounds that always continued to 
proclaim spring so buoyantly. The thistle blossoms were pink a id 
cream, and the levee was white w:th clover; cattle and horses aid 
sheep were all grazing peacefully along it. Merry thought she 1 ad 
never seen so many calves and colts and lambs, frolicking bes.de 
their mothers. She said so to Joyeuse. 

“I wish they didn’t have so many cockleburs on them. Look at the 
tails on those poor sheep! I’d like to stop and pick the burs out.’^ 

“I noticed that Maudie still gets covered with cockleburs too, Joy. I 
tried to get some of them off her, the afternoon I came. But she 
wouldn’t let me touch her. She growled at me.” 

“She won’t, after you’ve been here a few days longer. You don’t 
have to hurry back to New York, do you. Mom?” 

“I ought to be back there by the nineteenth. I have a reservation out 
of New Orleans on Saturday.” 

“Oh!” 

“But of course I could cancel it.” 

“Well, I hope you will. Hang around until after Rick’s gone, if you 
can. Syb’s going tc miss him dreadfully at first. You could be a lot of 
help to her, fixing up the house. And she’s sure she’ll have a baby 
straight off. If she does she’ll want you more than ever.” 

“I hadn’t thought of all that. I’ll see what I can arrange.” 

Joyeuse was turning from the highway into a narrow dirt road with 
small dilapidated houses on either side of it and a small zinc chapel 
at the end of it. Immediately in front of them was an open truck, 
laden with staring white plaster statues of St. Amico, which appar¬ 
ently were intended for sale at the shrine. Ahead of the truck was a 
bus, filled with jolly looking Negroes wearing uniforms and clasping 
brass musical instruments to their sturdy breasts. As Joyeuse drew up 
behind them, they jumped out of the bus, ranged themselves on one 
side of the road, and began to play “America the Beautiful” with great 

667 



gusto. A considerable crowd had collected already. The larger part 
of it was outside the shrine, but the open door revealed an interior, 
lighted with dozens of candles, where all the stiff little wooden pews 
were occupied. American flags had been attached crosswise to the 
wooden supports of the little porch, and at the rear of the nave a 
toothless old woman was vigorously pulling a bell rope, mumbling 
as she did so, and occasionally turning towards the occupants of the 
nearest pews with impatient ejaculations; she was evidently annoyed 
because the procession was so slow in starting. Most of the congrega¬ 
tion was kneeling in prayer, and paid no attention to her; but occa¬ 
sionally a pretty, smartly dressed young woman, who called her 
grandma, rose and endeavored to placate her. Occasionally also a 
worshiper left a pew to slip an offering at the base of St. Amico’s 
statue, which had already been moved from its accustomed position 
near the high altar and placed on a float in the center of the aisle. It 
was adorned with the long velvet stole to which the previous votive 
offerings were fastened, and among them Merry could see the coral 
earrings and necklace which Netta Tramonte had worn as a young 
woman. Netta herself was seated in the front pew on the left with 
Luigi; Sybelle and Riccardo were beside them. It might have been a 
family group of long standing. Merry, feeling that all her sophistica¬ 
tion was not proof against such a sight, and the feelings it had aroused, 
turnecl^ to Joyeuse almost helplessly. 

“Do you think we have to go in?” she whispered. 

“Yes, I think we do, just for a minute. I can see two vacant seatr 
in that last pew. The procession’s bound to start pretty soon. Mom 
You won’t have to stay there but a minute.” 

They went in, making all the proper motions—^genuflecting beside 
the pew, crossing themselves as they knelt inside it, bowing their 
heads like the others; but it was Joyeuse who led in doing all this and 
Merry who followed. She did not try to pray; she could not. However, 
she knelt for a respectful period and when she rose from her knees 
she saw that the procession had already started. A cross-bearer was 
at the head of it. Then came the float on which the 'mage of St. Amico 
was mounted, with Riccardo at the right of the statue and his father 
at the left, in front of the other men who were helping to carry it. 
They had already lifted the float to their shoulders, but Merry could 
still see the young officer’s decorations, and his beautifully molded 
features above his burden. There was a new look in his eyes, joyous 
and rewarded and full of thanksgiving, and Merry kijew that this 
look had come there because of Sybelle, not because of the saint. 
But he did not turn to look at his bride as he went down the aisle, 
carrying the sacred burden. He held himself very erect, facing straight 
ahead, and so did all the men with him. Though his exceptional 
grace and his military uniform made him outstanding among them, 
they were ail good-looking men. Merry noticed, and all remarkably 
well-dressed. A second smaller float, on which statues of the Virgin 
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and St. Joseph were mounted, followed after the first; this smaller 
one was carried by girls and women in white dresses, Netta and 
Drina and Sybclle among them. Two of the girls held up the pro¬ 
cession long enough to wipe off the images with clean cloths bcfi^re 
they started. Then they all passed from the shrine, accompanied by 
some smug-faced little altar boys carrying huge decorated candles, 
and immediately the sound of the bell was drowned in the mi. sic 
of the brass band. The pretty young woman, who, several tines 
before, had tried vainly to placate he indignant old bell-ringer, n )w 
did so successfully. They hurried out together, in the wake of fie 
altar boys, and the crowd that had Idled the chapel and waited outs dc 
fell in line too. 

‘‘What is our next move?” Me?ry inquired, turning to JoyeiiSe. 
She felt that Joyeuse had taken ch irge, and she was glad of it; ihe 
herself had no sense of initiative at the moment, no sense of anyth ag 
except unreality. 

“Why, we just get back into the car and follow the procession to 
Donaldsonville. Then we sit through High Mass at the Church of ihc 
Ascension. There’s nothing complit ated about that.” 

As Joyeuse expressed this, it did not seem as if there were. Eut 
Merry still could not rid herself of the sense of unreality caused by the 
fact that she was following this procession and that her daughter 
and her son-in-law were taking part in it. She saw some of the cattle 
on the levee turn to look wonderingly at it as it passed, and stifled 
a small hysterical laugh; she felt just as she imagined the cows did. 
She saw clusters of Negroes, loitering in front of the cabins along 
the way, staring like the cows but smirking, too. She felt the same 
kinship with them. The band had run out of patriotic tunes and had 
begun to play jazz. Some of the women were dragging small unwill¬ 
ing children after them. One was nursing a baby as she walked. The 
day was beginning to grow warm, though it was still so early in the 
morning, and some of the men in the procession were mopping their 
streaming faces as they went along, panting audibly and giving vent 
to their feelings in language which could not, by any stretch of the 
imagination, be considered devout. But Riccardo, carrying more than 
his share of the heavy burden, was still going quietly and calmly * 
ahead without turning or stopping, his bearing erect and calm. Merry 
had almost lost sight of him, in the distance. But she knew that the 
sunlight was still playing over the bright ribbons on his tunic and 
that the joyous exalted look still shone from his eyes. 

By the time Merry and Joyeuse reached the Church of the Ascension, 
Mass was already under way. It had taken them some time to find a 
parking place, as all the space around the church was already occupied 
by other cars, except that pre-empted by the Negro band, which stood 
patiently awaiting the return procession. But an usher conducted 
them to seats which had apparently been held for them, as these 

66f 



were immediately beside the statue. It now stood in the center o£ the 
nave. The votive offerings on the stole glittered in the light that 
streamed down from the windows; the pile of crisp bills and printed 
prayers on the platform surrounding it was growing higher and more 
unsteady by the minute. Worshipers kept leaving their seats to bring 
others—a five-dollar bill clipped to an illustrated fonn-prayer or 
merely a humble scribbled petition. Merry watched the pews in front 
pf her, hoping against hope that none of the Tramontes would do 
this, fearing unutterably that they might. At last, to her horrified 
amazement, she saw Sybelle slip out of the front pew and come back 
to the statue, a sheet of paper in her hand. She laid the paper on 
the pile, knelt down for a minute and then returned to the place 
where she had been sitting with the Tramontes. She did not look at 
her mother. But Merry could not help looking at the paper. 
The pile on which it lay was uneven, because it had already been 
heaped so high, and the single sheet was very light. Presently it was 
caught in the current of one of the large electric fans at the front of 
the church, as several others had been. It fluttered back and forth for 
a moment, and then fell to the floor of the aisle. Both Merry and the 
woman kneeling at the end of the pew in front of her automatically 
leaned over to pick it up. But Merry’s hand reached it first, and still 
acting instinctively rather than voluntarily, she glanced at the words 
that were written on it. 

“I am asking for a favor too, St. Amico,” she read. ‘1 want my 
,mothcr. I need her. My father wants and needs her too. We all do. 
Please make her feel in her heart- 

Merry did not read any further. She folded the sheet of paper, and 
rising, slipped it securely under the growing pile which rose so un¬ 
steadily around the statue. When she had placed it so there would be 
no further danger that it might blow away, she returned to her pew 
and knelt down again. But this time she covered her face with her 
hands so that no one would see the tears which streamed from under 
her closed eyelids as she prayed. 

In Sybelle’s petition was epitomized everything she had known, but 
declined to acknowledge, since her return to Belle Heloise, everything 
she had felt and fought against feeling. Now she could no longer 
prevail against this knowledge and this emotion. She no longer wanted 
or tried to do so. Tardily she realized that she was a small part of 
something infinitely greater than the sum of all those present at this 
celebration, and for the first time since she had been taken into the 
Church of Rome, she understood the significance of its ritual and the 
meaning of its miracles. With the understanding came humbleness and 
contrition and overwhelming joy. 

An hour later, when Merry went out of the church in the wake 
of the triumphant procession, she saw Mr. Goldenberg standing in the 
portal. He immediately started towards her. 
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“Don’t look so surprised,” he said. “I told you I was going to make 
it if I could. I didn’t get here for the wedding, but I did get here for 
this service. And it was worth the effort. I don’t know when I’ve been 
so deeply touched as I was when I saw the procession moving up the 
aisle of this church, with Riccardo Tramonte and his bride both in it. 
I congratulate you, Mrs. d’Alvery—on your son-in-law and on ymr 
daughter.” 

“Mr. Goldenberg,” Merry said, and stopped. People were hurryiig 
past them, but at any moment son^cone might pause and intern pt 
them. The band had already resumed its activities. It was playi ig 
“My Country ’Tis of Thee,” in jazz. No time and no place could hs vt 
been more inappropriate for an important statement. “Mabel did I’t 
stay,” Merry ended lamely. “She didn’t fit in. So I had to send 1 er 
back, the same day we got here.” 

“Yes, I heard. I hope you don’t m nd too much.” 

“No, I don’t mind too much- I realized she was an outsider. I 
realize I am, too.” 

“Well, that’s more serious. You d have to do something abc at 
that, won’t you.?” 

“Yes. I’ll have to stay. I’ll have to learn how to fit in again. Because 
I’m—” Suddenly the words came wiih a rush. “I find I’m wanted and 
needed here, Mr. Goldenberg. I’ve got to be with my own people. I 
can’t go back to New York.” 

“I knew you never would. Merry,” he said gendy. 


CHAPTER LI 

Madame d’Alvery herself suggested having the party, early in the 
summer after Sybelle was married. 

It was so long since they had given one, she said, that they would 
forget how if they did not do it presently. Of course it would 
not be the kind of party they used to have at Belle Heloise—the 
service and the foodstuffs were both lacking for that, not to mention 
the masculine company needed to enliven any festivity. But the cat/e 
still contained a few fine old wines, and, thank God, coffee rationing 
at least was a thing of the past—that had been a hardship while it 
lasted, not having it served nine times a dayl The supply of festive 
linen was still adequate too, thanks to the way brides were outfitted in 
Madame d’Alvery ’s youth and her mother’s and her grandmother’s; 
the less said about present-day trousseaux the better, especially as 
neither Cresside nor Sybelle had given the family any time for prep¬ 
aration, and this unseemly haste, added to current shortages, naturally 



complicated a situation which she had been powerless to improve. 
For the party they would use one of her own damask tablecloths, 
monogrammed by the nuns. She had always thought that old silver 
looked especially well on plain damask, and certainly there was plenty 
of silver; there had been no pilfering Yankees in this war. As for the 
best porcelain, she had found most of that still unbroken when she 
last counted the plates, though some of it had been chipped, betraying 
the carelessness in handling that one must expect, now that Selah was 
no longer on hand to take care of it. But still, enough of the Sevres 
service . . . She realized that the supply of flowers was low right 
now, but snow-on-the-mountains and Indian shot made an effective 
combination and there were still a few roses. Besides, they might even 
break off some branches of the luxuriant crepe myrtle for such an 
occasion, though usually she was opposed to taking anything from 
a tree . . . 

“Do you think anyone is in the mood for a party, these days, 
Madame Mere?” Merry asked. “I don’t. I know I’m not.” 

“No. But perhaps the mood would change. There would be na 
harm in trying.” 

“I don’t know just what we’d serve at a party, either.” 

“My dear Merry, if you’ll forgive me for saying so, you sounded 
very like your mother at that moment, instead of like yourself. I 
always used to admire your resourcefulness very much. I hope you 
have'^not lost it, during your protracted sojourn in large cities.” 
Merry flushed slightly and Madame d’Alvery continued with assur¬ 
ance. “I do not think anyone has ever left Belle Heloise hungry yet 
and I do not think anyone ever will. We have every sort of fowl on 
the place and every sort of vegetable. We have butter and cream and 
eggs. Not that this is any special credit to us. Persons who live on 
plantations and do not have all that, should blame only themselves. 
On the other hand, I feel that guests who could not be satisfied with 
what we can offer would be very captious, under all the circum¬ 
stances.” 

“We haven’t any sugar,” Merry said rather heatedly. “At least, we 
haven’t any except the canning sugar, and we haven’t a right to use 
that for a party.” 

“I agree with you, my dear Merry, and if the sugar situation were 
not so tragic, it would be humorous. When I think of the acres of 
over-quota cane Gervais was forced to destroy, when I think of the 
supplies, even from what we were allowed to produce, that were 
permitted to spoil in warehouses, because Yankees cannot be taught 
that sugar is a perishable commodity, it makes my blood boil But 
surely we can squeeze out enough sugar for the coffee, and if not, 
Cresside will come to our rescue. I am afraid the real difficulty lies 
less with the commodities at our command than with your own dis¬ 
inclination for any kind of a celebration. Merry.” 

Madame d’Alvery bad hit uncomfortably close to the mark and for 
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a moment Merry was silent. She was not content to know that from 
latest olSScial reports Gervais was recuperating satisfactorily from his. 
wounds, that he had been awarded the Purple Heart, that before long 
he would be sent home, and that when he came he would cpme to 
stay. She needed to see him and feel him in the flesh, she needed to 
pour out her heart to him, bridging all the years of their separation, 
before she would be appeased. And until appeasement came, there 
could be no rejoicing either. But she tried, after gathering her forces, 
to answer with renewed spiri ; recognizing that the antagonism 
between her mother-in-law and lierself had never before been sc great, 
or with so much reason, she declined to countenance it by l owing 
before it. 

“When do you want to have this celebration, Madame Ma r? On 
the Fourth of July?” 

“Certainly not. I do not see my reason why we should cc ;ebrate 
the fall of Vicksburg, merely because professional politicians ike to 
proclaim that there is no longer any North or any South or ai y East 
or any West.” 

For the first time in many months. Merry burst out lai ghing,. 
heartily and spontaneously. Fler mother-in-law regarded her some¬ 
what superciliously until she recognized that Merry’s objections to the 
party had been dissipated by this unforced and unfeigned evidence 
of gaiety. Then her own expression relaxed and she smiled in her 
turn. 

“Now, not very originally, you will call me the last surviving 
unreconstructed rebel, I suppose,” she said, still speaking rather loftily. 
“And remind me that persons, even in the South, think of the Fourth 
of July in connection with the Declaration of Independence, and not 
in connection with the fall of Vicksburg. However, since we seem 
to be exchanging reminders, let me recall to you the fact that to this 
day Vicksburg has never celebrated the so-called Glorious Fourth and 
I am not ashamed that I am still in sympathy with my kinsfolk there. 
Let us have the party on either the third or the fifth. Merry, and let 
us consider it a celebration of Gervais’ wonderful escape and extraor¬ 
dinary progress towards recovery, and of the recognition his bravery 
has received. Suppose we start making out our guest list immediately.” 

It appeared that, after all, the celebration Madame d’Alvery had in 
mind did not run to large proportions. She wanted to ask Cresside 
and Frances Belle and Sybelle, all of whom she accused of neglecting 
her on account-of their personal preoccupations, which she admitted 
was excusable in Sybelle’s case but not in the others’. She also wanted 
to invite Mrs. Prescott and Susannah, whom she had not seen in a 
long time. She did not approve of the lengths to which Vail’s court¬ 
ship, which had begun so auspiciously, had now been prolonged. She 
felt as if there were some mystery about the procrastination, and she 
thought, if she could see the Prcscotts, she might get to the bottom 
of the matter; she assumed they must have enough gasoline to make 
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at (east one trip from New Roads to Belle Heloise. Furthermore, she 
wished to ask Mrs. Harvey Lawrason, to whom she had taken a great 
and unexpected liking, and whom she called by her first name, which 
was Pearl. She had no other suggestions. She would be glad to have 
some from Merry, if her daughter-in-law had anyone else in mind. 
Naturally she expected that Miss Mittie and Mrs. Randall would join 
them; and she would be glad to have Fabian and Mr. Prescott also, 
though since they would be the only gentlemen, perhaps they would 
prefer not to come. . . . 

‘Tunt O’Malley might be in town. He is, about once in ten days, 
you know.” 

“Punt O’Malley.?” 

“Yes. The master of the McDougall, Frances Belle’s boy friend. 
And of course Joyeuse always has cohorts she can call in.” 

“I am not interested in Punt O’Malley, or in the cohorts, as you 
call them, around Joyeuse.” 

“Well, you weren’t interested in Rick either, you know, and now 
you admit-” 

“I really do not care to discuss this any longer at present. Merry. 
I find I am rather tired. We will have a dove party, and I shall be 
glad to have you add two or three more ladies, if you would care to. 
We will have Creole gumbo, and roast duck with pecan dressing 
and kumquat preserves, and rice and okra and green corn with 
peppers)* and an aspic salad, and fresh peach ice cream, sweetened 
with saccharine. As I said before, I do not think that anyone will leave 
the table hungry.” 

There was certainly no evidence that anyone had. In fact, as the 
group moved from the dining room to the parlor, there was con¬ 
siderable murmuring about the folly of having eaten so much, even 
under great temptation. Mrs. Lawrason asked whether anyone would 
mind if she went into the Garden Room and removed her corset, 
a remark which was surprising to Madame d’Alvery, because she 
would not have expected a lady to make such a suggestion, and 
equally so to all the younger persons present, because none of them 
dreamed that such garments were still in existence, outside of 
museums. By the time Pearl returned to the parlor looking a little 
bulgy, but greatly relieved, the others were all grouped companion- 
ably, some smoking, some knitting, and one or two with tall glasses 
in easy reach. The effortless, inconsequential conversation, begun at 
the supper table, was still going on. 

“I’d Uke to hear more about Colonel d’Alvery, Merry, if you’ll tell 
me,” Pearl said, drawing up the only vacant armchair and looking 
about for an ash tray. “Perhaps all the rest of you know the whole 
story already, but there was so little in the papers-” 

“Well, you do know that he volunteered to go in with the Eighty* 
accond Airborne Division on D-Day.” 
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“Yes, but Fm not sure why.” 

“Fm not sure myself. But Fabian says he thinks the reason so many 
military government people were sent in with the invasion troops was 
because there was so much uncertainty about De Gaulle’s tempera¬ 
mental marches and countermarches. According to Fabian’s theory, 
Eisenhower wanted the issue of who was running what a fait accompli 
before any fuss could be raised.” 

“Sounds sensible to me. And then the plane he was in- 

“It was a glider. The plane tliat was towing it was shot dov m and 
the glider crash-landed behind t le German lines. Gcrvais was turt in 
the crash. But of course you kn ^w that too.” 

“I know he was wounded, 1 ut someone told me it was I t who 
organized the survivors and got them back to the American ines. I 
mean forward to the American lines. Well, anyway, through to safety. 
So he wasn’t badly hurt, was he ? I mean, he couldn’t have do. e that 
if he had been-” 

“He broke his left arm and three ribs. And he had what’s c lied a 
spinal concussion. I’d never hec rd about that before, so I had to ask 
our new family physician. Dr. Jt nnings, to explain it to me. Of course 
we’ll never feel he’s infallible, the way we felt about goed old 
Dr. Champagne; but I suppose he knows what he’s talking ab«)ut, in 
a case like this. It seems.that with a spinal concussion several hours 
elapse between the actual injury and the first signs of it. Then there’s 
bound to be a collapse. However, Gervais didn’t give out till everyone 
in his party was safe.” 

“Aren’t you terribly proud of him?” 

“Of course Fm terribly proud of him,” Merry answered quietly. 
But her heart was not so quiet. It pounded as she said to herself: 
If I only knew how badly hurt he really is. Dr, Jennings says there 
are no serious aftereffects to a spinal concussion, that a patient's usually 
all right again in a few days, unless there are other complications. Of 
course we know there were the broken ribs and the broken arm this 
time, but we don't know that was all, Fm so afraid there may be other 
complications too. I'm worried on Gervais^ account, and Tm worried 
on my own. I wouldn’t be quite so much worried, if I only knew 
there'd be a chance to make up for these years we've lost through my 
fault. Til try to think of all the reasons I have to be proud instead of 
all the reasons 1 have to worry. I don't need to think of fust what he 
did on D-Day. That was enough. Lord knows. But he needn't ever 
have asked for a transfer to Charlottesville, he need never have gone 
overseas. He could have stayed in New Orleans as well as not. And 
he wouldn't. I've got that to be proud of, first of all. And I don't sup¬ 
pose he had to go into Sicily with the assault troops either. I'm sure he 
could have managed to stay in Africa longer, if he'd tried. He needn't 
have lived in the fields for weeks, camping in olive groves or anywhere 
he could. I've got that to be proud of, too. He wasn't a combat officer; 
he was a military government officer. He could have played safe, at 
• . 675 



least fairly safe, I don't suppose he would have been safe from disease, 
ever, I suppose he was bound to catch something, in the filth of those 
Sicilian towns where he finally went to do his own job, I suppose he 
was bound to be sent bac\ to Africa for hospitalization, to be f^ept 
there weehj and weeks. And I didn't write to him then, I didn't send 
him a word that would cheer him through his long illness, I don't 
see how he can ever forgive me. There's no reason why he should. 
And now perhaps I'll never have a chance to tell him I'm sorry. Per- 
haps the next telegram that comes in will say - 

“He was attached to the General Staff Corps, in England, before 
the Norman invasion, wasn’t he?” she heard Pearl Lawrason asking, 
still eagerly; and Merry answered, again quietly, “Yes, he went straight 
to England after he was discharged from the hospital in Oran. He 
said the English spring was beautiful . . •” But that wasn't in a letter 
to me, she added to herself. That was in a letter to his mother. It 
might have been my letter, and it wasn't, 1 didn't get a letter until he 
was in a base hospital in France, after I finally wrote him that 1 was 
back at Belle Heloise, There were so many things he might have said 
in that letter, at least if he'd been able to write, and he didn't say any 
of them. He didn't say if a woman stayed away from her husband for 
eight years, she might as well stay away forever. He didn't remind me 
that I'd been the one to talk dboiit heartlessness in the first place, and 
that it was his turn now. He didn't ask promotion and his medal 
were alii cared about. He just said: “IVe got something to get well 
for, honey, now that I know you’ll be waiting for me when I get home, 
that I won’t come back to an empty room.” . . . Dear Lord, if 1 only 
knew how much longer the room was going to be empty, because he 
isn't in it. Her heart was pounding almost insufferably by this time 
and it had swelled so that it expanded far beyond its proper place. 
But somehow she managed to speak quietly once more. 

“It’s nice of you to be so interested. Pearl. But we mustn’t talk 
about Gervais all the time- Especially since this is an old story to 
everyone but you, as you said yourself- What did you hear from 
Harvey last?” 

“Oh, he’s in Iran. India was just a way station,” Pearl volunteered, 
so promptly that Merry knew that she should have asked sooner, that 
she should not have allowed her own thoughts to absorb her so 
completely. “I didn’t know for a long time though. I finally wrote him 
that I could have sailed halfway around the world since I’d heard from 
him, and of course that’s exactly what he’s done himself—than 
halfway around! On the whole he’s been pretty good about giving me 
hints too. In one letter, written after he left Rio, he said, ‘If it wasn’t 
for hope we’d be pretty well lost,’ and then I knew he’d been around 
the Cape. He must be somewhere near Basra r^ow. You know the sup¬ 
ply route for munitions and food to Russia runs from the Persian Gulf 
to the Caspian Sea. When his company got to wherever it is they are, 
the English were running through three trains a week, on the one 
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railroad. Now they’re running through fifteen a day. I’ll tell the world 
that’s some difference.” 

^I’ll say it is!” Cresside exclaimed heartily. 

“Yes, and they have an assembly plant for trucks, too. Those supple¬ 
ment the railroad. It’s terribly interesting work. Harvey’s crazy about 
it. And wouldn’t you know, he gets in quite a little hunting c n the 
side, too? He says the hunting’s wonderful along the river b( ds in 
the Persian mountains. There are wolves and jaguars and foxei and 
boars. Once when he and some other hunters followed their game 
down to the plains, they found the natives trying to drive th( wild 
boar off their rice fields with st cks. They didn’t have anythin { else 
to do it with. So they were awfui y glad to see the Americans. P arvey 
and his friends shot any number i f wild boars that day. But he sa ^s the 
best sport of all is the gazelle hunting. He’s seen as many a two 
or three thousand gazelles grazir ^ at the same time and-” 

She stopped suddenly. Here : he had been running on aboi t the 
hunting in Iran, and she ought t» have remembered that the las- time 
Harvey and Colonel d’Alvcry we it hunting together was the da) poor 
little Franchot shot the deer by accident. She ought to have talked 
about something else, when Merry asked her to tell this group of 
women what she’d heard from Harvey. But she had thought cf the 
wild boars overrunning the rice fields and the great herds of gazelles 
grazing freely on the highlands as thrilling and exotic; she had not 
thought of the tragic memories her stories might evoke. Fm a damn 
fool, she said to herself, thankful that the conversation was so general 
that she did not need to say anything aloud just then. But she con¬ 
tinued to reproach herself. 1 ought to have told them instead that the 
thermometer goes up to a hundred and seventy in the shade at Basra, 
or wherever it is Harvey's stationed, and we thin\ it's hot here tv hen 
it goes over ninety. We sit in a lovely dim dining room and still we 
tal\ about how hot we are. And Harvey's assembling trucks and load^ 
ing trains, right out in that desert sun. We have juleps before dinner 
in silver goblets, coated so thic\ that you can scrape the frost off with 
your fingernail, and champagne comes out of a silver cooler so cold 
that the bubbles sting when they hit your tongue. And Harvey didn't 
have any ice at all for a long time after he left home, and then only 
a little, that couldn't be put in anything he dran\ because it was made 
from water coming out of infected streams. All he could do was to 
pacJ{^ bottles in it, so that the beer inside wouldn't be lukewarm. He 
doesn't have any water even to wash with; in all that terrible heat, 
he cant take a bath from one month's end to another, These women 
who've all had baths before they came hei’e, who dran\ juleps before 
dinner and champagne afterwards, don't want to hear about things 
like thatl They've had 4 ^ wonderful dinner too. How can I tell them 
the only fresh meat Harvey gets is bought from open shops where the 
lambs are strung up by their legs as soon as they've been killed, with 
their wool still on and the blood still pouring out of them? Presently 
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the flies gather on them, so thic\ the tuooVs covered, and they loo\ 
blac\ instead of white. How could I talf^ about things lt\e that? I 
couldn'tl So I tried to tell them something that wouldnt disgust them^ 
Besides, I couldn't tell them Harve/d been awarded the Purple Heart, 
and it made me mad to thin\ Merry d'Alvery felt she had so much 
more to brag about than 1 did. So I told them the best story I could and 
now . . • 

“Those gazelles must have been a beautiful sight, Pearl,” Crcsside 
was saying. “Fabian’s always wanted to go to Iran and take me— 
Persia, he still calls it, of course. You’ve been there, haven’t you, Mrs, 
Prescott?” 

“Oh yes,” Mrs. Prescott replied, in a tone that inferred she had been 
everywhere. Then she began to talk about the wonderful opportunity 
she had enjoyed in seeing the ruins of Persepolis, but Pearl did not 
pay much attention to her. Instead she looked gratefully at Cresside, 
and Crcsside returned the smile. She wanted to be reassured, Cresside 
said to herself. Poor Pearll She was afraid she d blurted out the wrong 
thing, and she was worrying over that. If she things of me at all in 
connection with this war, she says to herself: “There’s a woman whose 
husband’s a cripple, who can’t fight and whose only child’s a young 
daughter, right here in the room with her.” She doesn't \now about 
Vail. She doesn't \now I have a letter he wrote me on D-Day, tucked 
inside my dress this minute, but that I haven't heard a word from him 
since. If was just like Vail to write me a letter on D-Day and the letter 
was just like him, too. 

“Dear Auntie: 

Everything is going well and according to plan. Don’t 
worry about me because I’m fine and expect to stay so. 

As ever, 

Vail.” 

He didn't say: “If you nevci hear from me again, this’ll show you I 
was thinking about you right up to the last.” Vail never says things 
li\e that. Why, even the day he left, he didn't say, “I know you’re my 
mother,” He \new he musn't. He only said: “I’ve always wished you 
were my mother.” He isn't ashamed, so 1 don't have to be, any longer. 
I don't \now how he found out and 1 don't care. I'm not afraid any 
longer either. I'm too happy because he said what he did to be ashamed 
or afraid either. He says just the' right thing, always, neither too much 
nor too little. He isn't taciturn, like Gervais claims he is. A. boy who is 
taciturn wouldn't have written at all. A boy would have had a sure- 
enough excuse, not writing on D-Day to anyone. Certainly not to his 
—Aunt. But Vail did write. He wrote on D-Day and the letter came 
through very fast. But nothing has come through since. And no one 
in the family has even thought that was anything to worry about, 
except of course Fabian, who understands, and Sybelle, who doesn't 
understand but who loves Vail very much herself. Everyone else is 
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thinJ^ng about Gervais and his wounds and his medal . . . No, Vm 
wrong, Frances Belle isnt thinking about Gervais and his wounds 
and his medal. She s thinking of that red-headed frec\led young pilot 
who's towing bun\er fuels and aviation gasoline for the Army and 
Navy to the ships in New Orleans Harbor. . . . 

The great clock in the hall struck sonorously, and immediately 
afterwards the silly gilt timepiece under the silene on the mantdpiecc 
tinkled out its tune and for a moment the guests were silent, lis ;ening 
to this. It was only nine o’clock now. Supper had been early, )ut of 
consideration for Creassy and D nah and Lethe, who were not much 
pleased about the party anyway. But glancing at her daughter, C esside 
knew that Frances Belle, in spi e of her surface civility, was i .ready 
restless, that she was counting the hours until she could sec Punt 
O’Malley again. Frances Belle ioesnt \now how fortunate he is, 
either, Cressidc thought. She's resentful of evay minute tha: she's 
separated from Punt, though she \nows he s coming hac\ to ht ^, safe 
and sound, that shell see him every few days. She isn't thin\ ng of 
wasted years, li}{e Merry. She isn't self-conscious about sayit g the 
wrong thing or jealous of anyone else's fame, li^e Pearl. She isn t con¬ 
sumed with secret anxiety, lif{e me. . . , 

It was true that Frances Belle was not consumed with aiixiety. 
Instead, she was listening to the chugging sound of a boat going down 
the river, waiting for it to whistle as it rounded the point beyond the 
batture, and grappling with her first great temptation. She was trying 
to tell herself that Punt hadn’t really asl^ed her to join the waves or 
the Wacs. Fie had only said that perhaps, as long as he hadn’t been 
able to get into the war, they might be glad some day if she found she 
could and did; that wdien their children started asking them what they 
had done, they might be ashamed if neither of them could say . . • 
Oh, of course he was delivering high-octane gas for planes, he was in 
an essential industry. If he’d been forty-eight instead of twenty-eight, 
he wouldn’t have minded—that is, he supposed he wouldn’t have. 
And he knew Frances Belle was giving blood regularly and working at 
the USO, and that would have been enough, too, if she had been forty 
instead of twenty. But as it was, he thought maybe some day their kids 
would think it was queer, and that they themselves would be sort of 
ashamed, or anyway embarrassed, trying to explain. • . • 

/ see what he means, Frances Belle was saying to herself, almost 
petulantly, her ears cocked to catch the boat’s whistle, which would 
sound any moment now. At first 1 tried to pretend I didn't, but Punt 
looked at me, that straight way he has, and 1 was ashamed right then. 
Because I did understand. 1 do. But I don't want to join the waves or 
the WAGS either. I don't want to be in a camp with hundreds of other 
girls. I want to be at home with Mummy and Daddy, until I can be 
with Punt. I'm sure they want me at home — they'd be all alone if I 
went off and left them. Anyhow I don't want to go off somewhere 
on the other side of the world among strangers. I just want to go 

679 



Jlown the river with my sweetheart, the way he^s promised I should 
some day. I want to stand in the pilot house when he*s at the wheel 
4 ind loo\ down on it. The others may be satisfied to loo\ at the River 
Road, but Vm not. Even the peddlers don't travel on the River Road 
4iny more. Nobody uses it to go between here and New Orleans — 
everyone ta\es the Airline. Except for the few cars coming here and 
to Hathaway and to HacJ^berry, you never see anything but the school 
bus and a truc\ now and then and old rattletraps filled with Negroes, 
until you get below Burnside. But it's just the opposite with the river. 
It's crowded with craft of every hind, the way grand mere said it was 
when she was a girl, but there core more hinds now: old stern-wheelers, 
pressed bac\ into service; big new ones with huge, powerful engines; 
long low cargo boats, fleets of tugs to push the steel barges, towboats 
li\e Punt's. Yes, even submarines built up-river, trussed in wooden 
cradles and floated all the way from Lahe Michigan to the Gulf. 
Cargoes are coming to New Orleans all the way from Minneapolis, 
from Cincinnati, from Louisville and Memphis: coal and iron, cotton 
and grain, oil and steel and flour. They're passing right by the house 
this minute. The railroads can't handle all these and send them on their 
way to war—the railroads or the old highways. But the river can. It 
Aoes • • • • * 

Frances Belle could tell from the sounds she heard that one boat 
had now rounded the point and that another was coming. So she 
went on listening while the others continued to talk. She didn’t like 
fitting in her grandmother’s parlor, straining her ears for the chugging 
and whistling of a boat she couldn’t even see. She wanted to be aboard 
one, looking down on the river which bad drowsed for so long, but 
which had wakened to new life with the war. / want to see it for 
myself, the way Punt's made me see it at every season in every sort of 
weather. I want to see it with the sun shining on it, and I want to see 
it with the fog stealing over it, even though 1 \now fog's its worst 
enemy, worse than high water or high wind. Because you can still see 
when there's a flood or a hurricane, but you can't when there's a fog. 
Punt explained that. “When the visibility’s zero, kid, there’s not a 
thing you can do but make for shore with your compass and your 
whistle. The whistle comes echoing back to you from the bank and 
you can judge the distance by the sound of the echo. It sounds one way 
when you’re near the bank and another way when you’re far from it. 
You don’t see how I can tell the difference.? Gosh, that’s easy! I can’t 
remember when I couldn’t. But then I was just a kid whenJ first went 
on the river. You have to be a deckhand three years before you’re 
even eligible for a pilot’s license, and some men can’t make the grade 
then. We’ve got college graduates on the McDougall right now that 
arc still deckhands, that couldn’t ever learn to pilot a boat no matter 
how hard they tried nor how long. Then again we’ve got others who 
never went beyond the fourth grade, but they’re wizards when it 
comes to handling a wheel • . . Well, anyway, after you’ve been 
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a deckhand for three years, if the Master and the chief engineer will 
sign your application, you can take an exam; and if you pass it, youVe 
issued a second-class pilot’s license. You hold that for a year, and then, 
if you’re good enough, you get to be a steersman; you’re put in diargc 
of the wheel. Finally after another year, if you’re still doing all right, 
you can qualify as a full-fledged pilot. So it takes five years at least 
to do that. Hell, if you couldn’t learn to guess how far you were from 
shore, by the sound of an echo, in five years, you never coulc, and 
I’ve been doing it for eight.” 

I don't want to be a wag or n wave, Frances Belle repeated stub¬ 
bornly to herself. I want to stand beside Punt listening to that echo, 
and see if I can learn to tell how jar we are from shore, I want t ■ hear 
a whirlwind coming, too. Punt saj s you can hear it a long way oi , that 
it sounds li\e a herd of cattle on the run, and that when a pilot hears 
that sound, he puts into shore as ^ast as he can, I don't hjiow w, ether 
I want to see a flood. Punt says it's a terrible sight when you e up 
twenty feet or more above the land beyond the levee, and loo\ iown 
on the plantations and towns or the other side of it. He says it's a 
terrible feeling if you thin\ what would happen if you lost cont rol of 
your boat and went right through the levee and hit all those louses 
and churches and people and cattle. He says sometimes you can hardly 
bear to loo\ at it, sometimes you can hardly bear to thin\ of it. But 
you have to. That's part of being a pilot. So I reckon a pilot's sweet¬ 
heart could stand it too. I'm sure a pilot's wife could, I could stand 
anything if I could only have Punt for my husband. But if 1 have to 
be a WAG and go off to the other side of the world, away from him, 
then 1 couldn't bear it, thinking there might be a flood while 1 was 
gone and he might lose control of his boat and go through the levee 
and hill people and }{noc\ down houses. If he really loved me he 
wouldn't as\ me to be a wave or a wag. Ho, that isn't fair. If he didn't 
really love me he wouldn't care whether our children would be 
ashamed of us some day. But perhaps we wouldn't ever have any 
children, 1 don't thin\ 1 care much whether we do or not, if I can 
have Punt, 1 hjiow I wouldn't want to have one right away, li\e Syb 
is going to and li\e Aunt Merry did. I'd rather be fiJ^e Mummy, 1 
wasn't born until after she and Daddy had been married a year and a 
half. And then they never had another. But Punt sayi “our children,” 
so I reckon he wants to have several and he doesn't want them to be 
ashamed, ... | 

/ wonder if Mr, Reynaud wouldn't let me go on t^e ^'McDougalV' 
right now, without waiting for the war to be over akd all. Punt'll be 
bac\ tomorrow, I'm going to as\ him then, I'm goirw to say: “Punt, 
let’s get married and go down the river together. You jknow that room 
of yours you told me about all nicely furnished up onl the Texas, way 
off from the crew’s quarters? Couldn’t we have thali room for ours. 
Punt? I’d stay with you in the pilot house while you t0ok your watch. 
I’m glad you still do that, even though you’re the\Master now. I 
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wouldn’t talk to you or bother you, but we’d look at the lights together 
—^the ones beyond the levee and the ones on the river you said looked 
like stars, and at the real stars, too. There wouldn’t be any fog that 
night, I know there wouldn’t, or high water or high wind. It would 
be calm and beautiful and after your watch was over, we’d go to bed. 
And when we got to New Orleans you’d tell me about the different 
kinds of lights in the harbor—^you’d show me which were the channel 
lights and which were the lights on the other boats that were navigat- 
* ing and 6n the boats that were tied up along the shore. They must be 
a beautiful sight, Punt, all those boats that are in New Orleans Harbor 
now, more than there ever were before—the men of war and the Lib¬ 
erty ships and the big French carrier that’s in for repairs, the freighters 
and tankers, the towboats and harbor tugs and ferries too. I want to 
see them, moving back and forth across the dark waters, all lighted 
up, and lying at anchor too, on both sides of the river—our river. I 
want to hear the sound of the cranes on the ships being loaded, and 
the men singing and shouting while they work. I could go ashore after 
we got there, and wait for you, at the Pontalba, while the cargo was 
being discharged, if I were in the way. And then afterwards we would 
still have time to go to dinner at Antoine’s, or just sit in Jackson Square 
for a while. Anything, so long as I could do it with you. Please, Punt, 
don’t let’s talk any longer about my being a wave or a wac. Let’s talk 
about having our honeymoon on the McDougalL I have just as much 
right t<5 a honeymoon as Syb. And I’m not going to wait as long for 
mine as she did. I won’t. I can’t. I want to marry you, Punt, I wish I 
■ could marry you this very night. I can’t stand it, staying in this Istuffy 
parlor with all these dumb women who don’t know how I feel, who 
just sit here smoking and knitting and jabbering about nothing!” 

She could hear another boat now, not chugging or whistling, but 
puffing laboriously, as if it were having hard work to prevail against 
the current. I can tell whether boats are coining upstream or going 
downstream already, she thought. If I can do that, I can learn about 
echoes too. She pushed back her chair and rose, betraying to everyone 
the restlessness which Cresside had so long divined. Sybelle, who was 
not knitting gray socks but a pink baby blanket, looked up at her 
cousin with a questioning smile. 

“Where are you going, Frances Belle?” 

“Out on the jUpper gallery. I want to look at the boats passing by.” 

“You can’t ste anything but the funnels. As a matter of fact, the 
foliage is so heavy now, you can hardly sec those.” 

“I dcMi’t care. I’ll see what I can.” 

“You want me to come with you?” 

“No, I feel like being alone for a while. But thanks, just the same.” 

That girl is no better mannered than she ever was, Mrs. Prescott said 
to herself. But, Sybelle understood Frances Belle’s mood and was not 
offended by it After \cr cousin had left the room, she looked down 
again at the yrool in her hands^ her smile deepening. She was not 
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worrying about Rick just then. He was still on Bougainville, but it 
had been relatively quiet there since the Japs had failed in the all-out 
drive which they opened in March, hoping to throw the Americans 
off the island. After his brief leave, Rick had been transferred; from 
the Infantry to the General Staff Corps. Now the operational officer 
had returned to the States on longer leave than Rick had been given, 
and Rick had assumed the full duties of the office, which he was junply 
qualified to fill. The wording of his citation, announcing that h: had 
been awarded the Bronze Star, w is proof positive of this. Sybelle knew 
every word of this citation by heart, and she repeated it sof ly to 
herself now, as she knitted and purled the pink wool: 

“Riccardo Tramonte, Major, Infantry, United States Army, f« r the 
performances of meritorious ser\ices at New Georgia and Boi gain- 
ville, Solomon Islands. During t ie preparatory training and a mbat 
action of both campaigns. Major Tramonte distinguished hims If by 
a keen knowledge of the train ng methods required and su >erior 
tactical judgment which enabled aim to make sound recommend tions 
to the sector commander. His sound advice was based on per sonal 
reconnaissance into enemy terriu ry, during which he was exposed to 
hostile observation and fire. His thorough plan for quickly reorgar izing 
to repel further enemy attacks at Bougainville enabled unit com¬ 
manders successfully to re-form their units only a few hours after the 
initial Japanese assault waves had been annihilated.’' 

Fm so much luckier than Mother, Sybelle said to herself. She'll never 
be able to thin\ of Dad's decoration except in connection with his 
wounds. And Ric\ never got so much as a scratch all the time he was 
exposed to hostile observation and fire, Im sure his mother's right. 
I'm sure he's under some special protection. She things it's St, Amico 
and I thinks it's God's very own. But what does it matter, as long as he 
has it? If he hadn't, he couldn't have come bac\ here last spring. We 
couldn't have been married, we couldn't have had that perfect month 
together, 1 wouldn't be waiting for my baby now. She continued to 
look down at the pink blanket and soon the smile which at first had 
merely curved her lips wreathed her whole face. 

“How’s the house getting on, Syb.?” Susannah aske4. “We saw the 
most remarkable change as we went by.” Susannah had noticed the 
change at Hathaway, from the distance of the River Road, but she 
didn’t seem to notice the pink blanket, though she wap sitting within 
a few feet of it. Sybelle had hard work not to answer cpntemptuously; 
after all, the house mattered so little in comparison ^\|ith the baby. 

“Just fine! Of course everyone told me I wouldn’t be kble to get very 
far, trying to restore it right now. As a matter of fact, I Ididn’t even try 
to restore the wing the Tremaines used. It was all falnng apart, so I 
had what was left of it torn down. It was just an addition, anyway, 
that spoiled the lines of the original building, and we [didn’t need all 
that extra space. I’m furnishing that great empty White Ball Room 
to use as a double drawing room, and it’s going to be lively. I started 
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out with that but now Fve got all the ground floor rooms pretty well 
organized and IVe made a good beginning upstairs. I did get dis¬ 
couraged at first, going into store after store, and having one snooty 
clerk after another ask me didn’t I know there was a war on. Seven 
clerks asked me that, all in one day. I counted. The seventh time it was 
just too much. I said, ‘Yes, I do know there’s a war on. My father’s 
in it and both my brothers and my husband. How many members 
of your family are in it?’ The clerk stared at me in dumb amazement 
and mumbled something and then wandered off. But I walked after 
her. ‘I’m going to have our own home ready for my husband when 
he comes back, too,’ I said. ‘I’m going to make it just as attractive as 
I know how, and I’m not depending on any essential war materials 
to do that, cither. I’m going to have it ready for my baby, too. You’re 
not carrying a soldier’s baby by any chance, are you’?” 

The others in the room were all staring at Sybelle in astonishment 
now. They had always thought she was lovely to look at, and they 
had always admired her amiable disposition; but they had never cred¬ 
ited her with much spirit. The statement that she had so vigorously 
arraigned an offending salesgirl was startling to them. Besides, this was 
the first that Pearl and the Prescotts had heard of the expected baby, 
and as Sybelle had proclaimed her condition before it proclaimed her, 
this revelation was rather startling also. 

“The^clerk scuttled away like a rabbit after that,” Sybelle contin¬ 
ued. ‘T think she went to the rest room and stayed there all afternoon. 
, Anyhow, I didn’t see her again, and I was in the store for another hour 
or so. But I haven’t been back there and I’m not going back. I’m not 
going to any of the stores where they asked me if I knew there was a 
war on. I’m going back to the ones that did the best they could for 
me, pleasantly, and acted as if they were sorry they couldn’t do more. 
I’ve bought a good many things that way. My faiher-in-law told me 
to get everything I wanted and send the bills to him. I knew he meant 
it so I’ve done it. He’s been a lot of help to me in other ways, too. I 
believe he knows every carpenter and mason and plumber in the 
Parish. Anyway, he’s dug up all kinds of mechanics for me. They’re 
mostly old or disabled and they don’t work very fast, but they’re get¬ 
ting things done by degrees. I think Rick will see quite a change 
when he comes back the next time, at least in the house and garden. 
I’m not trying to do anything with the factory or the fields yet. I’m 
waiting for Vail to help me 'with those. It’s our idea—^Rick’s and 
Vail’s and mine—that Hathaway and Belle Heloise ought to be run 
as one plantation, eventually. It can be done a lot more efficiently that 
way. I wonder why no one ever thought of it before.” 

Someone did thin\ of that before, my dear child, I thought of it, 
and my neighbor, Mrs, Hathaway, thought of it. We planned an 
alliance between my son and her daughter; but her daughter stole my 
daughter's sweetheart, and my son went to St, Napoleon Street for his 
wife. So all our plans came to nothing, and that was a bitter pill for 
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me to swallow. Now youve married the son of an Italian peddler, 
who*s the only man we \now rich enough to restore Hathaway— 
except p^haps Felix Goldenberg, and it wasn't Hathaway that inters- 
ested him. And you're planning to run it with the help of Vail 
d'Alvery, whom you boast about as your '^litter brother'/ and who 
tsn t your brother at all, though you never found that out and never 
will. He isn't really the heir to Belle Heloise either; if it weren't 
for Fabian, he wouldn't have tie right to run it, much less combine 
another plantation with it. Pet haps you thinly that wasn't a tother 
bitter pill for me. While Madame d’Alvery was pondering in th s way 
she looked around with an air of satisfaction remarkable for its s nooth 
deceptiveness and addressed the group at large in an agreeable voice. 

“It is very pleasant to be havi ig a party here again, even the agh it 
lacks the eclat of some of our p *evious gatherings,” she said. ' vVhen 
I was a girl, we had a great m ny balls at Belle Heloise. My father 
always had the first dance with my mother and the second on with 
me; after that he danced once vith each of the ladies present, begin¬ 
ning with the eldest and going on down to the youngest. T1 en he 
retired to the library and stayed there through the remainder bf the 
evening, except for brief interluc es when he returned to admonish the 
colored musicians. Finally, at one o’clock, he came in with a g^ss of 
whiskey in his hand. This was recognized as a nightcap and a signal 
for general departure. I never knew anyone to disregard it. Perhaps 
after the war we can begin having dances here again. Gervais might 
revive some of his grandfather’s customs in regard to those, as he did 
in regard to the celebrations at the end of grinding season. I think he 
would play the part of the old-fashioned host extremely well.” Madame 
d’Alvery paused to smile comprehensively at the ladies she had been 
addressing as a group, and then focused her gaze on Susannah. “We 
shall count on you to come over from New Roads, my dear, when 
we inaugurate such a series,” she said. “You know I have never yet 
seen that beautiful dress of your great-grandmother’s, which my 
daughter and grandson have both described to me so enthusiastically. 
I should like immensely to have you wear it at a ball given here.” 

“Thank you, Madame d’Alvery. I’d like that too,” Susannah an¬ 
swered quietly. My great-grandmother's dress, she said to herself. The 
dress 1 wore when 1 went to the Sugar Festival with Vail, the dress he 
wanted me to wear when 1 married him. Phil wouldn't go to the sugar 
festival. That was the only reason 1 as\ed Vail, because 1 couldn't get 
Phil. And Phil didn't care what I wore when I married him. It didn't 
mean anything to him, one way or another. The marriage didn't mean 
anything to him. Vail's right. It really isn't a marriage. Not just be¬ 
cause Phil and I didn't go upstairs together in that horrible hotel. But 
because it wasn't sanctifie.d, in any sense. A marriage can't be sanctified 
if a girl doesn't trust her husband, if she doesn't respect him. And I 
don't trust Phil or respect him either. How could 1? He's never done 
anything to ma\e me. He just attracted me, he just fascinated me. 
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That docsn*t last, if nothing else goes with it. It hasn*t lasted—that is, 
I don*t thin\ it has. 1 dont thin\, if I saw Phil this minute, it would 
mean anything to me. Therdd be that sparkle in his eyes Tve always 
watched for, there'd be that quir\ to his lips that's always been irre¬ 
sistible. But he wouldn't loo\ me straight in the face, he wouldn't tell 
me the truth when he spoke to me. 1 ought to feel proud because he's 
done so well in the Army. He has done well, almost as well as Ric\ 
and Vail and Colonel d'Alvery and Captain Lawrason. But a girl can't 
go on feeling proud of a man in a personal way if he isn't proud of 
her. If he wants to keep their marriage a secret, if he doesn't want her 
to use his name or live in his home, she ends by thinking about him 
as if he weren't her husband at all, as if he were fust another man she'd 
read about in the paper. I don't want to get any more letters addressed 
to Miss Susannah Prescott, New Roads. It doesn't matter what I see 
inside, because I've seen the outside first. Not that there's much to see 
inside either, or that I've seen anything he's written for a long time. 
I'm glad I haven't . . . 

“How’s Barry Pereira and what’s he doing right now?” she asked, 
turning to Joyeuse. Not that she cared at all. But she didn’t want to 
think about Phil any more, and she felt it might help if she talked 
about someone else. 

“Oh, he’s fine and he’s been on what he calls the banana run ever 
since he went to Mobile and took command of the armed guard on 
that Liberty ship. He gets back to New Orleans every three weeks— 
that’s a lot nicer, of course, than if his ship were in a convoy to Russia, 
gone for eight or nine months at a time. I see quite a lot of him,* this 
way.” Too much, she added to herself. If he only wouldn't pester me 
so, teasing me to marry him, we might have fun together. I'd have time 
to do some of the things he wants to do. I'd make time. Now that I'm 
through college, now that it's the slack season on the plantation, I'm 
not all that busy. But we no sooner get going than he begins again: 
“Joy, look what I’ve brought you. Joy, I wish you wouldn’t act as if 
you thought I had leprosy or something—there’s nothing fatal about 
a little pleasant petting. Joy, I’ve got the license right in my pocket.” 
I don't want his presents. I don't want his kisses, I don't want to be 
married to him, I fust want to have fun. I can't see that Syb's having any 
fun, with that big tumble-down house on her hands and a baby coming 
and Rick over on the other side of the world. I can't see that Pearl 
Lawrason's having any fun, cooped up in that little apartment in the 
Pentagon, not daring to play the field any more, like she^ used to, I 
don't see that Mom's ever had any fun on Belle Heloise. She only 
began to have it after she went to Paris and Buenos Aires and New 
York* Maybe Aunt Cresside's had fun, but she waited a good long 
time before she got married. That's what I'm going to do. I'm not 
going to be swept off my feet by a snappy uniform, no matter whads 
inside it. I'd have to live with that a long while after the war was over. 
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Fm going to be lil^e Sue and have the sense to stay single. She doesnH 
loo\ so well though, at that. She loo}{s as if she had something on her 
mind. Or somebody. Not that I ever thought Vail got very jar ... • 

“My dear Madame d’Alvery, this has been a most delightful ev^ing. 
But Susannah and I have quite a long drive back to New Roads. So 
I’m certain you’ll excuse us if we’re the ones to break up the party. I 
assure you we do it most regretfully.” 

Mrs. Prescott had risen, and was crossing the room in her asual 
poised manner. Everyone else rose too, as she held out her ha id to 
Madame d’Alvery, who spoke ce;emoniously. 

“I’m sorry to have you go. But you must come again soon. Wc have 
been seeing too little of each other lately. By the way, your kin man, 
Charles Boylston, has been kind enough to write me several imes. 
When a lady reaches my age, sl-e takes such an attention as a great 
compliment. He seems to be enj( ying his stay in Scotland very Much. 
Doubtless he has written you about it, too?” 

“Yes, but in very guarded tenns. He is in command of the First 
Air Intransit Depot operating a: some very large air base. I a sume 
that in such a group as this, it is perfectly proper for me to sa; that 
much.’" 

Mrs. Prescott glanced about her, as if to verify the accuracy of her 
statement, and the expression of everyone present seemed to confirm 
her right to confidence. Reassured, she continued in greater detail. 

“He says it is an unforgettable sight when a vast number of planes, 
circling around in the mist overhead, are waiting for Control to give 
the signal which will permit tliem to land. The region where he is 
operating is extremely foggy, and often long delays occur on that 
account. Even officers of the highest rank may be greatly delayed in 
coming down, and as they have already flown the Atlantic, the problem 
of fuel becomes acute. Charles has moments of great anxiety. 

Having said this much, Mrs. Prescott shook hands with Madame 
d’Alvery again and began a tour of the parlor, saying good night to 
each of the others in turn, her progress still marked by aplomb. She 
had almost completed her rounds, when a series of piercing shrieks, 
distant at first, but coming steadily closer, disrupted her ceremonious 
leave-taking. Cresside, who was nearest the door, moved hastily 
towards it, only to collide with Lethe, who charged into the room and 
rushed over to Madame d’Alvery, still screaming. 

“Ah done seen him, Madame! Ah done seen him wid mah own 

eyes!” i t. i ^ 

“Be quiet, Lethe! What do you mean by this unseemly disturbance? 

Go back outside at once. I will come and speak to you in a minute."* 

“Ah doesn’t dare go back outside, Madame. It’s outside Ah done 
see de ghost. Dinah, she done tell me befo’ she hear it, but Ah never 
did believe her till yet. She ain’t never seed it anyways.” 

The woman was trembling uncontrollably. Her fright was obviously 
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genuine. It had swept into the parlor with her, darting insidiously into 
every corner of the tranquil room. Madame d’Alvery spoke again, 
imperiously. 

“I will go out with you, Lethe, and so will some of these ladies. 
Perhaps then we can convince you that you are laboring under a very 
silly delusion. ... Was it in the patio that you thought you saw this 
apparition?” 

• “Yes, Madame. An’ Ah ain’t a-gwine back dere, not effen everyone 
on de River Road was to go wid me.” 

“Someone has been playing tricks again, the way Mr. Philogene 
used to play them.” 

“Who be s here to play tricks on us now?” 

There was no plausible answer to the question. Itladame d’Alvery 
pressed her lips together. 

“Dat wuz de ol’ tramp hisself, and yo’ knows he don’t never come 
back, lessen-” 

“That will do, Lethe ” 

Madame d’Alvery walked firmly out of the parlor into the hall and 
through this to the patio, followed by her family, her guests and her 
trembling servant. Lethe had left the rear door open when she rushed 
in, and it still stood ajar. A light puff of wind blew towards them from 
the garden, making no sound. The patio was dim, silent and empty. 
Madamo* d’Alvery touched the switch by the door and light streamed 
instantly from the two electrified lanterns suspended on either side of 
the patio, flooding it with soft radiance. The dimness was dispelled. 
The silence and the emptiness prevailed. 

“You sec,” Madame d’Alvery said quietly. “Go upstairs, Lethe, and 
wait for me. I want to speak to you alone. . . . Needless to say I am 
very sorry for this disturbance,” she added, turning back to her guests. 
“I am afraid it will mar the memories of this evening, which I had 
hoped would be so pleasant for you. Good night, good night!” Her 
tone was one of dismissal. Neither the Prescotts nor Pearl Lawrason 
attempted to prolong their farewells. Cresside hesitated for a moment, 
but Frances Belle was tugging at her arm, and presently they left too, 
trailing Sybelle, who was taking Joyeuse back to Hathaway with her. 
Madame d’Alvery waited until everyone else had gone before she 
looked at Merry. Even then she did so very briefly, her hand already 
on the newel post. 

“Sometimes we Creoles share our servants’ superstitions,” she said. 
“But you are not a Creole, my dear Merry. This scene must have been 
as distasteful to you as to any of our guests. Do not permit your mind 
to dwell on it. And do not feel that you need to come to my room 
with me. I can deal with Lethe better alone. Good night, chere. I am 
glad you humored me about the party. Except for this final diversion, 
I feel it was a great success.” She went slowly on up the stairs without 
turning, and pausing merely to salute the Spanish statue. Only the 
McDougairs whistle soimding on the river broke the engulfing stillness* 
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CHAPTER LII 


No, Tm not a Creole, Merry kept saying to herself the next few days. 
Madame M^re doesn't need to keep reminding me of that. She never 
used to do it, either, I suppose the reason she does it so much row is 
that it represents a way of puttin y me in my place. But there s n ^thing 
wrong with my place. I'm glad I could make my own way h the 
world. I'm glad I haven't any of their silly old superstitions, 1 don't 
mind having a nigger act like a nigger, but when it comes to white 
folks ,... 

She said this defiantly, and ‘hen still more defiantly she j dded: 
Cresside needn't gloat, either, because Vail wrote her a letter on j )-Day 
and Gervais didn't write me tid the wee\ afterwards. Vail Wi s ju^ 
going through some ordinary rt utine and Gervais was perforn mg a 
great act of heroism. I've already heard that he wasn't seriously ti lured, 
and presently I'll hear he's all right again, 1 know Frances Belle 
thought, the night of that horrible party, that she was the only i^erson 
in the room who hadn't the slightest reason to be worried about the 
man she loved. She was gloating too, because she sees that snub-nosed 
pilot of hers every few days, and because he's never any further away 
from her than New Orleans. All the others were tallying one way and 
thinking another. Except me. I wasn't worried. I'm not worried now. 

She kept saying this, over and over, but eventually she found she 
could not go on talking so defiantly, even to herself. Then she whis¬ 
pered: / am worried. I'm so afraid I'm not going to have another 
chance. And I must. That couldn't have been the end between us, that 
night after Franc hot's funeral. We've got to have years and years 
together yet, or the rest of my life won't mean anything to me. 1 don t 
see how 1 could have thought that was really living, in New York. 
Life doesn't mean anything to a woman, unless she can share it with 
the man she loves. I've always k^own that, down deep in my heart. 
I was a fool to pretend I didn't. 

It seemed to Merry that there was no end to the days and nights that 
she kept saying all this to herself, over and over again. Actually, it was 
only a week or so after the party that Cresside came out unusually 
early, and breathless with haste. “I’m just a messenger,” she said still 
panting. “If you had a telephone, I wouldn’t be here. Gervais landed 
in New York this morning, and of course the first thing he did was to 
get right on the wire, the way they all do. He said to tell you he was 
fine, and not to think of trying to come East. Of course he’s writing 
you more details. But he expects to be sent to La Garde right away. 
He’ll call again from there. I reckon you’ll have him home in a fort¬ 
night or so, Merry. I gathered that he was only going to La Garde 
for a final check-up.” 



“But Crfcssidc, if he wasn’t hurt any worse than he let on at first, 
wouldn’t he have been hospitalized in England and then sent back 
to active duty on the Continent?” 

“Well, he might have been hurt a little worse than he let on at first. 
Of course he couldn’t go into details over the telephone. But he said 
something about ‘battle fatigue.’ Don’t forget he’d been through a lot, 
even before the invasion—^the Sicilian campaign, and that long illness 
and all. He sounded mighty cheerful to me. Merry. You know, I 
honestly believe, if he had to be bunged up, he’d rather be bunged up 
enough to justify him in coming home. He’ll be so much happier here 
that he’ll get well faster. Can’t you imagine how he’d have fretted and 
fumed if he’d have had to stay in some damn Army hospital, instead 
of getting to Belle Heloise?” 

Merry could imagine. She knew Gervais would rather be at Belle 
Heloise than anywhere else in the world and she began to consider care¬ 
fully where he would be most comfortable. She was afraid the quarters 
in the gargonniire might seem cramped to him. The downstairs bed¬ 
room was good-sized, but there was no connecting room where a 
nurse could sleep, if it should prove advisable to have a nurse and 
possible to get one. Merry also realized that whether there was the 
complication of a nurse or not, it might not be feasible for her and 
Gervais to share a room, and certainly they could not share a bed, 
while he was in his present disabled state. Besides, it was in the 
garqonniire that their parting had taken place, in mutual anguish of 
spirit; if this were the scene of their reunion, it might arouse peed- 
lessly painful memories of the last time they had been together. After 
a great deal of reflection, she spoke to her mother-in-law on the subject. 

“Madame Mere, I’ve been thinking that Gervais might like to have 
his old room back. Of course, the garqonni^re s in apple-pie order, we 
could take him there at the last moment, if he preferred. But if he 
were in the Big House, he’d have a lot more space. And with the old 
nursery—I mean Vail’s room—connecting with his, and Cresside’s— 
I mean the Henry Clay room—^across the hall, a nurse and I could 
both be near him, if it were necessary. And you would be, too. Nat¬ 
urally if Sybelle hadn’t married, I wouldn’t think of turning her out 
of her own quarters. But since she doesn’t need them any more- 

“I had thought of exactly the same thing. Merry. But I had hesi¬ 
tated to suggest it. I was afraid you might feel I was trying to deprive 
you of the privacy you formerly enjoyed in your own small home, 
because I wanted to have my only son near me.” 

Madame d’Alvery spoke with the same cool courtesy which she had 
maintained ever since Merry’s return. She had never once failed in 
civility towards her daughter-in-law; on the other hand, nothing like 
a real rapprochement had taken place between them. The gulf which 
had been bridged with siich apparent ease in the early days of Merry’s 
marriage to Gervais seemed impassable now. Merry also spoke with 
cool courtesy in replying. 
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“Then Fll begin organizing with that arrangement in view. Of 
course you’ll tell me if anything I do is displeasing to you.” 

“I do not anticipate any such contingency.” 

The question was not raised between them again. But Merry men¬ 
tioned her plan to Gervais almost as soon as their first greetings were 
over. The letter which arrived after the first telephone call rctvealed 
that there would not be time for her to get to New York before he 
was sent out of there himself, even if she disregarded his expressed 
wishes in the matter, and this v as the last thing on earth she /anted 
to do. But she did go to New O; leans to await his arrival there, taking 
a room at one of the smaller hot< Is, because she knew that the Ei jades’ 
attitude would be exactly the sa ne as Madame d’Alvery’s, and conse¬ 
quently did not want to stay a* the old family house on Esp made. 
The next telephone call came through direct to her, and as C esside 
had said, Gervais sounded ext’lordinarily cheerful: he was ; Iready 
at La Garde, the trip down hat’ been very easy, he was feelin ; fine. 
Yes, honestly. He was only at he hospital for a final check-i a. He 
didn’t move around too easily nd it tired him to sit up very long. 
But that didn’t amount to any hing. There was nothing serit»us or 
lasting about battle fatigue. He’d get his strength back in no tme at 
Belle Heloise. And he’d been told he could go there by ambulance, in 
just a few days. Merry could go right along with him, if she wanted 
to. Meanwhile, what about coming down to the hospital? He was in a 
private room, they could have a good visit together. . . , 

She was with him in fifteen minutes, sitting beside the narrow white 
hospital bed, holding his hand tightly in hers, partly because even this 
casual touch meant so much to her, and partly because she needed it 
to assure herself he was really there. His hand was not brown and 
strong any more; it was white and blue-veined, like his mother’s, and 
so thin that it looked unnaturally long. Her clasp was firmer than his. 
She realized this and she knew he did; she also knew that the hand 
was typical of the whole man and that therefore it would be a long 
time before he was anything like his old self again. Because of this, 
and because neither of them could speak easily of his injuries, it 
seemed better to talk of unimportant things, like the arrangement of 
rooms. 

“Madame Mere and I talked it over, Gervais, and we decided that 
perhaps you’d like to stay in the Big House, for a while anyway.” 

Again she outlined her reasons, omitting only the one which seemed 
the most cogent of all, as she had in speaking to her mother-in-law; 
again she reiterated that the gar^onniere was ready, if he would prefer 
to go there. He listened quietly until she paused, looking at him in a 
questioning way. 

“You’re right. Merry. I’d better go back to my old room. I’d enjoy 
it, and it would be more practical all around--easier for the servants 
too, I suppose, and we’ve got to think of that, now there are so few 
left. In fact, perhaps we’d better close up the garqonniire until one of 
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the boys needs it. It’s on the cards that they’ll both be getting married 
before too long. Of course Phil thought, when he went to college, that 
he didn’t want to settle on the plantation. But he may change his 
mind. I sure hope he does. In that case, we’ll let him have the garqon- 
nihre and turn the storehouse over to Vail, when your mother and 
Miss Mittie don’t need it any more.” 

He seemed to consider the matter settled. It was not surprising that 
he did not care to discuss it long, for it obviously tired him greatly 
to talk for any length of time. Besides, the constant rumbling of 
the attic fan was sufficiently noticeable to create a disturbing ele¬ 
ment, and so were the frequent interruptions to which they were 
subjected. A Coca-Cola machine was just outside Gervais’ door, and 
the officers who were ambulatory cases kept coming up to it to get 
drinks, instinctively glancing towards the open door at the same 
time. Some of them knew Gervais and came in for a cheery word 
with him. A pretty girl in civilian dress, wheeling a mobile wagon, 
approached in a sprightly way: wouldn’t the Colonel like some 
magazines, or some cigarettes, or something? No, not right now, 
Gervais told her; thanks just the same though. He spoke more 
cordially than Merry could have, at the moment. She recognized 
that such incidents were unavoidable, and she realized that to many 
patients they must constitute a welcome diversion. But when a 
woman ^as alone with her husband for the first time in eight years! 

. . . She also wished that before closing the subject of the garqonniere 
,Gervais had corrected himself and said “our room,” just as she had 
corrected herself after saying “the old nursery” and “Cress^ide’s 
room” in talking to Madame d’Alvery. She was further disturbed 
when the next question he asked stirred anxious thoughts which 
had lain dormant while her greatest anxiety was for him. 

“By the way, when did you last hear from the boys, Merry?” 

“I haven’t heard from them in quite a long while. I was just 
going to ask you whether you had.” 

“No, I haven’t either. What about Cresside? Hasn’t she heard 
from Vail?” 

“She had a note written on D-Day, and another about two weeks 
afterwards. That’s all. She hasn’t said anything, but of course I know 
she’s terribly worried.” 

A nurse entered without knocking or appearing to observe Merry’s 
presence, and thrust a thermortieter into Gervais’ mouth. He was 
obliged to wait until she had removed the thermometer and left, which 
she did as unceremoniously as she had entered, before he could ask the 
question which was the natural rejoinder to Merry’s statement. 

“Or Sybelle? He wrote to Sybelle once in a while too, didn’t he?” 

“Oh yes! Vail’s always been very good about writing letters, until 
lately. It’s Phil who never seemed to have time.” 

“Well, that’s characteristic ... Do you see anything of Susannah 
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Prescott these days? She certainly would have heard from Vail, if 
anyone did.” 

“Ive seen very little. She and her mother came to a little party 
we had on the third of July—it was your mother’s idea, Gervais, 
that we should have one.” 

“A very good idea too . . . And Susannah didn’t say she’d heard 
from Vail, either?” 

“No. She didn’t refer to him in any way.” 

“Some sort of a rift there, do you think?” 

“I wouldn’t call it a rift, exactly.” She stopped for a m* »ment, 
another latent fear roused by oer own words. There had I een a 
rift between herself and Gervais, whatever they called it or a 'oided 
calling it. Dreading to dwell on this, she continued hui *iedly. 
“Things haven’t seemed to com> to a head, that’s all. Not th< ; Vail 
hasn’t wanted them to. He’s n ver looked at another girl.” 

“Possibly he’s found anothe: now, more responsive, and that’^ 
what’s taking up his time. . . . Well, don’t worry about him, Merry, 
or Phil either. If anything were wrong, we’d have heard right away 
from the War Department.” 

“I know. Of course there really isn’t any reason why I should 
worry about the boys. And anyx^ ay, now that I’ve got you homt^—:—” 

She did not need to finish the sentence. Now that she had him 
home, every other fear was quiescent. She had her second chance, 
the chance she had prayed for but had not really dared to hope 
for. She was immersed in the effort of doing her utmost to deserve 
this t:hance. Her devotion to Gervais was selfless and complete. She 
thought only of what he wanted, of what he needed, of what might 
expedite his recovery. He stood the trip back to Belle Heloise 
remarkably well, and after that, though his progress continued to 
be slow, it was satisfactory, or so the doctors who saw him assured 
her; there was no real reason for anxiety on his account. By fall he 
would be able to get around a little again. •. . 

“By the time grinding starts?” 

“The middle of October? Well, possibly. But certainly by the 
time it’s finished. And why should your husband worry or hurry 
about talcing over? From all we hear, you’ve got a mighty capable 
young lady in charge at Belle Heloise.” 

It was true that Joyeuse was proving herself more and more 
efficient all the time. Actually, there was no reason that Gervais 
should take over, except that Merry felt sure he would be happier 
when he could. Not that he displayed any discontent or impatience, 
as it was. If the days seemed long to him, he never said so. He read 
the papers, he listened to the radio, he wrote in his diary. When 
Cresside and Fabian, or any of his old friends, came to see him, he 
welcomed them warmly. After* he was able to walk about without 
assistance he went to his office in the old storehouse for a little 
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while every day and gradually the time he spent there lengthened, 
^^e conferred with Sancc. His pride in Joyeuse increased obviously 
as he watched her in action. But his real interest centered in the 
mail. There was still no delivery at Belle Heloise, and gasoline was 
so scarce that it was impossible for Merry or Joyeuse to go into 
town every day. So Cresside brought it out on alternate days and 
came to the storehouse with it, whistling cheerfully to announce 
her approach. But weeks went on and still the word for which they 
were all watching did not come. 

At last, when the suspense had begun to tell on them all, a form 
letter came through from the War Department with the news that 
Sergeant Philogene d’Alvery, serial number 38962548, had been 
slightly wounded in action on August tenth on the Danfront- 
Mortin road and was placed in an evacuation hospital awaiting 
transfer to a United States hospital plant in England. A surge of 
relief engulfed them. Inevitably “slightly wounded” not only meant 
that the injury itself could not be serious but that the removal of 
the boy to England would take him miles and miles from the 
danger zone. Their spirits received a further lift a few days later 
with the arrival of a very brief letter from Phil himself which 
indicated he had lost none of his graceless outlook on life, since he 
claimed his only worry was he would never be able to show the 
scar even after he got to the point where he could once more sit 
down in comfort. “Don’t ask me where I’m going to wear that 
. Purple Heart!” he concluded. And shortly after this communication 
came to Merry and Gervais, Cresside appeared at an unaccustomed 
hour, her face preternaturally bright. Another letter from Vail had 
come through at last, and it had wonderful news in it. She’d 
brought it out to share with them. 

“ ‘Dear Auntie,’ ” she read aloud. 

“‘I’m terribly sorry it’s been so long between letters but I’m 
mighty busy these days. Of course I can’t tell you where we’ve been 
or much of what we’ve been doing, except that our outfit and others 
like it have the big job of paralyzing communications. We’ve got 
things so that the Nazis can hardly expect to let a vehicle move on 
a highway or a train go out of the marshalling yards without some 
allied plane slamming it. It isn’t like in the old days when we had 
the bombers to protect against fighter opposition. By the way, I got 
my first confirmed enemy plane the other day, an ME-110. Also 
I’ve caught my second oak-leaf cluster to the air medaJ, but think 
nothing of it. They’re as easy to catch as the common cold, even 
in this climate. But as you’ll sec by the wording on the left-hand 
corner, of this envelope, you "should make a slight change in ad¬ 
dressing your next letter.’” 

She held up the envelope, speaking in a voice that rang with pride. 
“Look! 'Captain Malcolm Vail d’Alvery,* and so on and so on!” she ex¬ 
claimed. “It’s exactly Ukc Vail to write about it all that way, isn’t it? 
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•My second oak-leaf cluster! As easy to catch as the common cold'T 
“Take it easy, Cresside, or you’ll bust,” Gervais remarked. “Not that 
I blame you much. The boy s done damn well. . , , He doesn’t say 
anything about having heard from Phil, does he?” 

No, he says he hasn t. Cresside resumed her reading, trying to 
conceal her feeling that the rest of the letter was a good deal of an 
anticlimax, as far as she was concerned. “ ‘I wonder if any of th< folks 
» have heard from Phil? IVe been trying to locate him, but haver’t had 
any luck so far. When I do. I’ll :ct you know straight off. It mi ^ht be 
some time though because most of our outfits have moved so fa .t and 
so far since the break-through ar, Coutance that I don’t suppos even 
the staff knows from one day t«» the next exactly where they c .1 are. 
Two letters about Dad—one f;om you and one from Mom* -have 
come in this last week. I sure am glad the real hero of the far lily is 
staging such a swell comeback. Give him my best and tell hi n I’d 
be glad if he’d write me himsel:, but not to bother if he doesr t feel, 
like it. We’ll have lots of time to hash everything over when w( re all 
back at Belle Heloise ag^iin” 


CHAPTER LIII 

Every member of the family shared Cresside’s feeling of pride and 
triumph in this letter, and for a few days all thoughts centered on that, 
rather than on the form letter from the War Department. No further 
word came through from Phil, after his brief and rather ribald note, 
so they continued to assure themselves, without forced optimism, that 
he was all right. Then Cresside, who more than any other one person 
represented the most reliable and frequent source of information from 
the outside world, appeared with news of an entirely different 
character. 

“It looks as if we’d have to get ready for another wedding,” she 
remarked casually one afternoon, lighting a cigarette and dropping 
down in the Turkish chair beside her mother’s couch. 

“Another wedding!” Madame d’Alvery exclaimed. She had by no 
means recovered from the shock of Sybelle’s, and she did not feel equal 
to facing another like it. Then she had a brief gleam of hope. “You 
mean that Vail’s coming home on leave? That at last he and Susannah 
Prescott-” 

“Nothing like that, I’m sorry to say. But-” 

“Then has Joyeuse finally made up her mind to accept Barry 
Pereira?” 

“No indeed. She’s still completely absorbed in keeping up her morale. 
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At least as far as I know. You might hear about it first if she weren^t. 
Anyhow, Merry’d know before I would. But my one ewe lamb has got 
her own way at last, like she usually does. I believe she’s the stub- 
bornest one of our whole tribe, and that’s saying a good deal.” 

Cresside made the statement proudly rather than apologetically. Her 
mother, still preoccupied by the previous one, disregarded it completely, 

“Frances Belle? But I did not even know she had a serious suitor, 
Cresside.” 

“Yes, you did, maman. At least I’ve told you so, a dozen times, and 
Frances Belle has brought him out here once or twice.” 

“You’re not by any chance referring to that snub-nosed, freckled 
young Irishman who pilots some kind of a tug on the river, are you, 
Cresside?” 

“Yes, I am, maman. Punt O’Malley. Only it isn’t a tugboat he’s on, 
it’s a towboat. And he does hold a pilot’s license and take a pilot’s 
watch, but he’s the Master. He’s doing a very important type of work. 
I’ve explained all that to you before—at least I thought I had.” 

‘‘You have explained nothing, Cresside, which would reconcile me 
to a marriage between Frances Belle and any kind of a river pilot. It 
seems as if all my grandchildren were bent on mesalliances.” 

“I wouldn’t say that if I were yop, maman, I don’t think even you 
can say Vail didn’t choose an aristocrat.” 

Cresside’s voice was level, but its tone was slightly ominous, and 
the remark itself was too irrefutable for any attempted contradiction. 
While Madame d’Alvery, feeling that Providence was most unjust 
in calling upon her to face this fresh trial, sought for some shoft but 
divergent rejoinder, Cresside continued her attack along the same 
lines. 

“As far as that goes, the Pereira family isn’t exactly poor white 
trash, either, so you can’t even confine your complaints to your grand- 
daughters. If I’m not mistaken, there were Pereiras in Louisiana before 
either the d’Alverys or the Estrades got here, some of them holding 
pretty important positions, too.” 

“You know perfectly well that I was not referring either to the 
Prescotts or the Pereiras when I spoke, Cresside. But unfortunately 
there does not seem to be the slightest prospect of consummation, in 
cither of those directions. What I meant was-” 

“What you meant was that Riccardo Tramonte is a Dago peddler’s 
son and that Punt O’Malley might be shanty Irish. I got you all right 
the first time, maman. But somewhere along the line you could be fair 
enough to admit that if ever there was a living embodiment of Prince 
Charming, it’s Rick. I won’t go into all his other fine qualities; I won’t 
even dwell on the fact his father’s a multi-millionaire. Well, I’ll 
concede Punt isn’t in the same class as Rick, when it comes to looks. 
But when it comes to character, he’s got what it takes.” 

“Then I am surprised that he is not overseas, like the other young 
men we know.” 
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tried desperately hard to get into one of the services. But some 
kind of a minor heart ailment kept him out.” Cresside spoke with 
unaffected lightness, as she had in describing Punt s handicap to Vail; 
she really had no reason to believe it amounted to much. “So he’s 
been doubly determined to make good where he is and he’s succeeded,” 
she went on. “He used to be one of the Master’s assistants on the 
McDougall. But since the war. Punt’s been promoted. The foimer 
Master was getting old and he didn’t feel equal to the great resp« »nsi- 
bility which goes with the job new, so he asked to be relieved. You 
must realize that Punt wouldn’t h. ve been selected if his record hi dn’t 
really been outstanding. You do I’t suppose Fabian sanctioned this 
marriage without checking up on the boy pretty thoroughly, do ' ou.?^ 
Frances Belle’s the apple of his e; e, I don’t need to tell you that He 
wouldn’t stand back and let her n.ake a major mistake. Being Fa dan, 
he’d have found a way to prevent it.” 

“And he has sanctioned it?” 

“Yes. That’s what I came out c i purpose to tell you. Punt fee s he 
isn’t justified in asking for time )iT; he takes his job very serk usly 
and he says he’s not having an\ vacations till the war’s over. But 
Frances Belle’d set her heart on a honeymoon aboard the McDougall, 
in any case. Punt’s feeling for the river’s contagious and she’s cajght 
it from him. So Fabian’s been to see Mr. Reynaud, the Superintendent 
of Inland Waterways, and he’s consented to let Frances Belle go down 
to New Orleans with Punt on the McDotigairs next trip. It’s contrary 
to the company’s policy, and all that, but somehow Fabian’s persuaded 
the powers tliat be to make an exception in this case.” 

“And when will this extraordinary honeymoon take place?” Madame 
d’AIvery inquired, with a sigh which she did not even attempt to 
suppress. 

“Well, we’re not sure. Generally the McDougall pulls out tv/elve to 
eighteen hours after she gets in, but no one ever knows exactly when 
that will be, or how long it will take to load the barges. Sometimes she 
leaves around ten in the morning. Naturally that would mean a very 
small early wedding. Other times she doesn’t go out till evening. That 
would give us time for a larger one, with a reception in the garden, 
if we only had enough notice. But probably we won’t have, so we 
can’t plan on it. I’ll let you know definitely as soon as I can, maman. 
Anyhow, it will be within the next three or four days.” 

Fabian brought the awaited message to his mother-in-law two eve¬ 
nings later. Outwardly she had managed to maintain her usual attitude 
of detachment and calm; but inwardly she had been greatly upset by 
the unconventionality of the entire proceeding. Frances Belle had been 
to see her briefly, but the girl had sat on the edge of her chair every 
minute, her readiness for flight adding to her grandmother’s malaise. 
No, she didn’t care at all about a white satin dress and a lace veil. 
Personally she thought her new tailored Shantung was a knockout, 



good enough for anyone to be married in, and Punt thought so too. 
Now Syb and Rick both went in for things like veils and receptions 
and all that in a big way, and that was all right with her, if they liked 
it; but she didn’t care a hoot about frills like that, and neither did Punt. 
All they wanted was to get married quick and get away quick. . . . 

Having delivered this uncompromising statement, Frances Belle 
made good the escape for which she had been prepared all along, and 
Madame d’Alvery heard nothing further until Fabian appeared and 
saluted her in his old gay fashion. 

‘‘Well, the McDougalVs in,” he said. “But this being Friday, she 
won’t pull out until Monday, probably around eleven in the morning. 
So the youngsters are going to be married at an eight o’clock Mass 
and come back to the house for an hour or so afterwards. We’ll have 
a real breakfast for a wedding this time, not champagne and chicken 
salad and ice cream around one o’clock in the afternoon.” 

“Fabian, I simply cannot understand your attitude towards this 
marriage. When I think that Frances Belle is your only daughter— 

your only child —and the plans you must have had for her-” 

“Yes, of course I did. Of course Cresside did too. We’ve tried to 
give her all the so-called advantages. I think we have. She’s had a good 
home, she’s been to a good school,,she’s traveled a lot. If the war hadn’t 
come along she’d have had an old-fashioned debut, and she might 
have^been Queen of Comus along with it. She’d have been a golden 
girl and she’d have met a lot of gilded youths, none of them in the 
least like Punt O’Malley. As you say, I had my plans all pretty care¬ 
fully laid. Nothing quite like a war for changing fashions, tnough, 
Tante Isabelle. And Frances Belle likes to do things the new way.” 
“She likes to do things her own way. When I think of how you and 

Cresside have spoiled that child, Fabian-” 

“I’m still betting on her,” Fabian retorted agreeably. “And it wasn’t 
ever part of my plan, or Cresside’s either, to stand in the way of her 
happiness. Punt O’Malley is her happiness. . . . Do you think you can 
make eight o’clock Mass on Monday all right, Tante Isabelle?” 

In a resigned tone Madame d’Alvery said she supposed she could, 
and she did. The ceremony had more to commend it than she had 
anticipated. The members of Punt O’Malley’s immediate family had 
come down from Alexandria and they were really quite presentable. 
As his four brothers were all overseas, he had asked one of his assist¬ 
ants on the McDougall, Rodnty Campbell, to be his best man, and this 
young captain proved to be very personable and well-mannered. 
Frances Belle looked surprisingly bridal after all, wearing her white 
Shantung suit and a little white veiled hat. Joyeuse made a bewitching 
bridesmaid, and Sybelle, who sat with the Tramontes, really seemed 
to be growing more beautiful every day of her life. Considering the 
early hour and the short notice, it was amazing how many people 
were present; St. Joseph’s was almost filled. Even the New Orleans 
relatives and out-of-town friends like the Pereiras and the Prcscotts 
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had managed to come. The d’AIvetys maintained their prestige in the 
face of every disadvantage. Madame d’Alvery doubted whether any 
wedding in Baton Rouge that year had been better attended. 

The first upsetting incident did not occur until the merry and 
informal wedding breakfast was almost over. The telephone rang, and 
though no one paid any attention to it at first, Rodney Campbell, who 
was making himself extremely agreeable to Madame d’Alvery at that 
point, excused himself and went in to answer it. When he returns d to 
the dining room, instead of going back to Madame d’Alvery’s sid», he 
approached the preoccupied bridegroom, and after several unsucce sful 
attempts, succeeded in attracting lis attention. Punt listened to ! lod- 
ney’s whispered communication I oking a little blank, and presc itly, 
in turn, whispered to Frances Belli. She edged over to her father, who 
had taken the vacated seat in the . orner beside his mother-in-law, and 
spoke to him in a voice that w.^s none the less vexed because she 
managed to keep it low. 

“Wouldn’t this burn you up, Diddy?” she said. “You know P int’s' 
orders were to report back to the McDougall at eleven o’clock u iless 
instructed to the contrary. Well, hr has been instructed to the cont ary. 
There’s been an unexpected delay in loading the barges. They’ve )een 
short of space at the S.O. ever since the high water cut the bank nght 
out from under one of the docks. That phone call was to say that Punt 
and Rodney weren’t to report till seven this evening instead of at 
eleven this morning. We can’t have this crowd hanging around all that 
time. Their drinks would die on them no matter how many you gave 
them, or else they’d be looping before noon. Can’t you get rid of them 
some way. Daddy ? ” 

“Of course I can. They don’t need to know that Punt’s orders have 
been changed. After all, only the immediate family was going to see 
you off, because of the company’s rules against visitors at the plant. 
Make your get-away in about ten minutes, baby, just as you’d planned 
to do. But instead of going out to the plant, go to Belle Heloise and 
stay for a couple of hours or so. Then come back here and we’ll have 
a quiet lunch and a nice afternoon. These things do happen, but they 
don’t add up to much in the long run. You’ll still be on the McDougall 
before dark, and there couldn’t be a prettier time to start out.” 

“But I thought I was going to be on her right away. And the orders 
might change again. We can’t go all that far from the telephone.” 

“I’m sure Rodney’ll be glad to stick around and listen. If the orders 
are changed within the next two hours, he can come straight after 
you. The company’s bound to give Punt a reasonable amount of time 
to get on his boat. Don’t worry, honey! Remember I’ll be here too.” 

Madame d’Alvcry’s uneasiness became greater and greater as she 
listened, with her usual faculty for overhearing whispered conversa¬ 
tions, to the proposed changes in program. She was not troubled be¬ 
cause the Standard Oil was grappling with difficulties in loading its 
barges: her concern centered wholly on Frances Belle and the girl’s 
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possible course of conduct during the delay. She was all too well aware 
that her granddaughter was not the sort of reluctant and unenlight¬ 
ened bride that she herself had been. Far from rushing back to her 
parents to escape her bridegroom, Frances Belle might insist that there 
was no reason why an entire day should be wasted, when her honey¬ 
moon was bound to be so brief at best. Instead of repeating the now 
historic declaration "/<f ne peux pas me coucher avec ce cochon la! 11 
veut m^enlever la chemise!^* she was quite capable of saying, in every¬ 
one’s hearing, “Come along to my room. Punt—our room, I mean. 
There’s no use hanging around in this crowd all day.” 

Again, however, Madame d’Alvery’s worst fears proved groundless. 
Frances Belle revolted, on general principles, against authority and 
advice from every source but one—^her father. His she not only ac¬ 
cepted but respected. She returned to her bridegroom and whispered to 
him again. Her vexation was at least partially under control now, her 
voice softer, and the distance that separated her from her grandmother 
greater; though Madame d’Alvery strained her alert ears, she could 
not hear what was said this time. But a few minutes later Frances 
Belle came over and kissed her, and Punt said good-by to her very 
nicely too; then they made the rounds of the room. Frances Belle was 
not going upstairs to change her dress, because she was traveling in 
the same one she had worn in church; she was not tossing out a 
bouquet, because she had carried only a white prayer book. A shower of 
rice fdlowed her as she went down the walk on Punt’s arm, and the 
car in which they dashed oif was decorated with the usual streamers 
and placards; but they made their escape very quickly and effidently, 
and not more than half a dozen persons knew that there had been any 
change of plan. Neither Cresside nor Fabian gave any impression of 
wishing to speed their guests; coffee cups were refilled and fresh relays 
of waflles and sausages appeared. But within an hour or so everyone 
except Rodney Campbell, Madame d’Alvery, Merry and Joyeuse had 
left—even Sybelle, who at last had succeeded in getting hold of just 
the right electrician, and who had no idea of letting him escape her 
through lack of supervision. When she left, she took Mrs. Randall and 
Miss Mittie with her. The O’Malleys had to get back to Alexandria, 
the Pereiras and Estrades to New Orleans. After these general de¬ 
partures, Cresside suggested that in view of the early hour at which 
Madame dAlvery had risen, not to mention the subsequent effort she 
had made and the fatigue and excitement she had undergone, she 
might like to take her siesta earlier than usual, in one of the dormer 
guest rooms. But Madame d’Alvery was adamant on this point; she 
did not wish to be absent when Frances Belle and—she pronounced 
the name with difficulty—Punt returned from Belle Heloise. Her 
attitude towards the marriage remained unchanged. But no matter 
how fatigued or displeased she might feel, she hoped she would never 
be uncivil to a wedding couple on their bridal day. 

The corners of Cresside’s mouth twitched slightly. She knew what 
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was passing in her mother’s mind, and though herself undisturbed, 
realized perfectly—^since she also had no delusions about Frances Belle 
—that she must be prepared for almost anything. However, in exactly 
two hours, the bride and groom returned, neither one looking in the 
least self-conscious, and reported that they had spent the latter pstrt of 
the morning with Gervais, who had not been able to come t(* the 
wedding. He had been mighty glad to see them, for he was all ;ilone 
in his office, with nothing much to do; in fact, he had urged the n to 
stay and have dinner with him; b it they had said they would be oack 
in two hours, so they thought p rhaps they better. Had there Deen 
any further word from the company? No, none at all, Rodney C mp- 
bell reported, so he would cruise along now; he’d be seeing the n at 
seven. Merry and Joyeuse also announced that they thought they had 
better be on their way; the unexpected visit from Frances Belle and 
Punt must have cheered Gervais immensely; but still he was a <t to 
get very depressed if he were left too long alone, and they had )een 
gone quite a while now. Again t.ie advisability of a siesta, this ime 
in her own room, was urged upon Madame d’Alvery, and agair she 
was adamant. She had never beer- inside the Standard Oil plant she 
reminded her family, and she had always wanted to sec it. There was 
no telling when she would be permitted another pass, the comjiany 
was so strict about such matters, since the war. She would lie down 
for a little while after dinner, but she would prefer to do so in Frances 
Belle’s room; it would tire her too much to go out to Belle Heloise and 
return, and the stairs to the dormers were rather steep. She assumed 
that th'e others would spend the afternoon playing bridge. • . . 

Again the corners of Cresside’s mouth twitched, but she did not 
fail to sense Punt’s wretched embarrassment or to catch the mutinous 
expression on Frances Belle’s face. As usual, Fabian came to the rescue, 
making everything seem easy and natural. 

“Very good idea, Tante Isabelle. I’ve been looking for an excuse to 
stay away from the office this afternoon. One of the worst old wind¬ 
bags I know is due there for a long recital of his troubles with the 
levee board. Shall you and I take the youngsters on for a set game, 
Cresside, and lick the daylights out of them? Or shall we give them 
a fighting chance by rotating?” 

“Give us a fighting chance, won’t you please. Daddy?” 

She cast one last resentful glance at her grandmother before the old 
lady took her triumphant departure. Then she and Punt set up the 
bridge table on the terrace, dnd the game began. It was by no means 
one-sided, for they were all good players, and soon their interest in it 
was unfeigned; though Punt glanced surreptitiously at his wrist watch, 
now and then, the gesture indicated little more than meticulous atten¬ 
tion to the passage of time, in connection with his duty. When 
Madame d’Alvery, still obviously triumphant, reappeared, the others 
were all intent on five hearts, vulnerable, doubled and redoubled, and 
no one looked up immediately. She had come out softly on purpose, 
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as she had long since learned that much could be gleaned from an 
unobtrusive entrance; nevertheless she felt slighted by such complete 
absorption. Fortunately Fabian became aware of her presence after 
a minute or two, nodded to her, and making a warning gesture to 
indicate silence, smiled pleasantly. As soon as it was evident that 
Frances Belle would gather in all the remaining tricks, he rose quietly 
and went over to his mother-in-law. 

“That gives the youngsters game and rubber,” he said. “Frances 
Belle’s right—all they need is a fighting chance. With that, they can 
take mighty good care of themselves. Sit down, Xante Isabelle. Well 
be having coffee straight off—or maybe it better be high tea. What 
time do you generally have supper aboard the McDougall, Punt?” 

“At six, sir.” 

“Then if you don’t report in until seven, isn’t there a chance the 
kitchen will already be closed for the night?” 

“I’m afraid there is. I forgot about that.” 

Again he looked embarrassed and unhappy. A late and more or 
less fruitless forage, undertaken to supply his bride with some kind of 
a sketchy snack so that she would not go to bed hungry, would have 
been the last straw. Though chagrined at the necessity of his new 
father-in-law’s reminder, he wa§ nevertheless thankful for it. And 
Cresside acted upon it immediately. 

“Of course well have supper right aWay. We’ve had champagne on 
ice all day—ever since we found you two were staying. And I know 
Carmelite has shrimp salad, too. We’ll just reinforce those two main 
items. Let’s eat right heft, shan’t we? Well pull up another •bridge 
table and put the two together.” 

Champagne was Madame d’Alvery’s great weakness, and as Fabian 
had contrived somehow to hoard a dwindling supply of Pommery 
Sec, she was presently in a much mellower mood. The little supper 
party progressed pleasantly, and by the time they had finished the 
compote of fresh spiced pears which represented the last of the re¬ 
inforcements to the shrimp salad, Fabian forestalled Punt in checking 
on the hour, and announced that it was time they started for the plant. 
Then, ceremoniously, he helped his mother-in-law into the car drawn 
up behind the one which had been stripped of its telltale bridal adorn¬ 
ment. But first he got in a word with Punt. 

“You two go along by yourselves. Just park your car at the dock 
and I’ll drive it back and put' it in my garage. Mrs. d’Alvcry will take 
her mother back in ours. By the way, thofigh, I hope you’re not going 
to keep on calling her that! Do you call your own father and mother 
Dad and Mom? You don’t?—goodl Now get along—we’U sec you on 
the boat.” 

Punt and Frances Belle had already been on the McDougall fifteen 
minutes when her grandmother and her parents arrived. For a lady in 
her seventies, who had contrived to maintain an illusion of invalidism 
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tor more than half of her life, Madame d’AIvcry had shown remark • 
able agility in getting up the steep gangplank from the pier to the 
Slac\ Barrett, from that across another gangplank to the Amo$ K. 
Gordon, and from that across still another to the boiler deck of the 
McDougall. But it was hardly surprising she had not been able to 
equal Frances Belle's speed in doing all this, quite aside from the fact 
that the girl had a head start. Before seeking out her granddaughter, 
Madame d’Alvery investigated the tiny open deck equipped with t few 
old-fashioned rocking chairs, the oval saloon with small cabins (pen- 
ing from it, and even peered into the kitchen. Cresside and Fa )ian, 
though satisfied with a more cursory glance, waited until she had 
satisfied her curiosity; then they helped her up the steps to the T ?xas. 
The door leading into the Mastei s cabin stood open: the wide i letal 
bed, narrow metal clothes closet, small table and straight-ba :ked 
chairs wliich constituted its entire equipment, were all visible. Fr; nces 
Belle’s beautiful little overnight < ase, its initialed suede cover n latly 
buttoned down around it, and her large square leather hat box ? :ooa 
on the floor beside Punt’s battered suitcase. The muslin curtains a the 
small window, though rather frayed, had been freshly laundered, and 
the bare little room had the unmistakable atmosphere of recent and 
thorough cleaning. There was a bunch of flowers on the little table, 
and on the hooks attached haphazardly to the wall, some coat hangers 
covered with pink velvet and adorned with ribbon rosettes. Madame 
d’AIvcry was conscious of the cramped conditions and the inadequate 
furniture; Cresside and Fabian were conscious of the cleanliness, the 
flowers and the new coat hangers. But before any of them could make 
any comment, Rodney Campbell, svdnging out of the office beyond 
the bathroom with some printed forms in his hand, nodded to the 
group hospitably. 

“Punt and Frances Belle are up in the pilot house already,” he said. 
“Punt’s taking the first watch—that’ll let him off at midnight. You 
haven’t met Ted Graham, the second mate yet, have you? Well, he’s 
there with them now and they’re all expecting you tc^ go up. Hank 
Martin, Punt’s other assistant who generally alternates with me going 
down the river, offered to make this trip too, so that. Punt could be 
relieved entirely; but he said no, he’d never been down the river yet 
without standing his watch, since he got his pilot’s license, and he 
never would. So instead I’m going to stay aboard all the time the 
McDougalVs in port and he’ll have that time free. Don’t you want to 
sec the office, while you’re on the Texas? Punt won’t be down again 
until long after you’ve left, and from the look of things I don’t believe 
Frances Belle intends to leave him. But it’s all right for you to go in 
there and poke around by yourselves.” 

Rodney grinned, and went off with his forms. Fabian, politely asking 
Madame d’Alvery if she felt equal to another flight of steps, and hav¬ 
ing been indignandy assured that she did, led her up the last com¬ 
panionway, after Ae had taken advantage of Rodney’s suggestion that 



she should inspect the office first. Punt was already standing beside the 
wheel, his eyes fixed on the barges which a large crew of men were 
lashing to the towboat. Another young man, with an equally pleasant 
face and alert manner, who was standing near by watching too, turned 
at once to the d’Alverys and introduced himself before Punt could do 
it for him. 

‘‘Pm Ted Graham, the second mate,” he said pleasantly. “I was mighty 
sorry I couldn’t get to the wedding, but we’ve got a new baby at our 
house, and I don’t have so much time with him and my wife. I knew 
you’d all understand. We’re sure proud to have a bride aboard the 
McDougall, Miss Frances is the first one, as far as I know.” 

He looked at Frances Belle with a smile. She was already perched 
on the large settee elevated on an iron stand back of the wheel, and 
had taken off her veiled hat and the jacket of her Shantung suit. Her 
hair was lightly juffled, and the blouse she had been wearing all day 
was rather crushed. She looked completely at home and at ease. All 
the impatience and vexation had vanished from her face. 

“Isn’t it wonderful up here? Look at that sunset. Daddy. I think it’s 
the most beautiful sunset I ever saw—or perhaps it’s just that we can 
sec it better, without a levee or houses or anything like that in the 
way! And then the flares, and the lights coming on at the plant, and 
the Missouri-Pacific ferry right behind us! It’s all just as I knew it 
would be, only a hundred times better!” 

She slid down from her high seat to fling her arms around her father. 
The embrace was rapturous, but it was not clinging. She loved him 
better than anyone in the world except Punt, but she did not need 
him any longer. Now that she had shown him her proud place in the 
pilot house, she wanted him to go—^her mother and grandmother too. 
Of course she had been wishing all day that her grandmother would 
go, and on their way out to the plant, she had made some very cutting 
remarks about the old lady to Punt. But there was nothing cutting 
about her manner now, because she was so happy. She did not kiss 
Madame d’Alvery good-by with quite the same fondness she showed in 
embracing her father and mother, but she gave her an affectionate kiss 
just the same. Madame d’Alvery was so mollified by it that she unbent 
noticeably on the way home. 

“I was not as unfavorably impressed by that boat as I expected to 
be,” she admitted. “And I must say that all those young men have 
very nice manners. As you rerhinded me, Cresside, the war has brought 
about many social changes. We can hardly expect a girl of independ¬ 
ent spirit, like Frances Belle, to accept the same restrictions in her 
circle of acquaintances that I did. It may be just as well that she should 
not. Perhaps we were almost too self-sufficient at Belle Heloise in 
the old days.” 

“I’m glad you’ve come to feel that way, maman/' Cresside mur¬ 
mured. “I’m sure Frances Belle would be very pleased if she could 
hear you say so.” 
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At che moment, as Cressidc very well knew, nothing Frances Belle’s 
grandmother said would have mattered to her in the least, one way or 
another. Indeed, it would probably have taken a very strong reminder 
to make her remember that she had a grandmother. The glass en¬ 
closures of the pilot house had all been thrown wide open now, and 
a cool breeze was blowing through; it swept away the heavy heat of 
the day, and with this, the last vestiges of the day’s petty irrita ions 
and announces. The walls presented practically no obstruction, ince 
only a minor part of these was not adjustable to the weather. 1 here 
was a small wooden space, at the : ight of the wheel, to which a c ock, 
some fluttering forms and a few f amed notices were affixed, but that 
was all. Even the notices were intriguing to Frances Belle, anc the 
wording of one was especially arr< sting: 

“ale! t! —^it said in bold black letter: - 

Your Skill l ad Devotion Will 
WIN Ti'E war!” 

Lettered less conspicuously, in one corner, were the words: “U.S. I )ept. 
of Commerce,” and Frances Belle realized that such signs were prob¬ 
ably distributed by the hundred. But she knew there was none taken 
more literally than this copy, or placed where the man to whom its 
message was intensely personal and stimulating would have it more 
constantly before him. 

The flame of the sunset was subsiding, but under the darker skies, 
the twinkling lights along the shores seemed all the brighter, and 
overhead the stars were beginning to come out. A searchlight was 
playing too, in a long shaft of silvery radiance from the pilot house to 
the barges. Punt directed this towards the different places where men 
were still working below. Every now and then he called lo them 
through a megaphone which he took from the ledge of the wide 
window before him, where it was conveniently placed, and they called 
back, cupping their mouths with their hands. But for the most part he 
seemed to know, instinctively, exactly where the light was needed 
most. In her fascinated state, Frances Belle watched this phenomenon 
and all the others about her with such complete absorption, that 
though she heard the McDougairs whistle, as she heard other wonder¬ 
ful sounds which had suddenly ceased to be alien, she did not even 
realize that the boat had started until Punt turned to her, his hands 
still on the wheel. 

“Well, we’re off at last, baby,” he said in a tone of relief. 

“Really, Punt.? Why yes, I can see we’re moving! But very slowly, 
aren’t we?” 

“We’ll be going faster pretty soon.” 

“And nothing can stop us now!” 

“No, nothing can stop us now. We go straight through to Chal- 
mette.” 
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She drew a deep breath. But she did not try to talk. It was enough 
merely to sit on the high settee, watching Punt at the wheel, and be¬ 
yond him, framed by the great rectangle of the open window, the 
river and the shore. They glided quietly past the city, and after that 
there were fewer and fewer lights as they went along, fewer and fewer 
sounds too. But somehow the scene became increasingly beautiful in 
the same measure that it became increasingly dim and tranquil. 
Frances Belle sat very still, content in the quietude, yet more and 
more alive to the fact that time was not dragging any longer, that one 
moment was crowding quickly upon another. Presently Punt’s watch 
would be over. Presently he would leave the wheel and go down to 
the Texas. Presently he would turn out the last light in the little room 
and stretch out his arms for her in the dark. Then he would find her 
quickly and hold her closely and take her for his own. If she had not 
loved him so much, she would have been a little frightened because 
that was all so near now, and because strange poignant feelings were 
forking through her, coming harder and harder all the time. She 
looked at the clock on the wall beside the sign which said “alert,” and 
it seemed to her that it was not merely ticking any longer, but whis¬ 
pering too: “In just a little while now, Frances Belle. In just an hour 
or two. You’ve always been a spoiled child, whimpering if you pricked 
your finger, sulking if you couldn’t have your own way. Your father 
and mother aren’t here now. Only your husband. That’s very different. 
He won’t stand for any whimpering and sulking. He’s going to have 
his way.” Under her breath she talked back to the clock: “I’m not a 
spoiled child any longer. I’m a woman married to the man she loves. 
I don’t need my father and mother here to protect me from my hus¬ 
band. What’s his way is my way too. How dare you talk to me about 
whimpering over a cut finger at the same time you talk to me about 
becoming Punt’s wife?” Suddenly she felt that she wanted to prove 
what she was saying by going down to the little room on the Texas 
right away, so that she would be waiting for Punt when he came. 
If she did that he’d know she wasn’t frightened, but ready and eager 
for his love. She slid down from her seat, and instantly he turned to 
nod and smile at her. 

“You must go down to the boiler deck in the morning and look at 
the way we’re lashed in between the barges,” he said. “You can’t sec 
very well in this light. There are two directly in front and two on 
cither side filled with bunker fuel for the Army and Navy ships. Those 
arc all big barges. Then there arc two smaller ones still further up in 
front, at the left, filled with aviation gas. Our bow fits right in between 
the first barge in front and the first two on either side, leaving little 
open triangles where you can sec the muddy water churning around 
our bow. I think you’d like to see it. We call it the duck pond.” 

“Of course I’d like to see it.” 

“The best place to stand is right on the open deck where the rocking 
chairs are. You can go down there as soon as you’ve had your coffee. 
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m send that up to you around nine, when we have ours the second 
time. I don’t want you getting up at iive-thirty. That’s when the bell 
rings. Breakfast is at five-forty-fivc.” 

“I’d love to have breakfast with you, Punt. But I won’t get up then 
if you don’t want me to.” 

“No, I don’t want you to. I have to go right back on watch, you 
know.” 

“You don’t get off till midnight and have to be back at six?” 

“That’s right. We have all squa e watches on the McDougalL S ome 
boats have a dog watch, but we r.ever have. We all like it better this 
way.” 

So he won*t come down until midnight and he has to be bac\ he'**e at 
six, she said to herself. Well have just -five hours and a half togx’ther 
tonight, so we can't waste any of it. 1 must go down right away, s * VU 
be ready for him . • . 

“We’re almost to Estrade point.” Punt was saying. “I’ll show t to. 
you when we get a little closer. I thought we might send a telegra a to 
your folks too, as we go by.” 

“Send a telegram?” 

“That’s what old Don Ferguson, our chief engineer, calls the sp ecial 
blasts we blow just before we get to the Navy Supply Depot, which 
used to be the public cotton warehouse. You’ll hear them tomorrow 
morning. He lives right near there and his wife listens for them, when 
she knows the McDougall's coming downstream. Then she gets into 
their car and starts for Chalmettc. I’ve never known her not to be 
waiting at the Standard Oil wharf when we pulled in.” 

“We have signals something like that, on our plantation bell. . . . 
When you and I get settled in our own little house, Punt, you’ll have 
to send ‘telegrams’ to me. I haven’t had a chance to tell you yet: Mr. 
Tramonte said this morning he thinks he has just the right one for 
us—a four-room bungalow in one of his new developments.” 

“Gee, that’s swell. And you bet I’ll send you telegrams. But right 
now let’s salute your folks at Belle Heloise.” 

He reached for the cord dangling above his head and pulled it 
vigorously three times. “We mustn’t forget to ask them whether they 
heard that,” he said. “I’ve an idea your grandmother will, anyway. 
She’s probably still awake, thinking about you, honey.” He lociked 
as if he would have liked to say more if Ted had not been there too, 
but he had explained to Frances Belle that a second man always stayed 
in the pilothouse, in case of eiwrgency, and that they would have no 
chance to talk privately while they were there. She understood the look 
and she did not resent Ted’s presence; she knew Punt would tell her 
the rest by and by. “You want to start watching for the dredge below 
Missouri Bend,” he went on. “You’ll see it any moment now. It’s out 
in the middle of the river, with* a pipeline going into shore.” 

“What’s it doing?” 

“Making the ship channel deeper. That fills in, every high water. 
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‘1 thought maybe Td go down and get unpacked. I haven^t even 
taken my toothbrush out of my bag yet.” 

Because of Ted, she spoke with elaborate carelessness. But she knew 
Punt understood her, just as she had understood him, and she thought 
that probably Ted did too. He seemed to be the right sort. 

“Not a bad idea,” Punt answered, also with elaborate carelessness. 
“But wait just long enough to see that dredging outfit, baby. The 
pipeline s lighted, and the quarter boat. Then there are the range 
lights too, and a big blinking red buoy over at the left of the channel. 
It’s a grand sight, and you wouldn't want to miss it. Look—there it 
is now!” 

There was the pipeline to be sure, glittering like a jeweled chain 
slung halfway across the river. There was the quarter boat too, drawn 
up against the left bank, outlined by its network of lights. There were 
the range lights, silvery as the searchlight had been when it played over 
the barges, instead of golden like the jeweled chain and the network. 
There was the ruby-red buoy. Punt had been right in telling her she 
must wait to see all this; she looked at it with a deepening sense of 
enchantment. But finally the channel and the dredge were behind them. 
If there were nothing much to see after that- 

“Run along, baby. Ill be seeing you.” 

Frances Belle went down to the Texas and busied herself by put¬ 
ting her most essential toilet articles in the bathroom, and by laying 
out he? white mules and her white ensemble of satin and chiffon and 
lace. She had not been entirely truthful in telling her grandmother 
that she did not care a hoot about bridal regalia. Secretly she •would 
have liked very much to surpass the splendor in which Merry had 
robed Sybelle, and she could not suppress a slight pang now, because 
if they had only known, beforehand, that the McDougall would not 
go out until evening, she might have had the same sort of wedding as 
her cousin. But at least nothing could have been more exquisite than 
the filmy nightgown and the shining negligee that she spread out on 
the bed now, white as snow, light as feathers, soft as her own delicate 
skin. After she had arranged them, she stood for a moment looking 
at them rapdy. Then she laid her watch and rosary on the little table, 
after moving this from its position between the windows and placing 
it beside the bed, and, for a moment, surveyed Punt’s battered suitcase 
with hesitation. She would have loved to unpack it for him, to lay 
out his pajamas for the night, his clean shirt and socks for the morning. 
But after all the suitcase was his, and Jic might feel she had no right 
to open it without permission. Besides, he might actually prefer to 
perform small personal services for himself; she knew her father did, 
but she had an idea this was because he was unduly sensitive about 
proving that he was able to do so. She must remember to ask Punt. 
It was stupid of her not to have done so before; and she must be sure 
to convince him, when she did so, that she had not hesitated because 
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she was reluctant to perform such services for him. She was eager to 
do anything she could for him, no matter what. 

She unfastened her skirt, hung it neatly over one of the padded 
hangers, then took off her blouse, stockings and negligible uiider- 
garments, extracting others from the ample supply in the square hat 
box, and putting those she had worn through the day in an embroi¬ 
dered laundry bag. Then she started the water running for a bath. 
It was unexpectedly murky, and for the first time, she noticed s nail 
enameled signs over both the tub and basin, announcing the fitate 
Board of Health had pronounced this water unfit for drinking pur¬ 
poses. She was afraid she really w« »uld not be much cleaner wher she 
got out of it than she was already, but at least she would feel cle: ner. 
She dumped half a bottle of rosy s\veet-smelling salts into the tub, and 
then she lay in it a long time, fo* getting that the water was mi rky, 
remembering only that it was cool and soft and scented and thin»:ing 
of why she wanted to be so fresh and fragrant. 

At last she dried herself with om of the coarse clean towels han jing 
by the tub, turned out the lights nd pulled up the shades. The {ime 
fresh breeze that had chased the heat of the day from the piloth )use 
swept in through the windows now, and there was enough light from 
some unseen source to keep the room from total darkness. InstecB it 
was merely dim and restful, like the river between Baton Rouge and 
Missouri Bend. Frances Belle was not as faithful or as meticulous 
about her prayers as Sybelle, and very often she found ready excuses 
for getting into bed without first getting down on her knees, and 
merely fingering her rosary while she drifted off to sleep; but tonight 
she really wanted to pray. However, she hesitated again for a moment. 
She felt that probably it was not proper to pray—just as she was. On 
the other hand, she did not want to risk getting the smallest smudge 
on her nightgown, and she might, if she knelt down in it. Then she 
felt ashamed. The little room had been scrubbed and scoured; it was 
no mere figure of speech to say she could have eaten off the floor. But 
in any case, nothing so trivial as the possibility of a little dust should 
deter her from giving humble and hearty thanks on such a night as 
this. She put on not only the filmy nightdress but the white satin 
negligee, so that she was wholly and beautifully covered; then she 
knelt down and poured out her soul in thanksgiving, as she had never 
done before in the entire course of her selfish little life. She did nor 
try to follow any formula. She said what came spontaneously from 
her overflowing heart. 

“Thank you, God, for letting me marry Punt. Thank you for letting 
me come with him on his boat, down his river, instead of making 
me go off to be a wac or a wave. Teach me how to be a good wife to 
him. Because that’s all I want, afl I want in this world. Just to be with 
him, just to belong to him. Thank you again for giving me this 
chance. I’ll do the best I can with it. Amen.” 
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She rose and slipped off the negligee, placing it across the foot of 
the bed again. Then she lay down between the cool clean sheets, and 
again a trivial concern troubled her briefly, as when she considered 
unpacking Punt’s suitcase for him. Perhaps he liked one side of the 
bed better than the other; some people did. She should have asked 
him that too, because of course he would not tell her without asking, 
if she happened to guess wrong. He was much more considerate about 
the comfort of others than she was. But hereafter, she would be 
considerate too. Not just because she had promised, because that was 
part of being a good wife and an agreeable woman, but because she 
wanted to, now that Daddy and Mummy and God had let her marry 
Punt and she had nothing else to wish for. And after all, there warf 
no present problem; she must get over on the further side of the bed, 
because that was so near the wall of the little room that it was im¬ 
possible to pass easily between the two. She would lie on the further 
side, and he would get in on the side where the little table was. . . . 

She reached for her rosary and held it firmly, moving the beads 
resolutely between her fingers and moving her lips too, in the proper 
prayers, as she did so. But she could not think about prayers any 
longer. She had already said the one that really mattered, the one 
which came straight from her heart.* Now she could think only of Punt, 
who would be coming so soon. She had looked at her watch, just 
beforc^she put out the lights; it had been half past eleven then. She 
could not believe that less than half an hour had gone by since, so she 
switched on the light and looked at her watqh again. Only a quarter 
of twelve? Why, that was impossible—the watch must have stopped! 
No, it was going, it was ticking away reassuringly and whispering to 
her, in the same way that the clock in the pilothouse had whispered, 
only this time there was nothing menacing about the murmur. Instead, 
the little watch was saying: “In just a quarter of an hour, now, Frances 
Belle. In just a few miniites. You made Punt very happy, coming down 
to get ready for him, showing him that you weren’t afraid of his love, 
but instead that you were so eager for it that you could hardly wait. 
Now you’ve made yourself very lovely, with your fragrant bath and 
your exquisite garments. You’re a beautiful bride. He’ll open the door, 
and look down at the bed and when he sees you lying there, waiting 
for him in the dimness, he’ll be happier than he’s ever been in his 
whole life. Just as you’re happier than you’ve ever been in your whole 
life. But presently you’ll both be even happier.’* 

The little watch went on, telling off the moments. But Frances Belle 
could hear other sounds now, besides its prophetic ticking. At first 
she was hardly conscious of them, because she was listening so in¬ 
tently to the watch; and though she slowly became more aware of 
them, they did not disturb her. She knew there were bound to be 
many sounds on the McDaugall, besides the whistle and the bell, and 
that most of these would be unfamiliar to her. But when she heard 
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startled voices and hurried footsteps, she sat up to listen. Something 
must be wrong. Then the hurrying footsteps and the startled voices 
died away in the distance. Whatever had gone wrong must have 
been almost immediately righted. Of course it would be, with l^unt 
at the wheel. And presently he would tell her what had happened— 
that is, if he thought it would be worth while, considering all the 
other important things they had to say to each other. . .. 

She heard footsteps again, slow ones this time, approaching her 
room. It was midnight at last. Punt’s watch was over. He was cor ling 
to her, and she wondered briefly w hy he was walking slowly like hat, 
instead of hurrying, as she had expected he would. Then she won¬ 
dered why he knocked instead of coming straight in. It was str ngc 
that a bridegroom should stop to do that, a bridegroom who 1 qcw 
his bride had been waiting eagerl\ for him a whole hour. 

‘‘Come in, Punt. Come in, daring.” 

“I’m sorry, Mrs. O’Malley. It isn’t Punt. It’s Ted. May I spea»c to 
you for a moment?” 

She reached for the white satin dressing gown and switched ot the 
light. She was surprised and terr.bly disappointed. When she sjokc 
again the joyousness had all gone from her voice. 

“Yes, of course. Come in, Ted.” 

He swung open the screen and entered the room. Then, for the 
first time, she was frightened. There was something about the expres¬ 
sion of his face . . . 

“Punt’s had a sudden heart attack, Mrs. O’Malley. He slumped right 
down'heside the wheel.” 

“Where is he now?” 

“He’s still in the pilothouse. On the settee. Rod’s with him. Of 
course I ran for Rod the moment Punt started to slump. But the boat 
got out of control for a moment.” 

“I knew something had happened. I’ll come right up to the pilot¬ 
house with you. Is there anything I ought to bring with me?” 

“No. You don’t need to bring anything.” 

“I thought perhaps there was something special he needed, when he 
had one of these attacks. He’s never said much to me about them, 
though. You’ll tell me what to do when we get there, won’t you, Ted?” 

She was already out of bed, knotting the white satin dressing gown 
about her slim waist, thrusting her bare feet into the white satin mules. 
She did not wait for his answer, but ran out of the room and along 
the deck ahead of him. She could see Rodney at the wheel and several 
other men clustered around the settee as she went rapidly up the steps 
to the pilothouse. Rodney turned towards her, but the other men fell 
back at once. Then she saw Punt lying very still, his face white under 
his freckles. She hurried to him and took his hand, but it fell back on 
the settee beside him, with a little thud. She looked imploringly from 
him to Rodney. 
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**He fainted, didn’t he, when he had the attack? A faint lasts a long 
while, sometimes, I know. But isn’t there something we can do to 
bring him out of it?” 

“No, nothing. ... A faint does last a long while, sometimes,” Rod¬ 
ney said gently. “But Punt hasn’t fainted, Frances Belle. I know you’ll 
be a good soldier, for his sake. Because he always was. One of the 
very best.” 


CHAPTER Liy 

The nearest place where the McDougall could put in was Donald- 
sonville. When it reached there, Donald Ferguson and Ted Graham 
went ashore immediately and divided the necessary telephoning be¬ 
tween them. Rodney stayed with Frances Belle while they were gone, 
and at first he tried to talk to her a little. Then he realized it would be 
better if he did not. She required no soothing, because she was not 
hysterical; she did not even cry quietly. She simply sat beside Punt, 
looking down at him in a stunned way. Once or twice she tried to 
take his hand. Then she folded her own hands, and looked at those, 
Rodney knew she was not seeing her hands or anything else. 

By and by sounds of various kinds began to come from the dock, 
and the chief engineer and second mate reappeared in the pilofhouse. 
Ferguson, who was a kindly-looking, white-haired old man, went over 
to Frances Belle. 

“The ambulance is here,” he said. “And we’ve got hold of your 
father. He and your mother are leaving the house right away—^well, 
of course, they have left it by now. Don’t you think perhaps you’d 
better go down to your room and dress, my dear? Then you can go 
right along in the ambulance. That’s what you want to do, isn’t it? 
You’re to meet your father and mother by the station in Plaquemine.” 

She rose obediently, and returned to the little room on the Texas, 
dressing in the clean underthings and blouse which she had laid out 
for morning, and in the white suit and hat which she had worn for 
her wedding. She had not unpacked anything else, and it did not 
occur to her to do so now. But' she did put the new velvet hangers in 
her hat box, and she lifted the flowers out of the vase on the table by 
the bed. When Ferguson came to see if she were ready, she spoke 
to him about the flowers. 

“I thought perhaps I could take these with me, for Punt, until-” 

“Yes, of course. You’d like to carry those yourself, wouldn’t you? 
I’ll have one of the deckhands come for the bags.” 

“Is it all right for me to take Punt’s suitcase away too?” 

“Yes, of course,” Ferguson said a second tim^ rather huskily. “I 
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wish I knew some lady in Donaldsonville, Miss Frances, that I could 
send with you in the ambulance. But you see I live in New Orleans, so 
I’m not acquainted much around here, and neither are any of the 
others. If one of us could go with you, it wouldn’t seem quite so tad 
either. But you see, until the company can send us another pilot-^—” 

“I know. And I’d rather be alone, really. I wouldn’t want some 
lady from Donaldsonville with me. And you are all mighty kind, 
but-” 

He could see that she meant it. 1 le went with her to the ambula ace, 
and so did Ted, while Rodney sta ed behind on the boat after sa ing 
good-by to her in the pilothouse. S le sat very still beside the streU her, 
just as she had sat very still beside he settee. The driver and his h< per 
told each other afterwards that th ly had never seen a young wi low 
who took on so little. Fabian’s (ar was already parked beside the 
platform of the railway station ii\ Plaquemine when the ambul nee 
drew up there. He and Cresside ''vere standing beside it and hui *ied 
over. Frances Belle got out to m et them, but she did not din ; to 
them when they put their arms around her, any longer than she had 
when she was saying good-by to tl em a few hours earlier. Instead she 
asked questions, in a stunned wa\. 

“What do we have to do next. Daddy?” 

“We have to take Punt to a funeral home, darling. I think it had 
better be one in Baton Rouge. We’ve made all the necessary arrange¬ 
ments, subject to your approval. In the morning, we’ll have to go on 
to Alexandria. Of course Punt’s family will want us to bring him 
there.”* 

“Yes. I suppose so. I wish he could stay in Baton Rouge, but I sup¬ 
pose he can’t. I can stay with him, though, can’t I, until . . .” 

“Yes, if you want to, darling . . . That is, except for just a few 
minutes. Your mother and I’ll stay too.” 

“If you don’t mind, Daddy, I’d radier not have anyone else stay. 
Not even you and Mummy.” 

“Frances Belle—” Cresside began. But Fabian put a warning hand 
on his wife’s arm. 

“We won’t stay in the room with you and Punt, darling, if you don’t 
want us to. We’ll just stay near, so that you’ll know you can get hold 
of us, any time. And perhaps you ought to rest for a little while 
before we start to Alexandria, so you won’t be too tired when we get 
there. If you’d go home and do that, by and by. Mummy and I’d 
stay with Punt while you were gone.” 

“I don’t want to go home and rest, Daddy. I want to stay with 
Punt every moment I can. I won’t be too tired.” 

Again Fabian quietly warned Cresside against argument, and pres¬ 
ently they went on again. Frances Belle accepted without any protest 
all the arrangements they told her were necessary. It was not until her 
mother asked her an inevitable question, the next morning, that she 
spoke obdurately. 



‘If there’s anything you want me to do about clothes, darling, Tm 
afraid I ought to be getting to it, right away. There isn’t much tim^ 
unfortunately.” 

“Clothes?” 

“Don’t you want a black dress, Frances Belle, and a black veil? To 
wear to the fun—^in Alexandria, I mean?” 

“No,” Frances Belle answered abruptly. “I don’t want a black dress 
or a black veil to wear in Alexandria or anywhere else. I’m going to 
wear just what I have on to Alexandria.” 

“But—” 

“Widows wear white, don’t they, sometimes?” 

“Yes, but not-” 

Cresside could hardly say: “Not the same white they wore to be 
married in.” So she stopped. But Frances Belle went on. 

“I’ve got enough white dresses, in my hat box, to wear for the next 
few days. I don’t know what I’ll be wearing after that or what I’ll be 
doing. But I do know one thing: I won’t be staying in bed for two 
years, and I won’t be going around draped like an undertaker’s win¬ 
dow all the rest of my life. That’s not my idea of the way to show 
a man you loved him.” 

Cresside pressed her lips together. There were so many things that 
she could not say, or must not say, to Frances Belle. Again her daugh¬ 
ter spgke for her. 

“And don’t worry. Mummy. I won’t make that remark in front of 
grand*mhre unlesjs she drives me to it. And I don’t intend to give her 
the chance to do that. She isn’t coming to Alexandria, is she?” • 

“No, she isn’t equal to the trip. That isn’t put on cither, darling. 
She really would have come if she had been.” 

“Well, let’s be thankful she isn’t.” 

“So would your Uncle Gervais and Sybelle,” Cresside went on, 
again feeling it was better to disregard Frances Belle’s remark. “But 
the doctor advised very strongly against it. However, your Aunt Merry 
and Joyeuse- 

“That’s quite enough. I’d really rather it was only you and Daddy. 
But I won’t say that either. Mummy. I won’t say anything that will 
make you ashamed of me.” 

“I’m not ashamed of you, darling. I’m very proud of you. Ypur 
father and I keep telling each other how vvonderful you’ve been.” 

They had every reason to fed continued pride. Nothing could have 
been more dignified and controlled ^ than Frances Bejle’s behavior 
throughout the next few days, and after their return to Baton Rouge 
she went back to her own room in a iip^tteik)f-fact way, unpacked and 
put her belongings in order. There weife no signs of the reaction which 
her parents had feared would eventifiilly be inevitable. She did not 
collapse and she did not cry in their presence! neither did she refer, 
in any way, to Punt. She said she would rather hot see any callers, and 

she did not cat very much, but. she spent a ^eat deal of time with 
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Cresside on the terrace and she went to the table as usual. In the 
evenings she talked with her father, collectedly, about inconsequential 
things. Then he came home one afternoon to find that she was not 
there. 

“She went out a couple of hours ago,” Cresside told him, reassur¬ 
ingly. “I was glad when she said she wanted to, Fabian. It’ll do her 
good to get away from the house and have some exercise. She’s been 
shut up here with you and me for a good while now. She’s been in her 
own room alone a good deal, too.” 

“Yes, I know. And I know that part of the time she’s been cry ng. 
But I know that part of the time .she’s been thinking things throi gh, 
too. She didn’t say where she was going, did she?” 

“No, just that she wanted to taka walk, like I told you.” 

He smiled, a little uncertainly, «nd after that he himself sat v ith 
Cresside on the terrace all through :he early evening. He was still v ith 
her when Frances Belle came back and found them there toget er. 
She went to them and stood betv^een them, putting a hand on die 
shoulder of each. 

“Daddy,” she said, “Mummy.” Then she stopped. Apparently >he 
found it hard to go on, yet they both knew they must not interr ipt 
her, but give her time to say what was on her mind, in her own way. 
“I hope you won’t feel too badly about what I’m going to tell you,” 
she said at last. “I’ve just done something you may take rather hard, 
but it was something I had to do. Not just something I wanted to do 
this time. I’ve applied for enlistment in the wag’s. If I hadn’t been 
married* I’d have had to ask your consent because I’m under twenty- 
one, but since I am ... Of course I don’t know whether my applica¬ 
tion will be accepted, or how soon, if it is. But I do think we won’t be 
having many more evenings together. So we ought to make the most 
of those, don’t you think so?” 


CHAPTER LV 

Next to Frances Belle herself, none of the d’Alverys took Punt’s 
death quite so hard as Gervais. Not that he had seen much of the boy. 
But he had liked immensely the little he did see, and it had seemed 
good to him, on general principles, to have a young and healthy male 
around again, on a family footing. He did not accord this status to 
any of the young men who so futilely pursued Joyeuse, partly because 
she herself declined to do so, even in the case of Barry Pereira, and 
partly because none of them, not even Barry Pereira, went out of their 
way to show her father any special courtesy or consideration. But 
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Punt had always been very different in this respect; he had made a 
point of dropping in at the storehouse, the few times he had been to 
Belle Heloise, and spending a quarter of an hour or so with the boss- 
man, talking about the war, the crops and the river. Gervais had 
already begun to feel that the young pilot was really one of them 
when the bride and groom came out to spend the morning with him, 
after their early wedding. The hours they had been there then strength¬ 
ened and cemented this feeling. When Gervais was told, early the fol¬ 
lowing day, that the boy was dead, the shock was severe. 

He was alone a great deal these days, and possibly this was one of 
the reasons his mind continued to dwell on the tragedy which had been 
so startling and which still seemed so futile. But aside from the fact 
that his loneliness gave him too much time for brooding, he did not 
especially mind it. The solitude was restful and he was still very tired. 
He had tried two or three times to go out to the mill, which was run¬ 
ning at full blast now, but this had resulted in such devastating fatigue 
that he had been easily dissuaded from making the effort. Joyeuse and 
Sance came to give him reports about the progress of grinding, and 
he took their word that this was satisfactory; he did not even try to 
see anyone else connected with the work very often. Cresside and 
Fabian and Sybelle came faithfully to visit him, but this was usually 
after supper, for they were all busy during the day. It took Merry a 
goodjdeal of time to do the errands, now that she was obliged to go 
from store to store, in search of the simplest commodity, and Madame 
d’Alvery spent most of the afternoon taking her indispensable siesta. 
Gervais also rested after dinner, but not for long; he got up very late 
and went to bed very early, spending the intervening time in his office 
and lying down there. Nothing disturbed him. The old familiar 
quietude of mid-afternoon still descended on Belle Heloise. 

It was during this interval that he usually wrote in his diary. There 
was not much to set down in it these days. “Nights cool and pleasant. 
Days warm and fair. No traces here of Florida hurricane which was, 
however, very bad. 11 employees of N.O. Port of Embarkation killed 
while taking tug to East coast, when all hands were lost in storm. This 
has personal meaning to me as I knew some of these men when sta¬ 
tioned at P. of Em. Sybelle naturally concerned over reports about 
Leyte landings, as Riccardo’s division is almost surely taking part. 
Sincerely hope she will get no bad news and somehow feel she will not. 
She certainly deserves happiness if any girl ever did. Little local interest 
in national political campaign, as re-election of Roosevelt and Truman 
seems virtually assured. Most of our people concentrating on defeating 
unconscionably long list of constitutional amendments without faintest 
notion of what’s in them. Too bad we took all that trouble to write 
new constitution when Parker was governor, if two-bit politicians are 
going to tinker with it like this now.” 

He had often reflected that diaries were queer things: if you had time 
to write in them at length, it was because nothing was happening; when 



you were doing things that were worth recording, you had no chance to 
set them down. He would not have bothered with the diary any more, 
except from force of habit; he did not suppose the boys would ever be 
much interested in a day-by-day account of the familiar happenings at 
Belle Heloise. Diary keeping, like letter writing, had passed out of the 
picture, probably for good. It had been different during the First World 
War. He had managed to write his mother regularly once a week then, 
though there had never been the sr.me sort of demonstrative fondness 
between them that had always exist ^d between Merry and Phil. It vas 
certainly a long time since they h d heard from that boy, and ’ '^ail 
might almost as well have left hi . infrequent letters unwritten oo, 
for all there was in them, beyond the assurance that he was safe .nd 
well. Of course that meant a great deal. But not as much as if i ley 
could have received the assurance that Phil was making a good re¬ 
covery and would soon be home. . . . 

When Phil came home, everyth:’ig would be different. The h( use 
would not be somber and silent an) more; it would ring with laug ter 
again. Joyeuse had a naturally hapj y disposition too; but she took life 
more seriously since she had become so intent on her work. Her fai her 
could not logically blame her for that, nor did he; if she had not 
stepped into the breach, there was no telling what might have befa Jen 
Belle Heloise, with -all the male d’Alverys overseas. He had not for¬ 
gotten the state in which he had found it, after returning from the 
First World War, and it had never been hard for him to visualize 
Lucien Estrade’s mournful homecoming. He himself had Joyeuse to 
thank that the plantation was more productive than ever; but in order 
to make it so, she had sacrificed much of her light-heartedness and 
something of her femininity. Gervais could not help regretting that 
this had happened. In naming her for her mother, he had hoped and 
believed he was choosing not only well but prophetically. . . . 

He thought of her mother too, a great deal, in these days. He and 
Merry were separated much of the time. The mechanics of running a 
household, far more complicated than in former years, occupied the 
larger part of her days, and he had not yet suggested that they should 
begin to share their old room again. He tried to tell himself—and he 
felt sure she was doing the same thing—that this was because he was 
still restless and that he did not want to disturb her; but he knew— 
and felt sure she knew—that this was not the real reason. He bore 
no resentment because she had left him when he most needed her, be¬ 
cause she had not been wise enough to understand or generous enough 
to forgive in that great emergency; he knew she had never realized, 
and never would, that Franchot’s death had been an even greater blow 
to him than to her and that his subsequent desolation had been greater 
too. It was simply not in her power to do this, and a man could not 
blame a woman for the limits of her powers, especially if he had been 
the one to try them past her endurance. He had rejoiced sincerely over 
her return, and he was glad to have her at Belle Heloise now; he still 
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loved her dearly and admired her greatly. But some vital element had 
gone with her the night after Franchot’s funeral, when she left the 
room that they had shared so long and so intimately, and he was afraid 
that the loss of this element was permanent. Evidently a woman could 
return to her husband more easily than his yearning for her could 
revive. At first, after she left him, this yearning had been almost in¬ 
tolerable; he had managed to subdue it, with grim determination and 
untold suffering; in the end he had been so successful that nothing 
could rouse it again. He looked at her with grateful eyes when she 
ministered to his comfort; he thought of her with appreciation as she 
went efficiently about her many tasks while he sat idly by the fire. But 
he wanted nothing else that she could do for him, and any pretense 
that he did would have been an insult to the memory of the sincere 
and ardent passion through which they had so long been united. 

Possibly this estrangement from Merry was the greatest single source 
of his loneliness and depression, he told himself, as he sat alone in his 
study one mellow afternoon in late October, alternately scribbling in 
his diary and staring into the fire. He was not an old man, only a tired 
and embittered one; when he recovered from his weariness, when he 
regained a more normal and cheerful outlook, perhaps he would stop 
feeling the way he did towards his wife. With a fleeting smile, he 
visualized the probable difference between Harvey Lawrason’s home- 
comirtg and his own. Harvey’s would certainly be boisterous and 
lusty. That pretty little widow—darn it, he didn’t mean that; he meant 
Harvey’s wife. Pearl!—would doubtless shortly present him ^with a 
baby, maybe more than one, and Harvey would become a doting 
father, telling long tedious stories at family parties about his children’s 
cute sayings, instead of enlivening hunt breakfasts with his tall tales 
and his Which-I-Gods. Gervais had known many a man who had mar¬ 
ried and begotten his first son—or at least his first acknowledged son 
—^when older than he was himself, and Merry was still a beautiful 
and desirable woman. Perhaps it was still not too late to begin again 
as they had first begun. But even as he told himself this, he knew it 
was too late, not because it would be physically impossible, but because 
it would be spiritually impossible. The cleavage between himself and 
his wife was too great to be closed by any mere act of union. Perhaps 
in time he would find some other way to close it, but just now he 
was too tired to try. He did not want to try. All he wanted to know 
was that his son was coming home again, safe and well... . 

He must have finally dozed off, in the tedious process of trying to 
think of something to set down in his diary which would divert his 
mind from such thoughts as these, for he sat up with a sudden jerk, 
roused by the furious barking of Maudic in the patio. She had grown 
up there, like all the puppies, and for a long time that pleasant en¬ 
closure and the vine-covered expanse of ground immediately behind 
it had constituted her world; then this had gradually grown to in¬ 
clude the flower beds, the stretches of lawn, the pecan grove and the 
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woods beyond. Now that she was getting old, her world had shrunk 
again. She seemed content to spend most of her time in the patio, as 
she had in the beginning, just as he was content to spend most of his 
time in one room. Men and dogs were a good deal alike, after all, 
Gervais thought, going to the door of the office to see what could possi¬ 
bly be causing this unwonted commotion on a peaceful afternoon. 
Then he saw Vail, with Maudie jumping around him as if she had 
suddenly gone wild, and he too felt a pang of fierce incredulout joy, 
followed by a sense of suffocation and rigidity, so that for a mo nent 
he could neither speak nor mov(. After that he managed to h bblc 
painfully towards the open door and to speak huskily. 

“Vail d’Alvery! Where on ear.h did you drop from? Come here 
and let me see if you’re real!” 

“I’m real all right. How are y ‘U, Dad? Gee, but it’s grand t ) see 
you. . . . Behave yourself, Maudi :! I’m not going to run away. 

He went quickly up to the do« r and flung both arms around Ger-. 
vais, half in embrace and half in upport. For a moment they clu ig to 
each other wordlessly. Then Vail drew back a little, meeting the wel¬ 
coming amazement in Gervais’ e\es with smiling reassurance. 

“Why—why—you never wrote us you were due for leave, \ ail!*^ 
Gervais exclaimed. 

“Matter of fact, I didn’t know myself I had enough combat hours, 
till I went to ask how soon I’d be able to apply, and found I was al¬ 
ready eligible. . . . Let’s come in and sit down, shall we? We might 
just a?j well get comfortable. I’ve got quite a lot m say to you.” 

“I should think you might have. How did you get here, and when? 

I didn’t hear a car.” 

“No, I walked over from Hathaway. Aunt Cresside brought me that 
far. I burst in on her, too. I did try to telephone her from New Or¬ 
leans, to tell her I’d take the twelve-fifty, but all the circuits were busy, 
and after I’d waited for them to get clear, there wasn’t even time to 
send a wire. But she and I’d had a good visit before we started down 
the River Road, so she decided not to stick around while I was talking 
to Syb. She thought she ought to get back to Uncle Fabian as soon as 
she could. She says he misses Frances Belle terribly. Gee, that poor kid 
had a tough break, didn’t she?” ^ 

“Yes, it was pretty tragic. Punt was a mighty fine boy, Vail. 

“That’s what Aunt Cresside thinks too. By the way, she said to tell 
you she and Uncle Fabian will be out right after supper. 

“That’s good. But she might have taken time to come over here to 
tell us the news, while you were having your visit with Sybelle, and 
gone back for you afterwards. Fabian could have done without her 
that long. And couldn’t you have wired when you landed, wherever 
that was? Then you might at least have had some of your family at 
the station to meet you, even if you didn t have a brass band. 

“Yes, she could have and I could have. But we both figured maybe 
you’d like it better this way.” 
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“I still feel you didn’t get much of a welcome and Fm sorry, be¬ 
cause you nad it coming to you. I know how dead the place seems 
at this time of day. You didn’t have any more of a homecoming than 
Lucien Estrade.” 

‘‘Fll bet Belle Heloise looked mighty good to him, just the same, 
when he came in riding Minnie up the driveway, and it looked pretty 
good to me, too, tramping along. I really didn’t want to be bothered 
with anyone, just at first. And now Fve got a chance to talk to you. Fm 
glad no one’s bothering us. I hope they won’t, for a long, while.” 

Unobtrusively, without asking whether he would like it done, Vail 
had helped ease Gervais into one of the big chairs by the I>earth. 
Although the day was sunny and mellow, it was warmer outside than 
in, and a small fire had already been kindled. Vail poked it expertly, 
put on another chunk, and lighting a cigarette, sat down opposite 
Gervais. Maudie immediately jumped upon his lap and began licking 
his face and hands. He looked at her, still fondly, but more critically 
than before. 

“Why, you giddy old bitch!” he said. “You’ve been having another 
affair during my absence! When’s the new family due. Dad?” 

“In about two weeks. Fm afraid it may be the last one, Vail.” 

“Yes, it might, at that. Fve been hoping to see her through one more 
accouchement myself, and there’s no denying she’s already a lady of a 
certatn age, so Fm glad Fve got the chance. Keep all the puppies, 
will you, Dad, or at least distribute them in the family? I wouldn’t 
want to lose the strain.” . 

“All right, Vail. I reckon Sybelle would take at least two and 
Cresside one • • . But you weren’t thinking of puppies, were you, 
when you said you had lots to talk about?” 

“No, of course not... Be quiet, you wench, or I’ll have to kick you 
out. This is the bossman talking.” 

“You didn’t hear anything from Phil before you left England, did 
you?” Gervais inquired. “We haven’t had a word except the letter 
he wrote a week or so after he was wounded.” 

“Yes, Fve heard, indirectly. That’s what I wanted to talk to you 
about. Dad.” 

Vail tossed his cigarette into the fire and pulled his chair a little 
closer, speaking with extreme gentleness. Gervais looked up quickly, 
with sudden fear in his eyes.. 

“You mean he’s worse? You can’t mean ... But we’d have had some 
word from the War Department!” 

“Yes, under normal circumstances. In nine hundred and ninety-nine 
out of a thousand cases, I suppose. But these weren’t normal circum¬ 
stances. This was the thousandth case. I can’t tell you this the way it 
ought to be told. Dad. Fve just got to do the best I can.” 

“You can tell me whether Phil’s alive or dead, can’t you?” 

“He’s dead. At least, I haven’t any proof of it. Nobody has. Nobodv 
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ever will have. That’s why you haven’t heard from the War Depart¬ 
ment. There wasn’t any way you could be notified, officially.” 

As he spoke, Vail’s voice had grown more and more gentle. Gervais 
continued to stare at him with mounting horror. Vail put Maudie 
quietly on the floor, drew his chair still closer, and laid his hand on 
the older man’s arm. 

“I know how horrible it is for you, hearing this, Dad. I km m how 
much Phil meant to you. It’s the hardest thing I’ve ever hac to do, 
being the one to tell you.” 

Gervais made a small, futile gesture. Then he gripped the irms of 
his chair and turned his head away, his lips moving, as if ! :e were 
about to say something. At k'.t he managed to speak, in a ^oice so 
low that Vail could hardly catch the words. 

"1 want to hear all you do know.” 

“‘Well, it was only by accidetit I found out even that Phil h id been 
wounded. It’s a strange thing, too. If I hadn’t run into Tony Dalton 
at the Town House that night t might have been a year or tw* • before 
we ever found out what happt ned. Tony’s one of the Air Ti ansport 
Command boys that went through primary with me but nevtr made 
fighter. He was evacuating wounded from France back to England—I 
mean those who could sit up in a transport plane and wouldn’t have 
to be sent over by ambulance—^so he told me about Phil and how he 
had brought him to this hospital plant that wasn’t more than about 
one hundred and twenty miles from our base. He said Phil was laugh¬ 
ing, and cutting up like he always did all the way across. Naturally 
if Phil had been seriously wounded I’d have tried to see him right 
away, but we were due to be briefed for a pretty important mission 
that night, so I waited till it was my regular turn for a week-end 
leave before I went. Colonel Jackson lent me his jeep when I told 
him where I was going and why, and I took off.” 

Vail reached down absently to pat Maudie, who had cuddled up 
beside his chair. 

“Well, there really isn’t a hell of a lot more to tell you, Dad,”, he 
continued. “Just what I found out when I got there, which was that 
one of those God damn rocket bombs had hit the hospital about a 
week before. You know they weren’t like the buzz bombs. Those gave 
you some warning, but the first anybody ever heard of a rocket was 
the explosion after it hit. I saw the crater. It looked as though you 
could have dropped a city block into it. I don’t know how many of the 
boys in that hospital were killed. Matter of fact, nobody knows. The 
record room was gone along with one entire wing and most of the 
official personnel, so nobody knew who had been in the hospital and 
there was no way to check. About all that they could do was to take 
a list of the names of those, who were still alive.” 

Gervais attempted to clear his throat. “Then there is still a possi- 
bihty—he began. 
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“Fm afraid not, Dad,” Vail continued gently. “Tony Dalton knew 
Phil. They were at Tulane together and Tony couldn’t have been 
mistaken. Just to make sure I looked him up afterwards and explained 
the situation. I asked him if there wasn’t any chance that Phil might 
have gone from the airfield where Tony left him to some other hos¬ 
pital, and he said no, he was positive. In fact, he gave me the names 
of some of the other boys who had been with Phil and I got hold 
of one of them among the survivors and he told me Phil had been 
with them. I know it’s pretty rugged to take, but you want the truth, 
and that’s the way it is.” 

Gervais, his whole body bowed forward, stared at the floor. Vail 
rose and walked towards the fireplace where he stood with his back 
towards the grief-stricken figure in the chair. 

“I’m afraid there’s something else I’ve got to tell you, Dad,” he con¬ 
tinued without turning around. “I didn’t try to see Phil because I was 
sorry for him. I wanted to see him because I had an old score to settle. 
I’d been waiting a long time to do that. I thought perhaps he might 
be sent home on convalescent leave after he left the hospital, and I 
had to thrash things out with him before he got back here.” Again 
Vail waited, giving Gervais time to ask what his score might be, but 
when at length the latter spoke, he made no mention of it. 

“You told Cresside and Sybelle all this before you came out here?” 

“Not quite so many details. But I told them the main facts. It seemed 
logical to tell them first, because I saw them first. You don’t mind, 
do you?” , 

“No. That was natural, as you say . . . Your mother doesn’t know 
yet though . . .” 

It was half a statement, half a question. Vail chose to interpret it 
as a question. 

“No, she doesn’t know yet. Syb said she was in town doing the 
errands. I’ll tell her when she gets back, if you want me to. But I 
thought perhaps you’d rather tell her yourself. But I will if you want 
me to. Grand*mirc and Joyeuse, too.” 

“I’d be very grateful if you’d tell your grandmother and your sister. 
I don’t think I can talk about it much, for a while. But you’re right. 
I’d better try to tell your mother myself. She’s going to take this mighty 
hard, Vail.” 

“It won’t be any harder for her.than it’s been for you. Dad. Not as 
hard, maybe. You’ll be able to break it better than I could. I’ve done 
a rotten job, I know that,” 

“No, Vail, you’ve done the best you could. There isn’t any easy way, 
or any good way, to tell a man he’s lost his son, or a woman the same 
thing. But she’s going to take this mighty hard. You see- 

He did not seem to realize that he was repeating himself. He strug¬ 
gled, up, and Vail did not try to stop him, or even to help him, this 
time, as he stumbled towards the door, catching at the furniture to 
support himself on the way. For a long time he stood looking out into 
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space, and Vail knew it was not the ?idjacent gardens which he saw, 
but the invisible cane fields. He was listening, too, not for some sound 
from the house, but for the clatter of the mill. At last he turned. 

**The day Franchot was born,” he said slowly, “I was in the factory, 
trying out a new set of centrifugals, and Selah came running out to 
get me. I knew it must be a hurry call, and I didn’t even stop to wash 
the syrup off my hands before I went into your mother’s room. She was 
suffering dreadfully, anyway, of course, and somehow the sight of 
my hands, dripping like that, was so revolting to her that she couldn’t 
stand it. She’d always been very brave and very patient when she was 
in labor, before that. But sudcienly she began to scream, and ^)etween 
her shrieks she cried out that hoped to God no son of hej s would 
ever be a sugar planter. Dr. C'hampagne told me she was 1 /sterical 
with pain, that she didn’t rea: ze what she was saying, but Me must 
have, halfway at least, because she told me afterwards how } >rry she 
was. She may have forgotten Al about it by now. I hope she las. But 
I haven’t. It made a great impression on me. I wrote it dow i in my 
diary.” He half-turned, glancing towards the bookcase contai ling the 
neat row of Affleck’s Record and Account Books, almost .is if he 
thought of looking for the entry in question. Then he setmed to 
abandon the idea and went on. “I felt terribly, not only because I’d care¬ 
lessly added to her anguish, though that was bad enough; but also 
because ... Well, maybe we Creoles are a superstitious lot. But when 
you get to be as old as I am, Vail, I believe you’ll feel the way I do: 
that sometimes it’s dangerous to hope and pray certain things will 
happen, because very often the greatest sorrow comes with the answer 
to such prayers. Just as it has this time.” 

He stopped abruptly, recognizing too late the tacit disclosure in his 
words. Vail put out his hand again. 

“It’s all right. Dad,” he said. “I mean. I’m mighty sorry you think 
Mom may remember what she said, and that you do anyway, whether 
she does or not. I know how you must feel, and how she will if she 
happens to remember, because she did get her wish. But of course 
it wasn’t a real wish, just as the doctor told you and as she told you 
herself. Naturally I don’t know much about such things. I shouldn’t 
suppose though that any woman would have an idea what she was 
saying at a time like that. But on top of everything else, don’t start 
worrying because you think you’ve given away something you didn’t 
mean to have me know. I’ve known ever since I was nine years 
old,” 

“But how-” 

“We could talk about that some other time, couldn’t we? Of course 
I’ll do just as you want. But it seems to me all I need to say right now 
is that I feel you’ve always, treated me as if I were your son, that 
no real father could have been any kinder to me or meant any more 
to me.” 

“That means a lot to me, Vail, but-” • . 
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“And rU do my best to carry on here, the way you’d have wanted 
your own sons to do it, if they’d lived. It won’t be the same for you, 
or for Mom, of course. It can’t be. But the girls won’t ever know. 
The world won’t ever know. And after all, Dad, I love this place.” 

“Yes,” Gervais said, still slowly. “I know you do. And I’ve every 
reason to feel proud of you, Vail. Just as proud as I would have been of 
—of your brothers.” He paused for a moment, but he did not correct 
himself. “This place has belonged to us a long time, though,” he went 
on painfully. “And this is the end of a dynasty.” 

“But it isn’t. Don’t forget. Dad, my mother’s a d’Alvery. So am I.” 

For a moment they faced each other silently and steadily. Then 
Gervais bowed his head before Vail’s unflinching gaze and turned 
without answering, groping his way back to his chair. Vail spoke to 
him from the door. 

“I reckon you’d like to be by yourself for a little while,” he said. 
“I’ll go along to the Big House and see grand'mhre —she must be 
awake by this time. And if Jqy isn’t ready to lay off for the day, she 
ought to be. . . . There’s a grand girl for you, Dad! And Syb’s an¬ 
other—they’ll both help us to hang on! I tell you this stretch of the 
River Road will really be something, when Hathaway’s going at full 
blast again, as part of Belle Hcloise. And maybe Joy could wheedle 
Hackberry away from Charles Boylston. He doesn’t really want to live 
there any longer.. . . No, I’ve got a better plan!” 

Gervais still did not answer. Vail knew that he was only half listen¬ 
ing, that his thoughts were still sadly centered on his lost son, on the 
desolate hearthstone. 

“If Mom comes in before I leave,” Vail went on, “I’ll tell her you 
specially want to see her. I reckon she always comes right here anyway 
though, after she’s been out, doesn’t she?” 

“Before you leave —^but Vail, you’re not leaving!” 

He was alert again, and alarmed. He knew he should have re¬ 
sponded far more wholeheartedly to Vail’s grave and moving declara¬ 
tion of gratitude, affection and abiding purpose; he should have given 
a ready answer to the boy’s one touching appeal, instead of turning 
away from him without a word. Surely, at such a time as this . . . 

“Oh, not for good!” Vail was saying now. “You and I’ve still got 
lots to go over, before I take off again. But there’s someone else I 
ought to see tonight, if I can, and I thought maybe this wouldn’t be 
su^ a bad time for me to slip away for a few hours. After that. I’ll 
be sticking around for nearly a month. . . . The jalopy still runs, 
doesn’t it?” 

“Yes, it still runs. Joyeusc uses it all the time—that is, until’ her 
gas gives out. I don’t know just what the present status of that is.” 

“Well, she won’t be using it tonight,” Vail announced briefly. “After 
aU, it’s still my car. Joy probably is fresh out of gas—it would be just 
like her to use all she had and trust to luck to get more—^which she 
would. But ni get enough coupons somewhere to take me to New 
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Roads. I can pay them back after I get my leave allowance. By the 
way, I’m going to try to persuade Susannah Prescott to come home 
with me. I won’t bring her here—of course I know you wouldn’t 
want me to do that, right now. But Aunt Cresside said it woujd be all 
right to take her to Somerulos Street. You don’t mind, do you? I 
mean, on account of Phil? Because I want to have most of my thirty 
days at home but still I want to see as much as I can of Si sannah. 
You must know how that is, Dad.” 

He was not hurt, he was m t offended, he had not misunc erstood. 
He was only going so that Me ry and Gervais could have the evening 
to themselves, and so that he h mself could see his sweetheart. For the 
first time Gervais looked back at the boy with something like a smile 
on his somber face. 

“Yes, I know how it is,” he s. id. “And if you’d rather have S isannah 
stay here, after tonight, we’ll io our best to make her feel v elcome. 
She was very fond of Phil herself.” 


CHAPTER LVI 

Yail started for New Roads assuring himself that of course Sue 
would come home with him and forcing himself to believe it. But this 
required considerable will power. In the first place, he was terribly tired, 
and his fatigue in itself was depressing. In the second place, though he 
had done his best to treat the nature of his homecoming as briefly and 
lightly as he could in talking to Gervais, the only welcoming warmth 
of which he had been conscious had come from Cresside and Sybelle. 
It had been a grueling experience to face both Gervais’ hopeless 
broken-heartedness and the rigid self-control of his grandmother. 
Moreover, Joyeuse had come in from the factory while he was talking 
with Madame d’Alvery, and when she heard about Phil, she had sunk 
down in a chair, bursting into unashamed tears. Her face, so bright 
and alert when she first caught sight of Vail, became suddenly swollen 
and blurred, and she sat huddled in a little crumpled heap, the trim 
lines of her figure effaced by her attitude of dejection. Presently she 
rose, and without speaking again, went off to the little room beyond 
the boudoir, where she had slept ever since no servant was available 
for ifight duty; it was so near that though she closed the door, Vail 
could still hear her sobbing. She and Phil had never been quite so 
devoted as he and Sybelle, but their mutual light-hcartedness and 
kindred tastes had nevertheless formed an extremely close bond be¬ 
tween them. It was natural that she should feel his death very keenly 
and that she should take the tidings of it as she had. It must have 
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been terribly hard for her to hear them. It had also been terribly hard 
for Vail to bring them. 

He did not dwell on the latter fact with self-pity, but with the argu¬ 
ment that probably the consciousness of the sorrow his tidings had 
inevitably evoked had a good deal to do with his own overpowering 
depression, and that when the various members of his family had been 
given time to adjust themselves to their loss, he would recover from 
his sense of desolation. He hoped he was not lacking in sensitivity 
because he was relieved that he had missed Merry; he felt that one 
more interview, like those he had gone through already, would have 
taried him almost past the point of endurance. And yet, he now re¬ 
membered that he had one more such interview ahead of him. If 
Susannah were stricken too, the spectacle of her grief would be the 
worst of all. 

He was too essentially honest to pretend to himself that Phil’s death 
was a heavy blow to him. His first feeling, in the aftermath of the 
rude shock he received in finding the bombed hospital, had been one 
of personal frustration and defeat. As he had forced himself to tell 
Gervais, he had not gone to find Phil out of concern, but out of anger, 
intending to browbeat him into signing a statement which would 
make it easy for Susannah to secure hdr freedom; and Phil had been 
mockingly elusive in death, exactly as he had been mockingly elusive 
in life. Vail could feel horror over the manner of Phil’s death, but 
he could not feel sustained sorrow for it; he was too conscious of hav¬ 
ing been defrauded. 

And now, at the end of this tortuous road, was he himself on the 
point of erring almost as grievously as the dead man for whom he had 
AO charity in his heart? In his readiness to accept Phil’s heritage as 
his own and to take Phil’s widow for his wife, was. he cheating too? 
Still trying to act and think with complete honesty, he did not evade 
the ugly question. But despite his fatigue, despite his depression, the 
answer which he was finally able to give himself was reassuring and 
convincing. It was his own heritage he was claiming, not Phil’s, he 
who really loved the land left by their common ancestor, he who was 
willing to work it, guard it, preserve it, no matter at what sacrifice. 
Left to Phil, Belle Hcloise would have suffered the same fate as 
Trepanier and Esperance and all the other tragic places that had been 
abandoned on the River Road. Phil would have wasted his substance in 
riotous living, he would have sold his birthright for a mess of red 
pottage, and in the end only desolation and decay would have been 
left. And what was true of the land was true of a woman. Phil had 
never loved her either. He had only briefly desired her, and even 
his desire had becA artificially fanned into flame by her declared fasci¬ 
nation. What kmahip had such a cheap and ephemeral feeling with 
the devotion of years? How could Vail himself be robbing the dead 
of a prerogative which had never been either treasured or possessed? 

. He had already achieved this saner viewpoint before he reached the 
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cemetery, and he stopped there long enough to make a brief survey of 
the family lot. It was in beautiful condition, and in the care lavished 
upon it, for which he rightly guessed Sybelle and Joyeuse were about 
equally responsible, he saw an ulterior motive, probably prompted by 
their grandmother: it must be kept fittingly prepared against possible 
need at any time. Well, he would do what he could to help, in these 
few days he would spend at home. Gervais and Merry would n aturally 
wish to have a special monument for Phil, and, with All Saiii:s’ Day 
so near, to expedite the erection of at least a temporary mtmorial. 
Possibly he could take care of that for them. At all events, h: could 
offer to. He was sorry that he Jiad not stopped long enough tc gather 
some flowers before coming the: e that evening, but he had not i bought 
of it till now. However, only the gesture was indicated. Th : tomb 
where the first Philogene lay 'ivith the Estrades and Franchot i small 
solitary grave were both ahead v adequately adorned. 

As a child, Vail had been t;<ken to visit the family lot free uently, 
according to Creole custom; hvz he had always hated the Hat. .aways* 
prickly lamb and simpering st( ne mourner, which he was oh ged to 
pass in order to reach the Estrade tombs; and from the time he earned 
that Sylvestre Tremaine was his father, he had never voluntari y done 
so, until today. Now he stopped and looked resolutely at tie two 
stones which completed the group in the enclosure so long avoided. 
The Misses Murdock had lavished a large sum of money upon these, 
doubtless feeling this to be appropriate, considering the handsome 
legacy which they represented. But in spite of the elaborate carving 
with which they were ornamented, the lettering on them was brief; 
obviously the heirs, with all the eagerness in the world, had found 
almost nothing to record. Vail looked at this lettering now, realizing 
the futility and emptiness of the two lives, which had been so much 
more closely interlocked at the end than ever before: 

Regine Hathaway Tremaine 
daughter of 

Roger and Emma Hathaway 
and wife of 
Sylvestre Tremaine 
Born April 20, 1900 
Died March 26, 1929 

Sylvestre Tremaine 
son of 

i Hyacinthe and Jeanne Tremaine 

and husband of 

' Regine Hathaway Tremaine 

Born November 9, 1895 
Died March 27, 1929 
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Nothing else! No record of ^^diicvcment, because there had been 
none. No quotations of sentimental or sacred character, because even 
the Murdocks realized what a travesty these would present. In life, 
Rcgine Hathaway and Sylvestre Tremaine had been aimless, selfish 
and sensual; even in death they had not achieved anything that would 
give them character or stature. Vail wondered now why he had ever 
shrunk from a sight as meaningless as the graves of such nonentities. 
He knew that he never would again. He had reminded Gervais earlier 
that evening that he was a d’Alvery, but he had forborne from add¬ 
ing: “As much of a d’Alvery as either Franchot or Phil. Their mother 
doesn’t belong to the closed clan, any more than my father did.” The 
fact that he loved Merry and that she deserved his love had prevented 
him from saying this. But it was true. And now the physical fact of 
Sylvestre’s fatherhood lost all its significance, in the vast pattern of 
the lives which it had been powerless to affect with any degree of 
permanence. . . . 

Vail turned in at Hathaway a second time, unable to resist the 
yearning to see Sybelle again. As if she had been waiting for him, 
she came running out to meet him, and urged him to stop. No, he 
said, he was on his way to New Roads, and smiled. She smiled back, 
undcrstandingly; then, with her usu^l practical thoughtfulness, asked 
if he was sure he had enough gas; she had some idea how Joyeus^ 
used it up. Well, he could do with a couple of coupons, Vail replied, 
though that was not why he had stopped by; he had just wanted to 
see her again, she looked so good to him. She laughed, and went off 
to get the coupons. When she came back he told her he thought it 
^ould be a good plan if she could get over to Belle Heloise for a little 
while that evening; everyone there had taken the news about Phil 
mighty hard. Dad was completely broken up, and so was Joy. Of 
course grand'mhe never flinched; but sometime, for that very reason, 
she would probably break, just as Mom had suddenly broken, in a 
different way, and this might be the time; there was no way of tell¬ 
ing. He still hadn’t seen Mom. If Sybelle could manage to be there 
when she got back from town, he wouldn’t feel like quite so much of 
a shirker himself. Of course she could manage, Sybelle assured him. 
She had meant to go anyway. Poor Dad! Poor Joyeuse! Poor Grand'- 
mhel VooT Mom! But still, as long as they had Vail.. . 

“I don’t rate as high with the others as I do with you, Syb. There’s 
no reason why I should,” 

“Of course there is. You ought to. And you will yet. Yoju wait and 
see. Don’t worry, Vail, I’ll go right over.” 

It was extraorinary how much better he felt after these few .words 
with Sybelle. He was no longer absorbed by doubt and dread He 
could see, and savor, the beauties along the way: the columns and 
galleries of the Pentagon, snowy and symmetrical beyond the glossy 
trees which framed them and the soft lights which illumined them; 
t^ie high tower of the New Capitol, reflected in the still lake which 
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gave the hospital on the opposite bank its name; the tall twinkling 
units of the Standard Oil, amazingly imitative, in miniature, of Man¬ 
hattan’s skyline; the mighty arch of the great steel bridge, spanning 
the Mississippi, which flowed towards the Gulf with deceptive 
quietude; the level and serene countryside, extending on and on, all 
the way to False River; then deep set in the midst of its verdure yet 
fronting the glittering stream, one lovely and venerable plai tation 
house after another:.Oliva, Parlange, Austerlitz, Pleasant View, North 
Bend, River Lake—at last Salome! 

He turned in between the stur dy entrance gates and wound h s way 
quickly through the cedars be rdering the drive, towards th : hip- 
roofed house, standing four-square behind its hedge of Cherokc J rose. 
No street sounds penetrated be\ ond the spacious enclosure sha lowed 
by pecans and oaks, and the prwacy of the place was assured >y the 
luxuriant growth of these trees. Yet it lacked the hushed and ddden 
quality of Belle Heloise. Light.s shone from the windows anc from 
lanterns suspended in the galler v. Household sounds, apparentl r issu^ 
ing from the kitchen at the re;: r, suggested that the evening’s work, 
while progressing smoothly and pleasantly, was not yet finished. In 
the drawing room at the front someone was playing the piaro and 
singing an old song. Before he saw her, Vail knew it must be Susan¬ 
nah. He had forgotten that she liked to play and sing, or perhaps she 
had never done so much in the old days. There was nothing remark¬ 
able about the performance now. Her voice was pleasing, but it had 
no g^reat range or volume. Her fingers did not touch false notes as 
they slipped over the keys, but neither did they bring extraordinary 
melody and meaning from the instrument. The whole effect was 
amazingly picturesque and slightly plaintive. But perhaps it was the 
old song as much as the quaint setting which made it so: 

“ ‘Love me little, love me long. 

Is the burden of my song. 

Love which is too hot and strong 
Quickly runs to waste. 

Still I would not have thee cold, 

Nor too backward, nor too bold, 

Love which lasteth till ’tis old 
Fadeth not in haste.’ ” 

Vail waited until Susannah had finished the song before he went 
up on the gallery. He did not want to startle her or interrupt her, and 
he could see her quite plainly from where he stood beside the hedge. 
AstraPlamps were placed on the small circular shelves at either side of 
the keyboard; they did not give much light, but it sufficed to reveal 
Susannah, and beyond her, the. dim lines of her parents’ figures. They 
were listening to her, seated at the rear of the loom, beneath some 
paintings with heavy gilt frames which faintly reflected the lamplight. 
Vail listened too, while he looked at Susannah with hungry eyes. Her , 



face was lovely and serene, as it always had been, her hair still parted 
in the middle, as he remembered it, and drawn down on the sides so 
far that it almost covered her small ears. She had on a very simple 
blue dress, with a square-cut neck and elbow sleeves and she was not 
wearing any jewelry. When she finished her song she played a few 
disconnected chords, and then she rose from the piano and moved 
towards the front door, which led directly into the drawing room, for 
houses of the earlier Spanish type, like Salome, were constructed with¬ 
out hallways. It was almost as if Vail had called her and as if she 
were answering. 

“I was sure I heard a car come in,” she said. She seemed to be speak¬ 
ing to herself, rather than to her parents or to any visitor, expected or 
unexpected. Vail did not find it disillusioning because there was a 
logical, instfliad of a mystic reason, after all, to explain her coming. 
He was glad this was natural. He had always wanted everything 
between himself and Susannah to be natural, just as he had always 
felt that everything between them was inevitable. 

“You did,” he said, speaking very gently. He was still afraid that 
she might be startled. “It’s Vail, Sue. I’ve come home.” 

“I’m glad to see you, Vail,” she answered, just as quietly. “I’ve missed 
you. But not as much as if I hadn’t* always known you’d come some¬ 
time.” 

She moved across the gallery and gave him her hand. He did not 
try to take her in his arms. For the moment it was enough to have 
her come to him like that, freely and without fear, and to speak as if 
she too recognized the clement of inevitability between them. 

just came in this afternoon. Fve got thirty days’ leave,” he went 
on, holding her hand fast. “I hoped you’d go back with me tonight, 
so I wouldn’t miss any of the time I might have with you. I don’t 
mean to Belle Heloise. I can’t take you there just now. I mean to 
Aunt Cresside’s.” 

“All right. I’ll be glad to go. Come in a minute and say hello to 
Father and Mother while I put some things into a suitcase. They’ll 
be glad to see you too.” 

“In just a minute. There’s something I’ve got to tell you. Sue, before 
we go in, before you come home with me.” 

His hold on her hand tightened. She waited, silently, for him to 
go on. 

“It’s about Phil. I never said those things to him I told you I was 
going to say. I meant to. I found out where he was and went there 
on purpose to do it. And I couldn’t. Because he was dead.” 

This time it was he who waited and she who tightened hd* hand¬ 
clasp. But she did not make him wait long. 

“You can tell me about it on our drive,” she said. “That is, every¬ 
thing you feel like telling. I suppose you’ve had to tell your family 
already today. It must have been awful for you, Vail, to be the one 
to bring such bad news. But you don’t need to tell me anything more 
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than ^itou want to. As far as I was concerned, Phil died a long, long 
time ago.” 

Because she did not ask any questions, because she was so composed 
yet so responsive, he found it easy to talk to her. Indeed, the words 
came tumbling out with such rapidity that at times they did not form 
coherent sentences. But Susannah understood even when they di i not, 
ano Vail, more and more aware of her understanding, talked o i and 
on He told her everything there was to say about Phil. He to d her 
about his own work, its dangers and hardships, its delights xA re¬ 
wards. He told her about his fe ling for the future, what he v anted 
to do and what he felt he must do if Belle Beloise and all it stoi A for 
were to survive. This time he di 1 not see anything that he pass id on 
the road; several times Susannah gently called his attention to turn 
he had almost missed or a stop light he had failed to observ :. He 
even went past the little house on Somerulos Street and shot along 
towards Nicholson Drive. As he halted the car, at Susannah’s i ignal, 
and swung it around to its pro;>er place in front of the old g -anite 
block, he laughed a little, half in relief and half in exultation. 

“My, but that was a grand ride!” he said. “Do you remember our 
first ride, the one when you told me about the wolf that was in love 
with a dog? I thought that was about tops, then, but it was nothing 
compared to this. What it’s meant to get all that off my chest! And to 
you. . . . How early do you think I might come in, Sue, tomorrow 
morning?” 

“Whenever you like. I’ll be glad to see you if you come early, but I 
won’t be disappointed or disturbed if you come late. I think you’ll find 
your father’ll want to talk to you, tomorrow morning. Probably all 
the others, too. They’ll be over the first shock by that time, there’ll 
be a reaction. Phil meant a lot to them, but you mean a loi too. Syb’s 
right about that and you’re wrong. In a sense he represented their 
past, their tradition. But you represent their future, their new world. 
By morning they’ll all realize that. I shouldn’t be surprised if you didn’t 
get away until late. I’ll just sit and wait for you in your aunt’s garden. 
It’s a lovely place to wait anyhow. . . .” 

Cresside and Fabian had both stayed up for them. There were high¬ 
balls made of Irish whiskey, which, by some freak of taste, Vail liked 
better than any other kind. There were also lamb sandwiches, which 
were his favorite. He had forgotten, until the moment, that he had 
not eaten any supper, but Cresside had not overlooked the possibility. 
After the others were all settled on the terrace, she excused herself and 
went back to the kitchen. When she returned, she was bearing one of 
the light lacquered trays she had bought in Mexico, and on it were milk 
and salad and a big piece of apple pie. Vail devoured them all with 
healthy appetite and heartfelt appreciation. While he was eating, con¬ 
versation continued in an effortless way. They talked mostly about 
Frances Belle, who was at Fort Dcs Moines now, and who wrote from* 
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there regularly. They thought she was happy there—at least happier 
than she would have been anywhere else for the present. She was 
hoping for overseas duty, later on—^but meanwhile she was finding 
herself- 

“Fve put Sue in Frances Belle’s room,” Cresside said at last “Per¬ 
haps she’d like to come and see if I’ve thought of everything she’ll 
need to make her comfortable. You two male creatures can get along 
all right without us for a few moments. But why don’t you stay too, 
Vail? The dormer guest rooms are both in order. I opened one of the 
beds and laid out a pair of Fabian’s pajamas, just in case the idea ap¬ 
pealed to you.” 

“I think it’s a swell idea. You would be the one to have it, Auntie. 
There’s no earthly reason why I should go all the way out to Belle 
Heloise tonight and then back here the first thing in the morning, 
using up gas.” 

“It was really your uncle’s idea,” Cresside remarked. . . . “Shall we 
go and have a look at your quarters. Sue?” 

“Yes, and I think I’ll say good night now, too. Shall we have a 
breakfast date, Vail? Nineish?” 

“Eightish. I couldn’t sleep till nine to save my soul. I’ve been on 
Army hours too long.” 

“You’ll shed them easily enough. Carmelite comes later and later, 
and weMon’t say anything because it really doesn’t matter, the way we 
live now, and she’s still the best cook in Baton Rouge. You surely don’t 
want to get your own breakfast, if you remember the sort she Jturns 
out. I’m backing Sue against you this time, Vail.” 

“The woman wins. She always does, I reckon. Good night, Sue.” 

Again she gave him her hand, and again he realized, with fleeting 
amazement, that he was not disappointed because she gave him no 
more. Everything that was happening since he had found her seemed 
to be forming a pattern, which must be slowly and carefully put to¬ 
gether, but which would be perfect when all the parts were in place. 
He watched her leave with no sense of regret. It was good to see her 
and Cresside together, friendly and at ease. He liked to think she was 
going to sleep ill Frances Belle’s room, next to Fabian and Cresside, 
and that they had wanted to put her there. . . . 

“You ought to be turning in pretty soon yourself.” Fabian was 
speaking in his usual imperturbable manner. “You must have had a 
fairly rugged day. But we might treat ourselves to one more drink 
first.” He refilled both his glass and Vail’s, and settled ‘back in his 
chair, as if he were in no special hurry to get up or to have his guest 
do so. “Incidentally, while we’re alone for a few minutes, there^ some¬ 
thing I might say to you. Not that it’s particularly important. I don’t 
want to dwell on it now, and I don’t want to bring it up again, un¬ 
less there’s some special reason for it, which I don’t anticipate. But it 
just happens to be one of those, things to which we tritely refer as 
‘something you ought to know.’ ” 
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“All right then. Shoot,” 

“I don’t want you to feel as if you were stepping into a dead man’s 
shoes in taking over at Belle Heloise. If Phil had wanted it, which he 
didn’t, you could have stood aside and let him have it, if that was 
what you felt like doing, for sentiment’s sake. But he wasn’t the heir 
to it. I bought Belle Heloise when you were nine years old. It’s be¬ 
longed to me, to all intents and purposes, ever since then. Na urally 
I didn’t want it for myself. I bought it for you. You’re the heir to it.” 

“I don’t understand-” 

“Well, there’s no use going i ito all the details right now. But it 
would have been lost to the fam .y if I hadn’t stepped into the p cture. 
And I did this with two disti nct understandings. First, the inder- 
standing that Gervais should get out of politics, straight off; he didn’t 
know how to play them, and it wasn’t healthy for any of us, .aving 
him try. Second, that you shot d always be recognized as hi first¬ 
born, with all the rights and pi vileges that wxnt with that. I :alked 
the whole thing over, first wit i your grandmother and ther with 
Gervais. I made it perfectly cL ar to them both what I was doing 
and why. Nothing was ever j ut on paper—except a few p alitcly 
mendacious lines to the smart scoundrel who was the Governor of 
Louisiana just then, to the effect that the plantation required all Cap¬ 
tain d’Alvery’s time and that therefore he was resigning from the 
State Senate, the resignation to take effect immediately. We d’Alverys 
don’t need documents among ourselves. We’ve got our faults, good 
and plenty. But I’ll say this for us: we don’t promise anything with¬ 
out Ivnowing what we’re doing and we keep the promises we’ve made 
without anyone to tell us we have to. Wasn’t it Will Rogers who 
wouldn’t ever sign a contract, because he said a man’s writing wasn’t 
any better than his word.? Well, that’s the way we feel about it 
too!” 

Fabian’s tone had grown increasingly light as he talked; he had 
never lost the touch of whimsicality which had always been one of 
his greatest charms. His movements had become increasingly clumsy 
and difficult as he grew older; but somehow no one who was with 
him ever noticed this, because his face and voice were so attractive 
and compelling. Vail did not think of it now as Fabian braced him¬ 
self against the arms of his chair and hoisted himself up by holding 
heavily to these. He had put his arm around Vail’s shoulder before 
the boy was really aware that he had risen. 

“Belle Heloise is yours,” he said with a strange triumphant tender¬ 
ness. “I know you’ll never do anything to remind Gervais of this, as 
long aj he lives. But he’s too sick and Sance is too old, to carry on 
much longer without having someone else at the helm. I hope you 
can start taking over before you go back to France. Of course Joyeuse 
has done a swell job. But after all, running a plantation’s a man's 
work. I want to see a man doing it. Your mother always wanted you 
to have BelJe Heloise, and I have too; I’m glad I could save it for you. 
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Now youVc only got to get the girl to go in it. You picked out the 
right one, a long time ago. And Fm betting on you to do the rest, 
without any help from me.” 


CHAPTER LVII 

‘TLet’s not stay in the garden, Sue. Let’s go up on the levee. Fve 
done everything I need to in the fields and factory today, so I’m not on 
call any longer. And it’s a mighty pretty evening.” 

“All right, ril be glad to go.” 

She answered so readily that it was evident she welcomed the sug¬ 
gestion as a means of escape. She had been really happy on Somerulos 
Street with Cresside and Fabian. But here it had been different, as 
she feared beforehand that it might be. She had not wanted to decline, 
when Vail asked her to spend the latter part of his leave at Belle 
Heloise; but she knew beforehand that she would feel like an intruder 
and an impostor in this house of mourning, and it had required all 
the tact^nd self-control she possessed to meet the ordeal with dignity 
and composure. There was so much she might herself have said about 
'Phil and so little she could say, if his family were to keep the bright 
memory of him untarnished. Vail realized this, but so far there* had 
been no chance to talk to her about it. He had been obliged to give 
a great deal of time to the plantation. Fabian had been right, as usual. 
Vail’s hand was needed at the helm, and whatever he could do now 
would ease the burden of the others while he was gone, and prepare 
the way for the still greater tasks that must be undertaken after he 
came home for good. 

The laboratory was now the acknowledged center of plantation ac¬ 
tivities because it was Joyeuse who directed all of these, while carrying 
forward her own chosen branch of the work with unflagging zeal. 
Vail had been tactful enough to visit her promptly in her workshop 
and to compliment her wholeheartedly both on her ingenuity in get¬ 
ting supposedly unobtainable supplies and on the remarkable adminis¬ 
trative quality she had displayed. Somehow she had improvised an 
extra clarifier out of scrap material, and performed various other feats, 
scarcely less remarkable. Moreover, all the men working under her 
respected both her authority and her ability; it had been no small ac¬ 
complishment for a girl of twenty-one to achieve such excellent dis¬ 
cipline together with such good feelings and such productive results. 
Tlie new dies had also been a tremendous success. Housewives every¬ 
where were asking for the sugar bags from which they could easily 
fashion centerpieces and aprons with no extra cost, while their smaU 
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daughters were clamoring for the Belle Heloise dolls. The ‘‘side issue” 
of which Joyeuse had made so light had already been a sound invest¬ 
ment and with greater production ahead was bound to become an 
increasingly profitable one. Vail did not overlook mentioning this in 
speaking of the other contributions she had made. She was pleased 
with his praise and showed it; but she was not disposed to have him 
prolong it or to take more than her share of the credit. Sance really 
deserved most of this, she insisted. 

He did wonders with those new three-row flame cultivate rs, all 
spring and summer,” she said. ‘ I didn’t know whether I’d beti :r ask 
Uncle Fabian for them or not, Vail. Of course last year the' were 
still in the experimental stage aud I wasn’t so sure they would repre¬ 
sent a sound investment. Fortunately we didn’t have to do much 
ditching anyway. But this year, with drought when we ought t > have 
had rain and rain when we ^mght to have had drought, lOt to 
mention all the labor diflicultie:s I could see poor Sance was ^ etting 
desperate. We could have got ( erman prisoners all right. But pie re¬ 
membered what you said to him before you went away. In j act, it 
had sunk in pretty deep.” 

“I am glad it did. Because I meant just what I said and I feel even 
more strongly about that now.” He looked at her gravely, and she knew 
he was thinking, as she was, of Gervais’ tragic breakdown, of the 
wanton destruction which had cost Phil his life, and of Orange and 
Neely, the two young Negroes from the plantation who had been 
killed in combat, one shortly before his division left Tunisia, one 
just ^fter the beginning of the Sicilian campaign. But neither of them 
said so, and after a moment Joyeuse went on, “I hated to see poor 
Sance so whipped down and finally I decided I’d go and have a talk 
with Unk. But he beat me to the draw. He showed up here the very 
evening I figured on going to see him and asked me, didn’t I think 
we ought to give those new flame-cultivators a try, and would three 
be enough to start out with?” 

“Well, that sounds like him. I suppose he didn’t even make the 
suggestion, cither, until he had those cultivators parked right in his 
yard?” 

“No. And Vail, they’ve taken the place of a one hundred and fifty 
man hoe gang! We’ve cleaned all the cane and burned all the ditches 
with them . . . but you let Sance tell you about that. After all, that’s 
where he comes in. Besides, he’s been hanging around all morning 
waiting for you and he won’t get anything done today unless you give 
him a chance to tell you about those cultivators, and the wage and hour 
control^ and the muleheadedncss of the Draft Board regarding essential 
industries and everything else he’s got on his chest.” 

“I’m going to look him up as soon as I’ve asked you one question 
and given you the chance to tell me it’s none of my damn business.’’ 

“I’ll save you time and trouble by saying I haven’t changed my 
mind about getting married any riiore than you’ve changed yours 
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about German prisoners. Nothing—^and no one —means any more to 
me than chemistry. Now clear out, will you please, Vail, and let me 
get along with what I was trying to do when you came barging in 
here! It was fairly important.” 

If only everyone on the place had shown the predileciion Joyeuse 
had for brevity, he reflected, rather ruefully, he would have had more 
time with Susannah. But he must let people talk to him in their 
own way when they had waited so long for the chance, and when 
they would not have another chance for so long again. If the men 
with whom he was to spend his life after the war did not feel they 
had his considerate understanding as well as his authoritative super¬ 
vision, he would never make a successful bossman. 

With this in mind, he listened patiently while Sance told him that 
the past year was the hardest he had ever been through,., and all the 
reasons for this feeling. But when the overseer had had his say, Vail 
had his too. 

know youVe been through a hell of a time, Sance,” he said. “I 
don’t blame you for worrying over reports from the labor agents that 
all transient labor has been diverted. I don’t blame you for feeling 
sore at the Government for leaving industries like ours so few essential 
materials. In fact, I don’t blame you for anything. On the contrary, 
I think 70u’ve got a lot of credit coming to you. You’ve done a swell 
job in the face of no end of difficulties, just as I knew beforehand you 
would. But let’s talk about some other aspects of the situation for a 
change. I don’t need to tell you that the world’s sugar supply is 'down 
to an all-time low. You know as well as I do that there’s a very short 
crop in Cuba, due to an unprecedented drought. You know as well as 
I do that Hawaii’s bound to have reduced production because of most 
of the man power there has been diverted to servicing the Armed 
Forces. You know as well as I do it’s the consensus of opinion that all 
mills and fields in the Philippines have been destroyed. In fact, you 
ought to know all this a lot better than I do—details, I mean. You 
sure have had a better chance to keep informed.” 

“That’s correct, Vail. I also know that the sugar beet factories in 
Europe are mostly destroyed, and that the sugar beet production in 
the United States won’t be more than sixty-five percent of normal. 
But so what? Except that lots of poor devils arc ruined and lots more 
people are going to be hollering louder than ever for sugar?” 

“Well, just add that Java is still in the hands of the Japs, and that 
therefore every sugar-producing region in the world’s been directly 
affected by the war. It doesn’t give me any satisfaction to thir^ about 
all this disorganization and destruction—I know what it means to 
the planters and the consumers who are up against it just as well as 
you do, and I’m darn sorry for them. But I can be practical about 
the whole thing too. Because I also know what it’s bound to mean 
to us. At least I think I do.” ’ 
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He stopped and looked at Sance questioningly, as if giving him a 
chance to supply the answer. But as Sance only looked at him with 
curious and respectful interest, Vail went on himseif. 

“Doesn’t it mean that there won’t be any more Government restfic- 
i tions of acreage? Doesn’t it mean that there’ll be a ready market for 
all we can grow in Louisiana? Doesn’t it mean that as soon as the 
war’s over, sugar prices arc bound to hit their proper level 
again?” 

' “Well yes, Vail, I reckon it does. And when you put it that way— —” 

“When you put it that way, you can’t help realizing we’re boi* nd 
to prosper, these next four or five years, come hell or high water If 
we’re not going to be in a position to compete with any sugar p ro¬ 
ducers you can name, anywhere in the world, I’d like to know he 
reason why. You better be getting ready to celebrate, Sance. Haj py 
days aren’t here again—not yet. But they’re coming mighty fi*.st. 
We’ve got to be ready for ’em.” 

After this conversation Vail noticed a gradual but unmistaka )lc 
change in the overseer’s manner. Sance stopped grumbling ab »ut 
the impossibility of securing essential materials and began to tilk 
! cheerfully about the elemental law of supply and demand. Vail knew 
that the time he had put into such talks and into personal supervis.on 
; at the mill and in the fields was well spent; but this did not alter 
the fact that he had less for Susannah. It did not keep him from 
worrying, either, about other aspects of the situation on the home 
front with which he felt he could not cope so successfully, yet which 
, he knew cried aloud for remedy. 

I The day after his return, he had gone nonchalantly up the stairs, 

I carrying his B-44 bag, and swung open the shutter door to his room. 

' To his amazement and confusion, he walked in on Merry, who was 
1 sitting in her slip by the dresser, combing her shining hair. She 
1 jumped up with a startled exclamation and reached for a dressing 
I goWh while he stammered out apologies. 

“I’m awfully sorry. Mom. I hadn’t the dimmest Idea you were using 
I my room. Where shall I put my things?” 

“Why . .. you’d like to put them here, wouldn’t you, Vail? It was 
terribly stupid of me not to think of that . . . terribly stupid of all of 
us. But our minds have been so full of Phil ... You see, after your 
father went overseas, the gargonni^re was closed, and then when he 
came home again, your grandmother and I both thought that perhaps 
i he’d like his old room back again. So I asked him, while he was still 
at La Garde; and he said-” 

“Yes, ol course. Don’t worry. Mom. Why don’t I just take my stuff 
down to the Garden Room?” 

I “But you were born in this room! You’ve always slept in it! When 
you and Sybelle were separated, it was she who moved. You can’t tell 
me you haven’t anv sentiment about it. Vll move this time! I’m just 
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tnod at myself because I didn't do it before you got here, because Td 
ever let you find out-** 

“Of course, Fve got sentiment about it. But hell, Fm too happy to 
be home at all to worry about the place Fm going to spend the few 
bours Fll be dead to the world. What do you mean, ‘letting me find 
out’ for Pete’s sake?” 

She looked at him without answering, and then he knew. It was 
not the mere occupancy of his room which he had inopportunely dis¬ 
covered; it was the degree of estrangement between his foster parents. 
Gervais had gone back to his “old room,” but Merry had not gone 
back to her bridal chamber; instead she had taken possession of the 
nursery. If she had not tried to explain, the arrangement might still 
have seemed natural and convenient to Vail. But it was one of those 
many unfortunate instances where the lady protested too much. 

“You see, your father still sleeps very badly, and it makes him 
nervous to feel he’s disturbing someone else; and since there’s only 
one downstairs bedroi'>m in the garqonniere and he still needs someone 
near him—that is, since he did at first, we both thought . . . But he 
really doesn’t any more. Please don’t take your bag to the Garden 
Room, Vail. Fll just move across the hall, to the Henry Clay room. 
That’s plenty near enough now. We can leave the shutter doors 
open. And then, with you here, you can call me if your father should 
want anything and you should happen to hear him first . . . Unless 
you'd like to have the garqonnihre for yours. . . . When he said he’d 
like to go back to his old room, your father spoke of the fact that 
someday you and Phil would both be getting married and that when 
that happened-” 

“He’d offer the garqonnihre to Phil? Come clean now, isn’t that 
what he said. Mom?” 

“Fm making things worse every minute instead of making them 
better. Of course he’d want you to have the garqonnihre now that 
Phil-” 

“But I don’t want it. Not because Dad wouldn’t have offered it to 
me, if Phil were still alive. But because I want to keep on in the Big 
House. Because when I get married, I want to bring my wife here. 
Not to one of the outbuildings.” 

Vail put an affectionate arm around Merry’s shoulder and seated 
himself on the big bed, drawing her down beside him. 

“It was different with you and Dad,” he said gently. “You wanted 
a little home of your own, where you’d be by yourselves. I can see 
how you felt too. Grand'mhre and Aunt Cresside crariiped your stylc^ 
and in the garqonnihre you could do things your own way. But it just 
so happens that Grand*mire never has cramped my style, ahd I know 
she won’t cramp Sue’s either, when Sue makes up her mind to marry 
me. They get on like a house afire already. So that’s that. But I stiU 
don’t sec, when you understand about my having sentiment for a room, 
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and so on, why you and Dad didn’t go back to the gargonnihre that 
meant all that much to you. Suppose there wasn’t but one downstairs 
bedroom, etcetera, etcetera? Cocidn’t you have turned the dining room 
into another one, temporarily, for the luvamike? You eat most of 
your meals at the Big House anyway—^always have. I should think 
you and Dad would have liked to have breakfast together again in 
that one big bedroom, the way you used to, whether you both slept 
in there or not. And supper in front of the living-room fire, sometin es. 
Supper’s mighty cozy, eaten thatawry.” 

“I think your ideas are better than mine were, Vail. I wish I’d 
thought of all this too. I believe if 1 had, instead of suggesting the )ld 
room, that perhaps your father-’* 

“Well, you and he could still m we into the gargonnihe, conk n’t 
you, if you feel like that about it? h hasn’t tumbled down or anyth ng 
—at least it hadn’t the last time I lo< ked. Not that I care a hang wfc tre 
I sleep the next few nights, as I ji:st told you. But if you’re hunt ng 
up an excuse, you can say I do. You can say I barged in on you, tak ng 
it for granted I’d have this room— hat much is true enough, anyw ly. 
And that afterwards, I acted so dis jppointed, you really felt-” 

“Your father knows how you a t just as well as I do, Vail. He 
knows I’d be telling a tall tale.” 

“Well, maybe. But he’d let it pass if he thought you wanted him to. 
And I’ll tell him myself, when I have a good chance, that I’m not 
moving to the gargonniere, married or single, now or ever.” 

Vail’s ^attitude, gradually and divergently made known to Madame 
d’Alvery and Gervais by himself and Merry, gave satisfaction to both, 
but especially to his grandmother. She regarded him with increasing 
respect, and her liking for Susannah also continued to increase. Vail 
took over his own room at once, and though Merry hastily moved 
some of her belongings across the hall, it was understood from the 
beginning that Susannah was soon coming out from Somerulos Street 
to Belle Heloise, that when she did she would occupy the guest room 
immortalized by Henry Clay, and that therefore Merry’s transfer there 
was only temporary, undertaken to give time for a permanent one to 
the gargonnitre. Vail’s suggestion about transforming the dining room 
into an extra bedroom was accepted, and presently, his foster parents 
were re-established, apparently to their mutual satisfaction, in their 
“own little home.” Watching, with affectionate solicitude, this new 
adjustment to an old manner of living, Vail was hopefully confident 
that in time it might prove a happy and harmonious arrangement. 
With characteristic male reserve on such a subject, Gervais said almost 
nothing to him about it. But Merry, having once involuntarily betrayed 
more than she intended to, seemed to find it easy to talk to Vail about 
the problems which had so far Baffled her, and did so frequently and 
at length. Finally she asked him point blank whether he had been 
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able to ‘‘see her side” and to understand why she had felt impelled 
to leave his father. 

“Yes, I think so,” he replied rather hesitantly. “At least, I suppose 
men and women look at things differently, and then, if they belong 
to different generations, that’s another handicap. But I know you are 
absolutely sincere, Mom. I know you felt you couldn’t live with Dad 
any longer, when you left him. And I know that as soon as you felt 
you could come back, you did.” 

“But you do feel I was unjust to him?” 

“You went away at a time when he needed you very much. Mom; 
you know that yourself. He must have felt that you were going back 
on him, badly. But I know you felt he’d failed you, lots of times before 
that, and that finally he’d failed Franchot, which hurt you still more. 
Of course, I’ll never believe he really did fail Franchot—we’ve been 
over that before, and you said you’d talked about it to Mr. Goldenberg, 
too, so I hope we don’t need to go into all that again. But perhaps, 
speaking from the viewpoint of an awfully young and inexperienced 
male, who doesn’t even pretend to‘know anything at all about mar¬ 
riage, I might say I believe one of the reasons you and Dad came to a 
parting of the ways was because, in so many cases, the same things 
didn’t seem important to you. I,read in some darn book, that for a 
marriage to be really successful, things had to. But I don’t see why. 
Not everything, anyway. I should think there would always be 
enough basic things that were bound to, so that lesser things wouldn’t 
matter.” 

“But how would you divide the basic things from the less«^r things, 
Vail?” 

“Well, I’ve told you already that I really don’t know anything 
about it. But I should think that if two people had the same standards 
about right and wrong, for instance, just that would help a lot. If 
they agreed on the way they wanted to live, the way you and Dad 
agreed about the gar(^onniire, I should think that would help too. And 
if they both wanted children, and got them, and cared a lot for 
them . . . Gee, I’m not saying any of this the way it ought to be said. 
But I don’t see why it should make a woman unhappy because her 
husband wanted to go hunting, and didn’t ask her to go with him, 
when she hated it anyway, if she knew all the time it would mean 
everything in the world to him to find her waiting for him when he 
got home.” 

“It wasn’t just the hunting, Vail. It was- 

“Of course it wasn’t just the hunting. I used that as one example 
of what I’m tiying to get across to you, that’s all. I shouldn’t think 
money would matter either, which one had it, I mean, or how much or 
how little, if two people had something else that mattered more, like 
a common interest or a common purpose. And— Oh, I could go on 
forever, I reckon! But doesn’t it boil down to the fact that most 
women set lots of store by things that seem trivial to most men, and 
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the other way ’round? And that if they both can’t recognize this and 
say, ‘Well, what the hell! am I going to let that interfere with my 
being happy about something that counts a lot more?’—why then they 
seem to get into trouble, that’s all.” 

Merry and Vail had been sitting on one of the ornamental iron seats 
in Angus Holt’s garden while they were talking, and as Vail made his 
final statement, the door of Madame d’Alvery’s boudoir opened aid 
Susannah came out on the upper g illery. She had spent a great d ;al 
of time with the old lady—indeed, s le had felt far more at home w th 
her than she had with Colonel and Mrs. Gervais d’Alvery. But fbe 
had learned to tell when her hostess began to feel tired and needed to 

be alone with her beads and her br wiary for a while, and very of) tn 

this coincided with the time when Susannah herself felt she coi Id 

not bear to stay shut up in a stufT\ room any longer, that she m ist 

have air and exercise and freedon'., and—she admitted candidly to 
herself—that she wanted to see Vi d. Now she had seized upon m 
opportunity which seemed to offer tself. 

“I think I hear Vail in the garden, Madame d’Alvery, and there v as 
something special I meant to say to him before evening. Do you mild 
if I run out and call down to him, before he gets away?” 

“Of course not, my dear. Go, by all means.” 

Susannah ran to the railing and looked down, past the old sugar 
kettle and the brick-bordered flower beds towards the garden seat. 
The mellow columns of the portico and the moss-festooned oaks 
framed her lovely face and figure. Vail regarded her with a delight 
which he made no effort to conceal. 

“Hello there! What’re you doing indoors, a pretty day like this?” 

“Oh, I’ve been sitting on a cushion, sewing a fine seam. But I’ve 
finished my stint, and I thought I’d like to do something else for a 
change. Would I be in the way if I came down to the garden?” 

“You might. This is a pretty small seat and Mom and I are both 
using it right now, like you see. But if you urged me, I suppose I 
could draw up another.” 

“No, don’t, Vail,” Merry said under her breath. “It’s time I went 
over to the garqonnihre, I was just going to tell you so when Susannah 
came out on the gallery. You and she sit here. I’ll see you both later. 
And ... I can’t tell you how much you’ve helped, Vail, or how grate¬ 
ful I am to you. But I hope you know. I hope you’ll sec for yourself, 
when you come home next time, what a change there’s been.” 

“I hope so too. Mom. Good luck! Tell Dad I’ll be seeing him.” 

He had^not begrudged the time he had spent with Merry, any mon 
than he had begrudged the time he had spent with Joyeuse and Sance, 
However, he was glad she was going to the garqonniere now, that he 
was free at last to be with Sue for the next few hours. He had been 
able to accept the periods in which he \vas parted from her philosophi¬ 
cally; but the longing for her and the .^eed for her had been there all 
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the time too. Now at last there was nothing more to detain him and 
fetter him, now at last his longing for her could be assuaged and his 
need of her could be met. Because this was so, he had spoken to her 
joyously, in asking her to go up on the levee with him. When she 
answered with such readiness, saying she would be glad to go, his own 
sense of happy release was intensified. 

“That’s good, because I’m mighty glad too . . . What about taking 
Maudic? Would you mind?” 

“No. I’d like to take her.” 

At the word “levee” Maudie had already bounded towards the front 
door with hopefulness. Now she stood there expectantly, rolling her 
brown eyes, her beautiful head raised, her short tail wagging, her 
whole body quivering with excitement. Vail fondled her for a moment, 
smiling down at her affectionately, and then threw open the door. 

“Oh, very well, Maudie, if you really want to-” 

It was the time-honored signal which Fabian had always given 
Belizaire, and to which the descendants of that great sire still joyfully 
responded. Maudie shot down the walk which was bordered in spring¬ 
time with the scarlet amaryllis and the white yucca, and waited for 
Vail to unfasten the iron gate leading into the driveway. Then she 
was off again, through the crepe myrtles, past the pigeonniers, darting 
across the road, wriggling under the wire fencing, scrambling up the 
levee "bank. When she reached the ridge, she stood still, her distended 
body silhouetted against the evening sky, awaiting the coming of her 
master and bis other companion. Maudie recognized a riva^ in this 
slim, lovely girl, who walked with such quiet assurance beside Vail; 
but she knew that he wanted the girl to be with him, and his wish 
was her law and his happiness her aspiration, for her love was sacri¬ 
ficial. If there were twinges of jealousy in her faithful heart as she 
watched the two young figures ascending the levee, she betrayed this 
disturbance by no outward sign. Instead, by her immobility, she gave 
the ultimate touch of tranquility to the peaceful scene. Over the west 
bank of the river, white clouds were lifted, plumelike, against the 
soft sky; on the further side of the road, stretching endlessly off into 
the distance, rose the tall green shoots of sugar cane still unharvested; 
beyond the levee, the strip of smooth sand widened to form the verdant 
batture. Above a few birds sailed idly back and forth, and, in the 
distance, some ranging lambs cropped the clover. But Maudie was 
closer than these other creatures, she belonged less to the landscape 
and more to the lover. He remembered her and rejoiced in her even 
at this poignant moment. 

“Good dog! That’s it, stretch out and lie still. We’re not ^ing any 
further right now . . . Unless you want to. Sue?” 

“No. It’s beautiful here. We couldn’t find a better place.” 

They sat down on the ridge, where they could see the river on one 
side of them and the road on the other at the same time. Susannah 
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gazed at them both in silence, and Vail, knowing that she was think¬ 
ing of them too, and in connection with him, did not break in on her 
reverie. She was the first to speak, and that was only after a long time. 

“You love it here, don’t you, Vail?” 

“Yes. I belong to it. Usually land belongs to a man. Here it’s the 
other way round.” 

“I know what you mean. I think you’re right, too.” 

“But I love you more, Sue. I said Fd never live anywhere dse. 
But if you’d be happier in some other place-” 

“It’s not a case of being happier in some other place. You ougl t to 
know that by now. I could have (asily loved Belle Heloise too. . ind 
the road and the river and everything that goes with them—the gr >ves 
and the cane fields and the levee and the batture. But you see- 

“You thought you were going :o live here with Phil. You * an’t 
get used to the idea of living here with me instead.” 

“It sounds terribly bald when y >u say it that way, Vail. But- yes, 
I suppose that is the trouble—the root of it anyway. I loved Ph I so 
much—and then afterwards I desp.sed him so-” 

Her lips trembled. For a moment she could not go on. Vail put out 
his hand and took both of hers in liis. 

“Darling,” he said. He spoke very quietly, and he did not trf to 
draw her closer to him. But there was an inescapable firmness in both 
his voice and his handclasp. “I’m going to say something that may hurt 
you, but if it isn’t said now, I’m afraid it’ll rise up and hit us later on, 
and I’d rather have it behind us than ahead of us. Phil never loved 
you. Not even the day he married you. He was flattered, he couldn’t 
help being, because you acted the way you did. I don’t mean you were 
forward or anything like that, whatever you may say yourself. I only 
mean that you showed how you felt, in the loveliest sort of way. But 
that you hadn’t really found out then, what it meant to care for a-man. 
You couldn’t have, because love has to be two-sided to be perfect and 
complete. And Phil never found that out. He got killed before he 
had time. If he hadn’t been, if there had been time, he’d have found 
out eventually that he loved someone else. He must have had it in him 
to love someone. But it wouldn’t have been you—^Nellie Pereira, 
maybe. And that would have hurt terribly, Sue, a lot more than what 
I’m saying now, a lot more than it hurt when you humbled your pride 
before Phil’s casual acceptance of your devotion, because you thought 
you could love enough for two. . . . You’re not crying, are y^ou. Sue?” 

“No, I’m not crying.” 

“Yes you are. Are you crying because you think I’m unfair, or 
because“^ou know what I’ve said is true?” 

She did not answer immediately. But when she did, though her 
voice was low, she spoke clearly and courageously. 

“Because I know what you said is true.” 

“Well, if you know it, can’t you face it? You’re made of strong stuff. 



Sue—not just fine stuff, but strong stuflF. That’s one of the reasons I 
love you so much. Of course there are lots of others. Shall I tell you 
what those are too?” 

He smiled down at her, adoration in his face. She looked back at 
him, tears still shining on her long black lashes, but a happier light in 
her candid gray eyes. 

“Not—^not just now, Vail.” 

“All right—^just so long as it’s only postponed. Because I like telling 
you. And some day I think youll like hearing it. I think some day 
you’ll find out you and I are the same sort of people, Sue. Much more 
the same sort than you and Phil. Not that Fm trying to pay myself 
compliments. But sometimes people just fit and sometimes they don’t. 
I know you and I do, or will, exactly the way I know you and Phil 
never would have.” 

Again she was silent, reflecting, and again he gave her time to turn 
her troubled problems over in her heart. But he continued to hold her 
cool little hands clasped in his, and she was conscious of his strength 
and his control. However, she made one more protest. 

“I shouldn’t think you’d want a girl your brother didn’t want, a girl 
who ran after him without getting anywhere.” 

“I want the girl I know is mine, the one my brother didn’t recognize 
as his because she wasn’t. And you never ran after him. Out of your 
great iDOunty, you offered him your love—all the love you could have 
given him or any man then. But it’s nothing compared to the love you 
could give to me now, if you would.” 

“Vail, when you talk to me like this-” 

“You don’t mind listening, do you? You didn’t know I could, did 
you? Well, I didn’t either. I never talked to anyone like this before 
and probably Fll never be able to again. But I can talk to you this way 
because you really are my girl, and Fve got to make you see that.” 

The smile that illumined his face with love when he looked at her 
was growing brighter and brighter. He pressed the little hands that 
he was holding so fast. They were not cool any longer; they had 
grown warm as he held them. 

“No,” she said. “I don’t mind listening.” She spoke with a strange 
new note of shyness and surprise. “I like to listen to you. I—^you’re 
wonderful, Vail, when y<yu talk like this. You make me see things 
differently. Phil did hurt me, the way you said. I knew he’d have hurt 
me more gind more, all the time. And instead of hurting me, you- 

She hesitated, and he waited, giving her time to go on. “I don’t know 
just how to put it,” she said at last. “Perhaps you won’t be pleased 
with the only comparison I can think of. We’ve had an cAd Negro 
working for us at Salome, the surly kind—if he hadn’t been that kind, 
we probably wouldn’t have had anybody; but even with the labor 
shortage, no one else would take this man on. . . . Well, a little while 
ago, he had a sudden illness, and of course we did what we could for 
him. We got our doctor to take the case, and we bulldozed the nearest 
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hospital into making room for him, and then as soon as he could be 
moved, we brought him to our house in an ambulance* Of ccmrse it’s 
only what anyone would do-” x? 

“It’s only what anyone ought to do, but unfortunately everyone 
doesn’t. Not around here, anyway. Go on with your story, ?darling. 
Fm interested in it. I’ve always liked your stories, and this is even 
better than the one about the wolf.” 

“It isn’t much of a story, really. I was just telling it to you so that 
I could make a point. The first time I went to see this mar in the 
hospital, he was hardly out of the ether, and no one else was staying 
with him, so I did, for a little W'hile. And presently he mumbl d ‘Miss 
Sue, yo’ sure is a post in my life fence. It wouldn’t hab s ood up 
without you.’ I didn’t catch his meaning exactly, and I didn t think 
it mattered much, anyway. After all, he was only half-consck us. But 
when he’d been brought back to Salome, and was all settled ir his big 
clean bed, he said the same tuing over again. That time I lid pay 
attention. That time I did figure out what he meant.” 

“I can, easily enough. So what?” 

“Nothing, except—that’s the way I feel about you, Vail, l ouvre a 
post in my life fence. It wouldn’t stand up without you. I V'ouldn’t 
even try to make it, because it wouldn’t matter enough. It took me a 
long time to find out how much you meant to me, but once I did- 

She stopped again, unable to go on. This time Vail put his arm 
around her. “There, darling. That’s all I needed to have you say. 
You’ve told me all I needed to know—now. We can start out together, 
on that. And after we’ve started, we can keep on. It isn’t going to be 
easy traveling. Sue, on the River Road. It never has been. It’s been so 
hard that most people have given it up. Those are the people who 
made a mistake, because for a while it looked easy, and they were 
disappointed and angry when they found out it wasn’t. They’ve tried to 
take short cuts, they’ve lain down on their jobs, they’ve been failures 
and quitters and crooks. But we’re not like them. Syb and Riccardo 
aren’t either. They’re made of fine stuff and strong stuff too.” 

“They’d like to hear you say that. Sybelle thinks you’re wonderful, 
Vail. She’s prouder because you’re her ‘litter brother’ than she is of 
anything else in the world.” 

“Nonsense. She’s prouder because Riccardo’s her husband and she 
is going to have his baby. Just the same I’m glad she thinks she’s got 
something to be proud of as far as I’m concerned. I’m* glad she still 
likes to speak of me as her ‘little brother,’ even if it is an old Negro 
expression that highbrows look down on. She learned it from our 
mammy, and Dinah’s one of the finest persons that ever lived. The 
words have a special meaning when she uses them, too.” 

There was a subtle change in his voice. For a moment Sue thought 
that something had sobered him, even while he spoke of being happy. 
But she did not know what it could be, and presendy she decided that 
Ac had been mistaken after all. ^hen she forgot about it. For Vail 
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was looking at her again with eyes of love, and suddenly something 
stirred, deep within her, that she had never felt when she was with 
Phil. She was hardly aware of the secret fluttering before it had become 
a swift strong pang. This was not fascination, it was fate; it was nol 
merely the yearning of the flesh, it was the soul’s sincere desire. She 
caught her breath in amazement and incredible joy. 

“What would you think of riding into town with me after supper 
to tell Aunt Cresside we’re really engaged at last?” he asked. “Aunt 
Cresside and Uncle Fabian too, of course. We’ll tell Mom and Dad 
before we go, and grand'mh^e. Grcmd'mhre^s got a present for you 
that she’s waited a long time to give you. Oh, nothing much in itself! 
But it stands for a lot. Later I’ll drive you over to New Roads if you 
like, and we’ll tell your father and mother. But don’t count on staying 
at Salome. I’m going to keep you with me till the last .minute this time. 
Thai while I’m gone you can be getting ready for that wedding you 
always meant to have, seeing if your great-grandmother^s dress still 
fits and all that. Because on my next leave-” 

It was his turn to stop. At a magic moment like this, when they were 
both gazing with such bright expectancy into the future, the very 
thought of referring to anything connected with a sordid and tragic 
past was repugnant. But the necessity still remained, and like the 
other reference he had known would hurt her, it was better to have 
it behind them than ahead of them. 

“Of course we know you were never really married to Phil,” he said, 
“And of course wc know he’s dead now, too. All the same, there 
hasn’t been time to deal with that Justice of the Peace yet. A mar¬ 
riage can’t be annulled in a minute, without any red tape at all. If you 
don’t mind letting just one person in on your secret. I’m going to 
ask Uncle Fabian to attend to that matter for us— He’ll understand. 
He’ll help. There’s nothing he can’t do. He’s always been just like a 
father to me. I’ve been mighty lucky that way, having him and Dad 
both-” 

He spoke sincerely and without reservation. He had entirely for¬ 
gotten the tombstone in the Hathaway lot and its significance in his 
life. 

“Just for added security, I si^pose we also ought to wait till the War 
Department has made an official announcement of Phil’s death. I don’t 
know how long that will take, biit it might be as much as a year— 
I mean a yefir from the time the records were destroyed..But that 
won’t seem so long, will it, Sue, after all the time we’ve waited 
already? Of course if it hadn’t been for these complications, I’d have 
made you marry me the day I got back. Oh, I forgot! You tolcf me I 
mustn’t ever use that word, talking to you!” 

“You wouldn’t have had to make me, because I’d have wanted to do 
k. I don’t care what words you use though, any more, VaiL Words 
don’t seem to matter now.” ^ • 

• “They don’t, do they? But there’s somethiDg else that docs. I’ve 
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always understood that when people get this far, if not long before, 

there’s a very pleasant custom- 

He bent his head and she lifted hers. Encompassed by the river and 
its road, they stood, as countless other lovers had stood bcfoiie them, 
indefinitely embraced. Maudie continued to crouch, patiently and 
contentedly, at their feet. 





